
T he C R E A T O R  and the C R E A T U R E

B y  Fr. Frederick  W illiam  Faber

T O

S T .  M A T T H E W ,

T H E  A PO ST L E  A N D  E V A N G E L IST  O F  T H E  IN C A R N A T E  W O R D ,

T H E  PA T TE R N  O F  O B E D IE N C E  T O  D IV IN E  V O C A T IO N S,

T H E  M O D E L  O F  PR O M PT  SU B M ISSIO N  T O  H O L Y  IN SPIR A T IO N S, 

T H E  T EA C H E R  A N D  T H E  E X A M PL E  O F  C O R R ESPO N D E N C E  T O  G R A C E , 

W H O  L E FT  A L L  FO R  G O D ,

SE LF  A N D  T H E  W O R L D  A N D  W E A L T H ,

A T  G O D ’S  O N E  W O R D ,

W IT H O U T  Q U E ST IO N , W IT H O U T  R E SE R V E . W IT H O U T  D E L A Y , 

T O  B E  FO R  E V E R  IN  T H E  C H U R C H

T H E  D O C T O R , T H E  P R O P H E T ,  A N D  T H E  P A T R O N ,

T H E  C O M FO R T  A N D  T H E  JU ST IFIC A T IO N , 

O F  T H O SE  W H O  FO L LO W  H E A V E N L Y  C A L LS  IN  T H E  W O R L D ’S  D E SPIT E . 

A N D  W H O  G IV E  T H E M SE L V E S  IN  L O V E .

A S  H E  G A V E  H IM SE L F.

W IT H O U T  L IM IT  O R  C O N D IT IO N , 

A S  C R E A T U R E S  T O  T H E I R  C R E A T O R



C O N T EN T S

PR E FA C E  B Y  R O N A LD  C H A PM A N

B IO G R A PH IC A L  N O TE

B O O K  I

T H E  C A SE  ST A T ED  B E T W E E N  T H E  C R EA T O R  A N D  T H E  C R E A TU R E

CHAPTER

I. A  new  fashion  of  an  old  sin

II. W hat it is to  be  a  C reature

III. W hat it is to  have  a  C reator

B O O K  II

T H E  D IFFIC U L T IE S  O F  C R EA T IV E  L O V E

CHAPTER

I. W hy  G od  w ishes us  to  love  H im

II. W hy G od  loves U s

III. O ur m eans of  loving  G od

IV . O ur actual love  of  G od

V . In  w hat w ays G od  repays our  L ove

B O O K  III

O B JE C T IO N S  C O N SID E R E D

CHAPTER

I. T he  easiness of  Salvation

II. T he  great m ass  of  believers

III. T he  W orld

IV . O ur ow n  G od



PR E FA C E

“L ET  U S sit dow n  upon  the  top  of  th is fair hill. T he clear sunshine  and  the  bright air flow  in to  us in  stream s of  life  

and gladness, w hile our thoughts are lifted  up to G od, and our hearts quietly expand to love. B eneath us is that 

beautifu l ro lling  plain  w ith its dark  m asses of sum m er  fo liage sleeping  in  the sun  for m iles and  m iles aw ay, in  the  

varying  shades of  blue  and  green, according  to  the distance or the clouds. T here at our  feet, on  the other side, is the  

gigantic  city , gleam ing  w ith  an  ivory  w hiteness beneath  its uplifted  but perpetual canopy  of  sm oke. T he  villa-spotted 

hills beyond it, its alm ost countless spires, its one huge m any-steepled palace . . . and its squares of crow ded  

shipping— it all lies below  us in  the  peculiar sunshine of its ow n  m isty m agnificence. T here, in  every variety  of  joy  

and m isery , of elevation and depression , three m illion souls are w orking out their com plicated destin ies. C lose  

around  us the air is filled w ith  the songs of rejo icing  birds, or the pleased hum  of  the insects  that are drinking the  

sunbeam s, and blow ing their tiny trum pets as they w eave and unw eave their m azy dance. T he flow ers breathe 

sw eetly , and  the  leaves of  the glossy shrubs are spotted  w ith  bright creatures in  pain ted  surcoats or gilded  panoply , 

w hile the blue dom e above seem s both taller and bluer than com m on, and is ringing w ith the loud peals of the  

unseen  larks, as the steeples of  the  city  ring  for the  nation ’s victory . Far  off  from  the  river flat com es  the  boom ing  of 

the cannon, and  here, all unstartled , round  and  round  the pond, a  fleet of  young  perch  are sailing  in  the sun, slow ly  

and  undistuibedly as if  they  had  a  very ' grave enjoym ent of  their little lives. W hat a m ingled  scene it is of  G od  and  

m an! A nd all so bright, so beautifu l, so diversified , so calm , opening out such fountains of deep reflection , and  

sim ple-hearted  gratitude  to  our  H eavenly  Father.”

Such  w as the background — “the m ingled scene” of G od, m an, and  nature— against w inch  Faber loved  to  

w rite.

T h e  C r e a t o r  a n d  t h e  C r e a t u r e , published  in  1858— the  victory referred to in  the previous passage  w as the  

end  of  the C rim ean  w ar— “stands to  the  A uthor’s other w orks.” Faber w rote, “ in  the relation  of  source and  origin .” 

If  it cannot be said  to  be an  epitom e of  Faber’s w ork  it does contain  all that w as m ost characteristic in  his attitude to  

life and  religion . It is also the  best expression  of th is attitude. T he argum ent is briefly stated . C reation  is an  act of 

divine love. E ach  soul is created  because G od  loves it. H aving  created  it G od  pursues it w ith  love. “G od  is bent on  

saving  us.” as Faber puts it. T he soul has only to respond to that love by an act of love on  its part to be saved. 

Salvation  is therefore easy , at any  rate  to  the  believer. T he fact that it does not appear  to  be so  is  because our  picture  

of  life  is distorted  by  w orld liness. W orldliness is a  w rong  attitude of  the  soul tow ards G od. T he  soul has failed  to  see  

that it is a  creature— even  w hen  it acknow ledges G od  as C reator. T he spiritual task  of  the soul is therefore  to  realize 

its creatureliness. If th is is accom plished  the w ay is open  to an  appreciation  of G od ’s love for it w hich  inevitably  

w ill engender  a  true  love  of  G od. T his love  brings  us “w ithin  the  suck  of  that gulf  of  the  D ivine B eauty , w hich  is our 

holiness here, as it is our happiness hereafter.” It is useful to keep the schem e of  the book in  one ’s head  because  

Faber ’s m ind  w as not particu larly  logical and  it is easy as one  reads to  feel that one  has lost the  thread .

It is clear, then , that the  book  is not difficult to  understand. T here  are, how ever, other difficu lties  of  another 

order. Put bluntly there seem s to  be som ething  lacking  in  Faber ’s attitude. T he dark  side  of  the question , the doubt, 

the despair, the  unintellig ib ility of G od ’s w ill, w hich  to m any  people is the reality of the relig ious life , is  just not 

there. Faber ’s picture is a canvas w ithout shadow s, alm ost, to those w ho feel it (not every  one does), a picture 

w ithout perspective. In  m om ents of exasperation  it is tem pting  to suppose that he deliberately disregarded w hat he  

knew  to  be  true, that he  consciously suppressed  the darkness in  favor  of  the  light. B ut to  say so w ould  be  to  com m it 

a  psychological blunder. Faber’s outlook  for good  or ill w as such  that darkness had  little m eaning  to  him . “W hat is 

our upperm ost thought?” he asks. “It is that w e live,” he replies, “and  that our life is gladness. O ur physical nature  

unfolds itself  to the sun  w hile our m ind  and heart seem  no less to  bask in  the bright influences of the thought of 



G od.” T his is not the typical attitude of an ordinary m an nor is it the typical attitude of a relig ious m an. It is 

particu larly atypical today. It seem s alm ost incredib le  to  us that anyone w ho suffered so acutely as Faber suffered  

could have w ritten in th is w ay. B ut then optim ism  has ceased to be a respectable attitude to life— and hence to  

relig ion .

It m ay be that a m ore pessim istic , a darker religious attitude is m ore profound. N evertheless the m an  of 

religion  today is in  danger of denying  the lighter side  w hich  undeniably exists. W e find it easy  to condem n a  m an  

w ho w ill not face unpleasant facts but are w e not in danger of refusing to face the pleasant ones? W e are so  

habituated  to  thinking  of  nature  red  in  tooth  and  claw  that it com es as a  shock w hen  Faber w rites: “T he  joys of  the  

anim al creation , their  joy in health  and strength , in light and air, in  cold and heat, in  w et and dry , in  their sw eet 

songs or their loud w ars, in  their speed of  flight or their spring of m uscle, in  tending  their young  or tearing their 

prey , all are shadow s, low est, dim m est, fain test, poorest shadow s of  the  joy  of  G od.” It is at least arguable  that Faber 

is right and  that w e are w rong  w hen  w e start back at “tearing their prey" as som ething em anating  from  the divine  

m ind. B ut Faber, after all, is not so  far  from  B lake's: “T he lust of  the  goat is the  bounty of  G od.” It m ay  be  difficu lt  

for  us  to  feel w hat he  says to  be  true  but it m ight be  w orth  w hile  to  m ake  the  effort at a notional assent.

It is fatally easy to underestim ate breezy extroverted Faber, to im agine that he w as quite unable to see  

him self as w e in  our superior (and  darker) w isdom  see him . B ut th is w as hardly the case. In  fact he discusses the  

light and  the  dark  attitudes  to  life— w hat he  typically calls the  bright and  the  gloom y  view  of  the  w orld , typified  in  

his m ind  by  St Francis de Sales and  St B ernard . It is true he  finds it hard  not to  caricature the dark  view . “A  funeral 

on  a  w et day  in  a  disconsolate churchyard” is how  he describes it. A nd  the  bright view  reads very  m uch  like alm ost 

any other page in  his books. “A t every turn  there are radiant fountains of  joy  leaping  up  to m eet us. E ach day, like  

the  cystus. has a  thousand  new  blossom s to show ; it lays them  dow n  w hen  evening  com es, and  the  next m orning  it 

has as gay  a  show  of  flow ers as ever.” “T he strange  th ing  is,” Faber  com m ents, “that no  one seem s to  be  able  to  take  

in  im partially the  w hole  view  of  the  w orld , the  tm e  view , the  bright and  dark  together.” H e finds that the  view  of  St 

Francis de Sales “enchants us m ore w ith  G od” and  he rationalizes his preference  by saying  that his vocation  is to  

people liv ing in  the w orld . T hese people “are not m iserable and they cannot see w hy they should  be,” he says 

provocatively . B ut he  adm its “no  m ind  leaves th ings uncolored . It is  our  necessity . W e cannot help  ourselves.”  Faber 

could  not help  him self. It w as his necessity to  see  life  as he  did .

B ut the m o d e  of Faber’s optim ism — w as it not far too em otional, too Italianate. even  fain tly unhealthy?  

Perhaps. B ut desperate situations dem and  desperate rem edies. Faber’s w orld  w as the w orld  of  Jerem y B entham , of 

U tilitarian ism , of  B lake ’s Satanic m ills. It w as the  grim  w orld  of  D ickens. W hen  Faber lit his tapers in  K ing  W illiam  

Street, Strand, processed  about w ith his N eapolitan M adonna, preached fervently at suffocating  B enedictions, he  

also  lit candles in  tire darkened  hearts of  m en. L et it be said  quite plain ly . M en  needed  to  be  less m anly . K ingsley ’s 

prescription  of  m uscular C hristianity  w as exactly  w hat w as not needed. M en  had  to  turn  inw ards, turn  again  to  that 

pattern of the soul at prayer, our L ady. Faber instinctively saw that the relig ion w hich w ent w ith dynam ic  

U tilitarian ism  w as a dreadful blasphem y  for it m ade G od  in to a  creature— the  creation  of  a m aterialistic  philosophy. 

H e  w as clear-sighted  enough  to  see  the  danger of  m aking  “relig ion  too  m uch  a  m atter  of  m ere  devotions, an  affair of 

sentim ents  and  feelings” ; but he  had  the  courage  to  ask  if  there  w as not a  greater  danger  of  m aking  religion  in to  little  

m ore  than  a  m ere  m atter  of  duty .

N evertheless if  it w as salu tary , even necessary , for the V ictorian stockbroker, w ho at church  breathed  in to  

his top  hat instead  of  kneeling , to  be  jo lted  out of his com placency— w hat relevance has Faber for us? T hat is the  

crux  of the m atter. W e are affronted by Faber ’s Italianate extravagance. A nd it m ust be conceded that Faber, like  

every revolu tionary , w as unw ise, som etim es silly. H e did  and said  th ings he should never have done or said . B ut 

w hen  th is is honestly adm itted , if  w e search  our hearts has not Faber still som ething  to say? A re w e really so very  



unlike the  V ictorian  Pharisees  Faber w rote for that his m essage has becom e  m eaningless? Surely not. R eligion  is an  

opening  of the heart to G od, a realization  that w e are dependent, help less creatures. M an, as Faber put it, is “one  

w hose  business is to  com e  w hen  he  is called  and  to  depart w hen  he  is  bidden  and  to  have  no  reason  given  him  either  

for his call or his dism issal except such  as he can  gather from  the character of  his M aster. Such  is m an  upon  earth ; 

and he is so because he is a creature.” A re w e not m uch  of a  m uchness w ith  our V ictorian  ancestors w hom  Faber 

described  as fo llow s: “T heir m inds are purely atheist by  the force of  term s. T hey are proprietors of  the w orld , not 

tenants in  it, and  tenants at w ill.” T enants at w ill, the inventors  of  the planetary  rocket! A re w e really nearer G od  

than  those V ictorians w ho m ade G od  “an  idea” , “ the creature of m en ’s m inds”? It is at least arguable that w e too  

like to dism iss relig ion as som ething  for the religious. B ut, as Faber said , “A  m onk  is not m ore a creature than  a  

sold ier or  a  sailor, a  billiard  m arker  or  a  jockey.”

Italian devotions, the w ays of m edieval Italian  peasants— are these th ings really part and parcel of our 

relig ion? B ut, then , are statues, flow ers, and  B enedictions the essentials of  Faber ’s m essage? A re they not rather 

exem plifications of attitudes of m ind he adm ired? T here is now  no daring  in  candles and copes, no liberation  of 

spirit in  processions. W e are m oved  by other th ings. B ut the attitude  of  m ind  Faber preached  is as valid  now  as it 

w as valid  in  lus ow n  day. In  th is  book  w e  see not the  exem plification of  his  beliefs  but their source and  orig in”— the  

theological basis on  w hich all the rest w as built. It is possib le to reject the exam ple w ithout rejecting  the precept. 

For, after all, Faber's precept is as tm e as relig ion  itself. O ur relationship  to G od  is essentially  fem inine and  m ust 

alw ays be  so . ft cannot be  anything  else. It is a  corruption  w hen  relig ion  tends  tow ards m asculin ity  and  legalism — as 

it did  in  Faber ’s day, and  does today. If  the m ind  is bent on  correctness and  duty an  iron  barrier of calculation and  

coldness w ill be erected  betw een  conduct and  the  w ells of  the relig ious life . Is it not th is that w e  find  in  ourselves?  

W e call our  ancestors relig ious hypocrites and  Pharisees. W hat do  w e call ourselves— divided  personalities  that w e  

are? A s Faber saw , relig ion  should  spring  from  the heart of  a  m an, from  w e know  not w here, deep  in  the recesses of 

his being, irrigating all his thoughts and activ ities as the rivers w atered the garden of Paradise. T his can never 

happen until he turns to G od as a creature to his C reator. “T he close em brace and tingling pressure of H is 

om nipotence” cannot be curtailed in to a philosophical or eth ical system . L ove is the im portant, indeed  the only  

th ing . “H e created  us because H e loved  us, and  H e created  us in  order that w e m ight love H im .” T hat is the  begin 

ning  and  end  of  it.

B ut there  is m ore to  Faber than  relevance to  his ow n  age or  to  ours. H e is not a  m ere exponent of  optim ism  

in  relig ion . Such  an  optim ism  can, after all, be  plausib ly attributed  to glandular or econom ic causes. W hatever else  

Faber w as he w as also a m ystic. T he w ord  m ystic has becom e at once so generalized  outside the C hurch  and so  

specialized  w ithin  it that it is difficu lt to  know  how  to  use it. B ut there is no  other  term . Faber  w as not a  w riter about 

m ysticism , a m an  in terested in  relig ion , a  B rem ond, a person  w ith  relig ious sensib ilities. H e w as a m an  w ho had  

tasted  the  liv ing  G od. T em peram ent m ay  explain  his general attitude, it does not explain  the  edge, the  atm osphere of 

vibrant personal experience w hich  every now  and  then  brings an  otherw ise dull passage to  life . “W e saw  no  vision: 

only G od  touched  us and  w e shrank and now  w e are m arvelously fatigued.” A  w riter a b o u t  relig ion  w ould  never 

have used  the  w ord  "shrank" nor could  have thought up  the  idea of  being  “fatigued ” by  G od ’s presence. B ut Faber 

w rote  from  out of  relig ion  itself, from  the  heart of  it.

For Faber  the  universe  w as sunny  because it w as bathed  in  the sunlight of  G od ’s love. “T he  w hole  creation  

floats, as it w ere, in  the O cean  of  G od ’s alm ighty  love.” D arkness is sim ply  blotted  out  by  the  eternal sunlight. Faber 

speaks again  and  again  like a  m an  w ho  has been  suddenly  converted  in  the  Protestant m eaning  of  the  term . A nd  the  

conviction that he spoke m ore like a  M ethodist at a cam p m eeting than  as a C atholic has often  been  held against 

him . In fact Faber had not been suddenly converted— the process of his turn ing  unreservedly to G od had been  

gradual. T he sim ilarity , how ever, betw een his attitude and that of an early M ethodist is not seriously to be  



questioned. W esley ’s “an assurance w as given m e that H e had taken m y  sins, even m i n e ”  is not stronger than  

Faber ’s: “It is the grand  crisis in  everybody ’s life , an  era  to date from , w hen  the  know ledge that his C reator loves 

him  passes  in to  a  sensib le conviction ." Faber  indeed  calls th is realization  “a  perfect revolu tion . ... H e is a  new  m an. 

It is a kind of conversion .” B ut should  it be held against him ? It is a question of relig ious psychology and not of 

relig ion . T he sim ilarity  neither im pugns  Faber  nor W esley unless conversion  in  itself  is som ehow  held  suspect. T he  

M ethodist inferred  from  his conversion that he  w as saved  once  and  for  all. Faber  did  not infer  th is. H e  felt the  peace, 

the  certain ty , the reality of  relig ious th ings w hich  the  M ethodist also  feels. B ut to  the  one it m eant one  th ing , to  the  

other som ething  different.

It is, of course, possib le not to like the type of person w ho is liab le to be converted . Faber’s fluency, 

exuberance, and  singleness of  m ind  can  jar  on  less certain  people. Faber  jarred  on  N ew m an's  nerves and  he can  be 

irritating  as a  w riter. B ut m en  of  Faber's type  m ust not be  taken  for  w hat they  are  but for  w hat they  have seen . T here  

w ould  be nothing  absurd  in w anting to find out w hat an explorer had to say , how ever m uch his m annerism s in  

relating  his adventures m ight annoy. H is adventures, his experience— that is the th ing . A nd Faber’s life w as one  

long  relig ious adventure. It cannot, of  course, be said  of  Faber  as it could  be  of  the  converted  M ethodist  that reality  

and not conceptual tru th  is the  touchstone  by w hich  his w ork  should  be  judged. B ut it is nearly so . Faber has often  

been  accused  of  unreality and  there is certain ly som ething  about his fluent optim ism  w hich  m akes one feel it to  be  

true. In  fact it is the  other w ay about. B eneath  the  glare of  his w riting  there  is a  hard  surface of  personal experience  

to  w hich  he  returns again  and  again .

It is true to  each  one of  us beyond  our  neighbors, as it w as true  to  the  Israelites beyond  other nations, W ho  

is so  great a  G od  as our  G od, w ho  hath  G od  so  near?

H e appeals to  us  w ith  a  sort of  hum ility  w hich  has no parallel in  hum an  love.

W e cannot look  at him  as sim ply  external to  ourselves. T hings have  passed  betw een  us; secret relationships  

are established , fond ties are knitted ; thrilling  endearm ents have been exchanged, there are m em ories of 

forgivenesses  fu ll of  tenderness.

G od  loves m e— G od  desires m y love. H e has asked  for it; H e covets it. H e prizes it m ore than  I do m yself! 

I w ould  fain  tell the  poor trees and  the  little  birds that are roosting  and  the patient beasts slum bering  in  the  

dew y  grass and  the  bright w aters and  the  w anton  w inds  and  the  clouds as they sail above  m e. and  that w hite  

m oon  and  those  flickering  far-off  stars, that G od  desires m y  love, m ine, even  m ine! A nd  it is true, infallib ly  

true.

Perhaps w e shift uncom fortably  and  feel it to  be  far-fetched. T he  adjectives m ay  be  banal, the  scene conventional. 

B ut does it ring  tree? Is it contrived? A nd  the answ er is that it is not. It is not a rhetorical outburst for the sake of 

rhetoric: it is a pæ an  of  praise, inexpertly expressed if  you  w ill, at the experienced  assurance of G od ’s love. H igh- 

flow n  it m ay  be, but then  Faber w as a  m an  in  love. “A nd  it is true, infallib ly  true”— w hat does he m ean? H e m eans  

that he know s it experim entally and  not theoretically  to be true. It is not notionally , rationally , probably  true, but 

real. It is the  assurance  of  the  M ethodist in  C atholic  term s.

—  R onald  C hapm an

B IO G R A PH IC A L  N O T E  



FR ED E R IC K  W ILL IA M  FA B E R  w as bom  in  Iris grandfather’s vicarage at C alverley , Y orkshire, in  1814. E ducated  

at H arrow , he gained  a scholarsh ip  at U niversity C ollege. O xford . G ood  looking, eloquent, a  bom  leader, ardently  

relig ious at a  tim e w hen  O xford w as never m ore relig ious, he quickly m ade his m ark. Faber  had  been  brought up  

w ith  E vangelical leanings and  at heart he rem ained an  E vangelical to the end. B ut on  Septuagesim a Sunday, 1836, 

he heard Pusey preach  on  B aptism . T his caused a sudden  change of  opinion  and  he fell under N ew m an ’s spell. A  

single-m inded Y orkshirem an, it w as not long before he found him self on  the R om e-w ard fringe of the O xford  

M ovem ent. H e w on  the  N ew digate  prize in 1836  and  w as elected  to  a  fellow ship  at his college in 1837. B ut he  w as 

never at hom e in  O xford . A n  E vangelical by  tem peram ent and  a  T ractarian  by  princip le, he upheld  both  sides of  his 

relig ion  w ith  trem endous poetic exaggeration — to the disgust of both parties. H e w as far happier at A m bleside  

talk ing T ractarianism  w ith  W ordsw orth , w riting  long nature poem s, or travelling abroad scru tinizing continental 

religion .

A t th is tim e of his life Faber alm ost decided  to m ake a  career as a poet. H e w ould  not have succeeded  in  

becom ing  anything  but a  dilettan te. N evertheless  it needed  a great effort to  tear him self  aw ay from  the enjoyable if 

purposeless  life he  w as leading . In  1842 he accepted  the college liv ing  of  E lton , H unts, but after reading  him self in  

im m ediately  set out on  a continental  tour. H e w as w ithin  an  ace of becom ing a  C atholic in  R om e and  returned  to  

E lton  in  O ctober 1843 m uch shaken  in  his loyalty  to the C hurch  of E ngland. For the next tw o years he lived and  

acted  as nearly as possib le  as if  he  w ere a  C atholic  priest liv ing  in  a C atholic country . H e  w ished to  w ork  the  parish  

“ in  the spirit of St Philip  and  St A lphonso.” It w as a strange experim ent and  perhaps no one but Faber  w ould  have  

succeeded  as w ell as he  did  in  the  attem pt.

A  few  w eeks after N ew m an ’s conversion in 1845 he w as received in to the C hurch. H e quickly form ed a  

sm all com m unity from  Iris form er parish ioners and other converts called "B rothers of the W ill of G od." In 1846  

L ord Shrew sbm y handed over C otton  H all, near C headle, to the new  com m unity  and  Faber w as ordained in  A pril 

1847. B ut on  D ecem ber of  the sam e year, to the consternation of the other B rothers, Faber suddenly felt called  to  

jo in  N ew m an  as an  O ratorian . Such  w as the m an ’s personality  that the w hole com m unity  fo llow ed  suit and  offered  

them selves as O ratorians.

In  1849  he  w as sent by  N ew m an  from  B irm ingham  to  L ondon  to  establish  a new  O ratory '. T his yvas at first 

in  K ing  W illiam  Street, Strand, and  w as then  m oved  in 1854  to its present site in  B ram pton. Faber w as not a strong  

m an  and  had  alw ays overtaxed  Iris strength . From  th is tim e till his death  he  w as m ore or less an  invalid , burnt out by  

his im m ense labors. H e died  after  a  long  and  painful illness in  1863, aged  only  forty  -n ine.

—  R . C .

BOOK I

T H E  C A S E  S T A T E D  B E T W E E N  T H E  C R E A  T O R  A N D  T H E  C R E A T U R E



T he  First C hapter

A  N E W  FA SH IO N  O F  A N  O L D  SIN

Q u i d  a d  m e  s i  q u i s  n o n  i n t e l l i g a t ?  G a u d e a t  e t  i p s e  d i c e n s :  Q u i d  e s t  h o c ?  G a u d e a t  e t ia m  s i c , e t  a m e t , n o n  i n v e n ie n d o  

i n v e n i r e  p o t i u s  T e , q u a m  i n v e n i e n d o  n o n  i n v e n i r e  T e .— St A ugustine.

L IFE  is short, and  it is w earing  fast aw ay. W e lose  a  great deal of  tim e, and  w e w ant short roads to  heaven, though  

the  right road  is in  tru th  far shorter than  w e  believe. It is true of  m ost m en  that their  light is greater  than  their heat, 

w hich  is only  saying  that w e  practice less than  w e profess. Y et there are m any souls, good, noble, and  affectionate, 

w ho seem  rather to w ant light than heat. T hey w ant to know  m ore of G od, m ore of them selves, and m ore of the  

relation in  w hich  they stand to G od. and then  they w ould  love and sen  e H im  better. T here are m any again  w ho, 

w hen they read or hear of the spiritual life , or com e across the ordinaiy m axim s of C hristian  perfection , do not 

understand  w hat is put before  them . It is as if  som e one spoke to  them  in  a  foreign  language. E ither the w ords are  

w ithout m eaning, or the ideas are far-fetched and unreal. T hey stand off from  persons w ho profess to teach such 

doctrines, or to live by  them , as if  they had som e contagious disease w hich  they m ight catch  them selves. Y et they  

are  often  very  little  tain ted  by  w orld lm ess; often  they  are  m en  w ho  have  m ade sacrifices for G od, and  w ho  w ould  lay  

dow n  their lives for H is C hurch. T heir  instincts are good; yet they seem  to w ant som ething; and  w hatever it is that 

they lack , the absence of it appears to  put them  under a  m ost m ournful disability in  the  w ay of  attaining  holiness. In  

other w ords, there are m ultitudes  of m en  so good  that it seem s inevitable that they m ust be m uch  m ore good  than  

they really  are, and  the  difficu lty ' is how  so  m uch  goodness can  continue  to  exist w ithout m ore  goodness.

T his is a  phenom enon w hich  has at once attracted the  attention  and  excited  the sorrow  of  all w ho  love  the  

souls for w hich  Jesus shed  H is Precious B lood. It m ay not be  tm e  that any one solu tion  of  the  problem  w ill m eet or 

explain  all the  difficu lties of  th is distressing experience. M uch  lies deep  in  the  m anifo ld  corruption  of  our  hearts. B ut 

there  is one  fact w hich  goes far  tow ards an  adequate explanation  of  the  m atter, and  w hich  is at the  sam e  tim e, rightly  

considered , a profound m ysteiy . It is that m en. even pious m en, do not continually bear in m ind that they are  

creatures, and  have never taken  the pains to  get a clear idea  of  w hat is involved in  being  a  creature. H ence  it is tm e  

to  say , even  of  m ultitudes of  the  faithfu l, that they have  no  adequate  or  indeed  distinct notion  of  the  relation  in  w hich  

they stand  to G od. of H is rights, or of  their obligations: and  w hen  trial com es, their inadequate idea betrays them  

in to  conduct quite  at variance  w ith  their  antecedents.

Forgetfu lness  of G od  has been  in  all ages the  grand  evil of  the  w orld : a  forgetfu lness  so contrary to  reason, 

and  so opposed  also  to  the daily evidence of  the senses, that it can  be accounted  for on  no  other hy  pothesis than  that 

of orig inal sin  and  the m ystery ' of the fall. T his forgetfu lness  of G od  has been  far m ore com m on than  open  revolt 

against H im . T he  last is rather  the sin  of  angels, tire first the  sin  of  m en.

Y et every age of  the w orld has its ow n  prevailing  type and  fashion  of  in iquity ; and in  these latter tim es it 

appears as if the forgetfu lness of G od  had  taken  the shape of forgetfu lness on  our part that w e are creatures. M en  

m ay realize that they  are creatures, im perfect, fin ite , and  dependent. T his tru th  m aybe  continually com ing  upperm ost 

in  books of  m orals, in  system s of  philosophy . and  in  the general tone  of  society . A nd  yet, w ith  all th is. G od  m ay  be  

set aside  and  passed  over, alm ost as if  H e  did  not exist. T he  w orld  sim ply does not advert  to  H im . W ho  that has read  

certain  philosophical and  scientific  books of  the  last century  does not know  how  m en  could  w rite of  creation  w ithout 

their  thoughts so  m uch  as touching  or  com ing  in  contact w ith  the  idea  of  the  C reator? T o  such  w riters creation  seem s  

the  end  of  and  answ er  to  all th ings, just as the  M ost H oly  T rin ity  is to  a  believer. T hey speak  of  creation , investigate  

creation, draw  inferences from  creation , w ithout so m uch  as brushing against a personal or liv ing C reator even in  



their im agination . C reator is to them  sim ply a m asculine form  of  the neuter noun  creation , and  they have a kind of 

instinct against using  it. w hich  they have probably never perceived , or never taken  the trouble to explain even to  

them selves. It is not on  any  theoiy , or  any  atheistical principle  that G od  is thus passed  over. H e  is unseen, and  hence  

is practically considered  as absent; and w hat is absent is easily forgotten . H e is out of m ind  because H e is out of 

sight. T here is no objection to giving G od  H is place, only H e is not thought of. T his is one phase of  the w orld ’s 

forgetfu lness of  G od.

T hen  again  there have been  tim es and  literary schools in  w hich  G od  w as continually  referred  to , and  H is 

nam e used in  an  im pressive m anner, som etim es reverently and som etim es  irreverently . H e has been  a fashionable 

figure of  speech, or  an  adornm ent of  eloquence, or  the  culm inating  point of  an  oratorical clim ax. O r  there  has been  a  

decency in  nam ing  H im  honorably , as if  it w ere  burning  a  kind  of  incense before H im . It soothes the conscience; it 

gives an  air of  religion  to  us, and  it enhances our ow n  respectability , especially  in  the  eyes of  our  inferiors. A nd  yet 

tins w ord G od has not in  reality m eant the three divine Persons, as the G ospel reveals them  to us. It has been  an  

im aginary  em bodim ent or  a  vague  canonization  of  an  im m ense  pow er, of  distant m ajesty , and  of  unim ag inab le  m ys

tery ; a som ething  like the  beauty  of  m idnight skies, or  the  m agnificent pageant of  the storm , elevating  the  thoughts, 

quelling  and  tranquilizing  littleness, and  m inistering  to  that poetry in  our  nature  w hich  is so often  m istaken  for real 

w orship  and  actual relig ion . T he ideas of duty , of  precept, of  sacrifice, of  obedience, have been  very indistinctly  in  

the m ind, if  they have been  there at all. It is the notion  of  a grand  G od, rather than  a liv ing G od. T he m ultitude of 

H is rights over us, the dread exorbitance of H is sovereignty , the realities of  H is m inute vigilance, of H is jealous 

expectations, of  H is rig id  judgm ents, of  H is particu lar  providence, of  H is hourly  in terference, these th ings have not 

been  denied, but they have not been  part of  the  idea  w akened  in  the  m ind  by  the  w ord  G od. T he close em brace and  

tingling pressure of  H is om nipresence, as theology  discloses it to us, w ould have m ade the m en, of  w hom  w e are  

speaking, start aw ay  in  alarm  or  in  disgust.

T he G od w ho dem ands an account of every id le w ord, and m easures H is penalties to each unbrid led  

thought, and before w hom  all m en are sim ply and perem ptorily equal, is a different B eing from  the poetical 

sovereign  w ho  reigns over the  O lym pus of  m odem  literature, to  keep  our  inferiors in  check, to  add  gravity  to  our  re

bukes, to foster our ow n self-respect, and, in  a w ord, to “point a m oral or adorn  a tale.” T his G od is rather our 

creature than  our C reator; H e is the creature of  m oral respectability , the necessity of a  dissatisfied conscience, the  

convenience  of  a  social police, the  consolation  of  an  unsupem atural sorrow , and  the  im agery  of  a  chaste and  elegant 

literature. Y et the atheism  of  th is is not explicit: it is only im plied . N o revolt is in tended. A  false G od  has slipped  

in to  the  place of  the true one; and  because their faith  had  failed, m en  did  not see the change, and  do  not see it still. 

T his is another com m on form  of forgetfu lness of G od; but it does not seem  to have the peculiar characteristics or 

particu lar  m alice of  the  form  w hich  w e suppose to  belong  em inently  to  our ow n  days. For in  the  form , of  w hich  w e  

have  been  speaking, the  nam e of  G od  w as a  necessity  just because m en  did  not forget that they  w ere creatures. N ay, 

it w as respectable and  m oral to speak  slightingly  of  hum an  nature, its w eaknesses, and  its  vagaries, and  to say great 

th ings of  the  far-off  G od. M en ’s notions of  G od  w anted correcting  and  purify ing , enlarg ing  and  heightening; above  

all, they w anted to  be m ade real, and  brought hom e to  them , and laid  as a  yoke upon  them . N evertheless they re

m em bered  they  w ere creatures; only , because  they  had  lost the  tm e idea  of  the C reator, they  m ade  the  w eaknesses of 

the  creature an  apology for Iris sin , and  so  w ent desperately  astray .

B ut if  w e m istake not. the  characteristic m alice of  these tim es takes a  som ew hat different direction . G od  is 

certain ly ignored; but he is rather passively  than  actively ignored , rather indirectly  than  directly. M en  do  not look  at 

H is side of  the question  at all. T hey do  not pass H im  over, even  contem ptuously . Still less do  they look  at H im , and  

then  put H im  aw ay. T hey  are  otherw ise engaged. T hey  are absorbed  in  the  contem plation of  them selves. T heories of 

progress  and  perfectib ility  throw  so m uch  dust in  their eyes that they do  not see that they are creatures. T hey  do  not 



know  w hat it is to  be a creature, nor w hat com es of it. H ence the idea of G od grow s out of  their m inds: it is thrust 

out of  them , extruded, as it w ere, by  the  press  of  m atter, w ithout any  direct process or conscious  recognition  on  their 

parts. T heir m inds are purely atheist by the force of  term s. T hey are the proprietors of  the w orld , not tenants in  it, 

and  tenants at w ill. T hey  hardly  suspect that there  are  any claim s on  them .

G od w as a fine thought of the M iddle A ges, and relig ion  an  organized  priestcraft, w hich  w as not alw ays 

sim ply  an  evil: but w hich  has now  outlived  any  practical utilities  it m ay ever have had. G od  is subjective: H e is an  

idea. H e is the creature  of  m an ’s m ind. If  there  be any real tru th  in  relig ion , it m ust  be looked  for in  the  direction  of 

Pantheism . B ut the w orld  is too  busy  to  th ink  m uch  even  of  that. T his is practically  their view , or  w ould  be. if  they  

took the trouble to have a view  at all. W hat it com es to is th is. M en are m asters. T hey begin and end w ith  

them selves. H um anity m arches onw ards w ith grand strides to the m agnificent goal of social perfectib ility. E ach 

generation is a glorious section of  the procession  of progress. L iberty , independence, speed, association , and  self- 

praise, these com pose  the spirit of  the m odem  w orld . T he  w ord  "creature” is a nam e, an  affair of  classification , like  

the title of a genus or a species in natural history . B ut it has no relig ious consequences: it entangles us in no  

supernatural relations. It sim ply m eans that w e are not eternal, the rem em brance of w hich is salutary, in that it 

quickens our  diligence in  the  pursuit of  m aterial prosperity.

A ll phases of  civ ilization  hai e a m onom ania  of  their ow n. C ertain  favorite ideas com e upperm ost, and  are  

regarded  w ith  so  m uch  favor  that an  undue  im portance is given  to  them , until at last the  relative  m agnitudes  of  tru ths  

and  duties are lost sight of, and  the eth ics of  the day are fu ll of  a  confusion  that only rights itself in  the  failure and  

disappointm ent, in  w hich  each  age of  the w orld  infallib ly  issues at the  last. T hen  com es a  reaction , and  a  new  phase  

of civ ilization , and a fresh  m onom ania: and either because the circle looks like a straight line, because w e see so  

little  of  it at a  tim e, or  because  the  liv ing  w orld , like  the  m aterial one. really  advances w hile  it revolves, w e  call these  

alternations  progress. N ow  w e  generally  find  that each  of  these m onom anias, w ith  its cant w ords, its fixed  ideas, and  

its one-sided  exaggerations, transfers its tem per  and characteristics to  the  view  w hich  it takes of G od. T he ideas of 

liberty , progress, independence, social contracts, representative governm ent, and  the like, color our  view s of G od, 

and  influence our  philosophy. N o  one can  read  m uch  w ithout seeing  how  the  prevailing  ideas of  the  day m ake m en  

fall in to a sort of unconscious A nthropom orphism  about G od. Indeed nothing  but the m agnificent certain ties and  

unw orld ly w isdom  of C atholic theology can rescue us from  falling in to som e such error ourselves, [footnote: T he  

gibe of V oltaire is after all fu ll of  bitter tru ths: D e p u i s  q u e  D i e u  a  f a i t  l ’h o m m e  à  s o n  i m a g e , l ’h o m m e  l e  l u i  a  b i e n  

r e n d u . ]  A t the present day particu larly  w e should  be carefu l and  jealous in  the  view  w e take of G od, carefu l that it 

should  be  w ell ascertained , and  jealous  that it should  be  according  to  the  pattern  show ed  us  in  C atholic  theology.

[footnote: T here are tw o  view s of G od  in  theology, the Scotist and  the T hom ist. T he Scotist seem s to  bring G od  

nearer  to  us, to  m ake our  conceptions of  H im  m ore real, to  represent H im  as m ore accessib le to  our  understandings, 

even  w hile  H e rem ains incom prehensib le. St T hom as carefu lly  observes  the  m ean: N u l l u m  n o m e n  u n i v o c e  d e  D e o  e t  

c r e a t u r i s  p r a e d i c a t u r :  s e d  n e c  e t ia m  p u r e  e q u i v o c e , u t  a l i q u i d i x e r u n t : and again , A l i q u a  d i c u n t u r  d e  D e o  e t  

c r e a t u r i s , a n a l o g i c e ,  e t  n o n  e q u i v o c e  p u r e , n e q u e  p u r e  u n i v o c e , i, q. xiii. 5 and  6. T he  T hom ist view , by  driv ing  us  

aw ay from  m any  of  the analogies on  w hich  the  other  view  rests, or  by  regarding  these analogies as m ore equivocal, 

seem s to  put G od  further from  us, and  to th icken  the darkness w hich  is round  H is throne. B ut. if  the Scotist view  

seem s m ore directly  to  lead  to  love, it is exposed  to  m uch  greater philosophical dangers than  the  T hom ist, and  m ay  

m ore easily be pressed in to the service of A nthropom orphism , perhaps of Pantheism . T hus the T hom ist view  is 

safer. “Y ou ought to know ,” says M alebranche ( H u i t i è m e  E n c r e t i e n  s u r  l a  M é t a p h y s i q u e , sec. 7), “ that to  judge  

w orthily of G od, w e m ust attribute to H im  no  attributes but those w hich  are incom prehensib le. T his is evident, for 

G od  is the  infin ite in  every  sense, so  that nothing  fin ite is congruous  to  H im , and  that w hich  is infin ite  in  every  sense  

is in  every w ay incom prehensib le to  the  hum an  m ind.” So also T ertu llian , a d v .  M a r c i o n , i, 4. S u m m u m  M a g n u m ,  e x  

d e f e c t i o n e  c e r n u l i  s o l i t u d i n e m  q u o n d a m  d e  s i n g u l a r i t a t e  p r œ s ta n t i œ  s u œ  p o s s i d e n s ,  u n i c u m  e s t . So it has been  w ell 

observed  by  Sim on  in  his  beautifu l but insidious  w ork  on  natural relig ion  ( R e l ig i o n  N a t u r e l l e ,  4 8 ) , that w e alm ost all 

of  us start from  the C hristian  idea  of G od, as author of  the  w orld , and  land  at the  pagan  idea  of  G od  like ourselves.



A ll beings, except G od, are in  a  system . It is their  nature and  condition . H e  alone is outside  of  and  above all system ; 

and  thus by applying  to  H im  our princip les, w e run  in to  contradictions, and  by  attributing  to H im  our faculties, w e  

becom e entangled  in  im possibilities. T hus a  clear and  in telligent view  of G od  is one of  the  first requisites  for all of 

us at th is day; and  it is  just th is view  w hich  the C atholic catechism  gives, and  w hich  all the w ise m en  of  the  w orld  

seem  so  unaccountably to  m iss.]

In  w  hatever direction  w e turn w  e shall gain  fresh  proof of  the w ant of th is true view of G od, and fresh  

evidence that the peculiar forgetfu lness of  G od  in  these tim es consists in  the forgetfu lness on  our  ow n  part that w e  

are creatures. For, th ink  in  w  hat th is forgetfu lness consists. It is the new  fashion  of an  old sin . N othing  offends our 

taste  m ore than  disproportion , or unseem liness. W e like tilings to  be in  keeping, and  w hen  proprieties  are violated , 

w e have a sense of  being  w ounded. If  a servant puts on  the m aim ers and  takes the liberties of a son. w e are angry  

w ith him  because he forgets him self, and a w hole string of m oral faults is involved in th is forgetfu lness. T he  

m anners, w hich  befit the  m em bers of  our  ow  n  fam ily , are  unbecom ing  in  a  guest; and  the  dem eanor  and  address of  a  

stranger differ from  those of an acquain tance. O ur taste is annoyed w hen these tilings are confused , and the  

annoyance  of  our  taste  is only  the sym ptom  of  som ething  far  deeper in  our  m oral nature. So is it in  the  m atter  w e  are  

discussing . T he propriety  of  m an  as m an. liis m oral and  relig ious propriety , consists in  liis constantly rem em bering  

that he is a  creature, and  dem eaning  him self  accordingly . T he  bad  taste  and  vulgarity  (to  use  w ords w hich  m ay  m ake  

the m eaning  clearer) of liis not doing so are in reality sin and  irrelig ion , because the contem pt, presum ption , and  

affectation fall upon  the m ajesty of the M ost H igh  G od. Y et is not th is forgetfu lness quite a characteristic  of the  

tim es in  w hich  w e live?

L ook at politics; and  m ay w e not read  evidences of th is spirit eveiyw here? H ow  little has relig ion  to do  

w  ith  questions of  peace and  w ar? W e go  to  w ar  to  avenge  an  offence, or  to  push  an  in terest, or  to  secure a  gain , or  to  

cripple a  hostile pow er, as if  there w  ere no G od  of  H osts. W e do  not ask  ourselves the  question  w  hether it is G od's  

w ill that there  should  be  such  a  w  ar. T he w hole action  of  diplom acy  is as if  there  w ere  no  special providence, and  as 

if  G od  having  retired  from  the  m anagem ent of  the  w orld , w e m ust take up  the  reins w hich  H e has let fall from  H is 

w  earied  grasp . Since  the  balance of  pow er w as substitu ted  for  the  central  unity  of  the  H oly See, w e  have  com e m ore  

and  m ore to  act as if  the  w orld  belonged  to  us, and  w e had  the  m anagem ent of  it. and  w ere accountable to  none. O n  

the  m ost solem n subjects, even  those of  education , and  relig ion , and  the  in terests of  the  poor, how  little of  the  tone  

and feeling  of creatures is exhibited  in  debates in  Parliam ent, or in  the leading articles of a new spaper. It w  ould  

seem  as if  there w ere nothing  w e had  not the right to  do, because nothing  w e had  not the pow er to  do. W ith  far less  

of in tentional irrélig ion than w ould have seem ed possib le beforehand, there is an incalculable am ount of 

forgetfu lness  that w e are creatures. W hat else is our exaggerated  lust of  liberty? W hat else  are even  the  vauntings of 

our  patrio tism ?  W hat else is the spirit of  puerile self-laudation  in to  w hich  our national character seem s in  the  hands 

of  an  anonym ous press to  have  already  degenerated , or  to  be  fast degenerating?

T he sam e tone  is observable  in  our  poetry and  elegant literature. E veryw here m an  is his ow n  end, and  the  

m aster  of  liis ow n  destiny . Subordination  and  a subject spirit are not virtues, neither in  w orks of  fiction  do  the m eek  

inherit the earth , [footnote: E .g ., see K ingsley ’s T w o  Y e a r s  A g o , a  w ork  by an  A nglican  clergym an, propounding  

w hat the  S a t u r d a y  R e v i e w  satirically term ed  a " m u s c u l a r  C hristian ity!” ] Still m ore strongly does th is com e out in  

system s of philosophy. H um anity is a person w ith a unique destination and perfectib ility . M an is com plete in  

him self. T here is neither w reck nor m in about him . T he natural stands off. clear and self-helpfu l, from  the  

supernatural. A ccountableness is not a  necessary ' part of  self-governm ent. T here  is no  need  to  call in  the  idea  of  G od  

in  order to explain  the situation  of  m an. H is duties begin  and end  w ith  other m en  or w ith  him self. Philosophically  

speaking, tilings can  be  m anaged  at B erlin  w ithout G od.

B ut of all th ings the m ost am azing is the innocent, childlike, sim ple-hearted atheism  of physical science. 



T he beginning  of  m atter, the elem ents in to w hich  it m ay ultim ately  be resolvable, how  the cycles of  the heavenly  

bodies first began, the unspeakable in tricacy of  their checks and  counterchecks, the secular aberrations and  secular 

corrections of  the sam e, the  secret of  life , the  im m ateriality  of  the  soul, w here  physical science  ends— all these ques

tions are discussed  in  a  thousand  books in  a  spirit and  tone  betokening  the m ost utter forgetfu lness that w e are little  

creatures, w ho got here, G od  help  us! not by  our ow n  m eans, and  are going, G od  help  us! w here H e chooses and  

w hen. W e read sentence after sentence, expecting  every m om ent to  light on  the  w ord  G od, or  to  com e across som e  

allusion  to  the  C reator. A nd  the  w riters w ould  not om it H im , but w ould  speak  good  w ords of  H im , if  it cam e to  them  

to  do  so . B ut it does not. T hey  are not unbelievers. N ay. they  w ould  loudly  profess  them selves to  be  creatures and  to  

have a  C reator, if  they  w ere asked. T hey  w ould  be  lunatics if  they  did  not. B ut the  double  sense of  H is creation  and  

of  their createdness (to coin  a  w ord) is not in  all their  thoughts, and  has not m astered  the  current of  their  in tellectual 

activ ity . T hey  left G od  at church  yesterday, and  are closeted  w ith  m atter today. So  m any secondary causes are w ait

ing  for an  audience  that their tim e  is fu lly  occupied . B esides, is there  not one  day  in  the  w eek  fixed  for the  reception  

of  the  First C ause, and  the acknow ledgm ent of  H is claim s?  B ut, to  be serious, no  one w e th ink  w ill say  that m odem  

science, at least in  E ngland, is profane  and  irreligious. R eally  it is m ost creditably  the  contrary , ft is ourselves w hom  

w e  forget: w e  forget that w e  are creatures. O ur  error about G od  com es  from  a  m istake  about ourselves.

T here are m any  persons in  these days w ho  do  not say they  are not C hristians; yet w ho  w rite and  speak  as it 

w ere  from  w ithout, as if  they  w ere  at once C hristians, and  not C hristians. T hey  have not taken  the  pains  to  form ulize 

a  positive disbelief; but they do not see how  progress, and  perfectib ility , and m odem  discovery , psychological or 

otherw ise, com port w ith  that collection  of  ancient dogm as w hich  m ake up  the C hristian  relig ion , and  their instinct 

w ould be to give up the dogm as rather than the discoveries, and that w ith a prom ptitude w orthy of m odem  

enlightenm ent. W ith  such  persons the dignity of m an  is a m atter of prim e consideration , w hile, in  their view . Iris 

assent to the doctrines and  practices of the C hurch  is as degrading  to his in tellectual nobility , as his obedience to  

them  is superstitious and debasing . T he Pope and theology, the B lessed V irgin and the sain ts, grace and the  

sacram ents, penance and  purgatory , scapulars and  rosaries, asceticism  and  m ysticism , com bine to form  a  perfectly  

distinct and  cognizable character. T hey give a  tone to  the m ind and  a  fashion  to  the conduct, w hich  is indubitable, 

and  w hich  it is difficu lt  to  m istake. In  the C hurch  such  a  character is held  in  honor, ft is the  C atholic  type  of  spiritual 

beauty. B ut the m en, of  w hom  w e are speaking, are far from  holding  it in  esteem . T o  them  it appears m ean, w eak, 

tam e, contem ptib le, cow ardly , narrow , pusillan im ous. It w ants the  breadth  and  daring  of  m oral greatness, according  

to  their  view  of  greatness. N othing  grand, lasting , or spreading  w ill com e  of  it.

B ut let us  put out of  view  for the  m om ent the  undoubted  agents in  the  form ation  of  th is character, the Pope  

and theology, the B lessed V irgin and the sain ts, grace and the sacram ents, penance and purgatory , rosaries and  

scapulars, asceticism  and  m ysticism . L et us take  the  character as w e find  it, w ithout  inquiring  in to  the  process of  its 

form ation . G ranting  that there is a G od, eternal and  all-holy ; granting  that w e are H is creatures, created sim ply for 

H is glory , dependent upon  H im  for all th ings, and  w ithout any  possib ility of  happiness  apart from  H im ; granting  H is 

perfections and  our  im perfections, is not the  behavior, the  dem eanor, of  a  C atholic sain t precisely  w hat w ould  com e  

of  a  w ise  and  reflective apprehension  of  the  fact that he is a  creature  and  has a  C reator? D oes not C hristian  sanctity  

w ith  in im itable gracefulness express to  the  life the m odest, tru thfu l, prevailing sense that w e are creatures, standing  

before the eye and liv ing in  the hand of our everlasting  C reator? A nd  are not the self-sufficiency, the daring , the  

vainglory , the speed, the hesitatingness, the reckless m anners, w hich m any esteem  to be m oral and in tellectual 

bravery , just so m any evidences of forgetfu lness that w e are creatures? A re they not vagaries and im proprieties, 

w hich, to put out of sight their falsehood and their crim inality , are as if a w orm  w ould fain attem pt to fly or a  

m onkey  to ape the m anners of  a  m an? It is not tm e that the practices and  devotions and  sacram ental appliances of 

the C hurch  in troduce som ething  w hich  is incongruous  and  out of  keeping, som ething  to  be  added  to  our  hum an  life, 



but still an addition  easily discernib le, and not dovetailing  in to our natural position . O n  the contrary , the m anners  

w hich  they form  are sim ply the m ost perfect, the m ost graceful, the m ost sensib le and self-consistent exhibition  of 

our  indubitable  condition , that of  fin ite and  dependent creatures. T he  supernatural grace, of  w hich  these  practices are  

the channels, at once com pletes and restores our nature, and m akes us em inently and  w inningly natural. If C hris

tian ity w ere not true, the conduct of a w ise m an, w ho acted consistently as a creature w ho had a C reator, w ould  

strangely resem ble the  behavior of  a C atholic sain t. T he lineam ents of  the C atholic  type  w ould  be discernib le upon  

h im , though  his gifts w ould  not be  the sam e.

T his forgetfu lness  that w e  are  creatures, w hich  prevails in  that energetically  bad  portion  of  the  w orld  w hich  

is scrip turally called  the w orld , affects m ultitudes of persons, w ho are either less able to divest them selves of the  

influences of  old  trad itions and  early  lessons, or are happily  less possessed  w ith  the  base spirit of  the  w orld . It leads 

them  to  form  a sort of  relig ion  for them selves  w hich  singularly  falls in  w ith  all the  m ost corrupt propensities of  our 

hearts: a  relig ion  w hich in  effect teaches that w e can  live tw o lives and serve tw o m asters. Such  persons consider 

that religion  has its ow n  sphere, and  w orld ly in terests  their sphere also , and  that the  one m ust not in terfere w ith  the  

other. T hus their tendency  is to  concentrate  all the relig ion  of  the  w eek  in to Sunday, and  to  conceive  that they have  

thereby  purchased  a  right to  a  large conscience  for the  rest of  the  w eek. T he  w orld , say they , has its claim s and  G od  

has H is claim s. B oth  m ust be satisfied ; G od  first, and  m ost scrupulously ; then  the  w orld , not less exactly, though  it 

be indeed  secondary . B ut it is not a “reasonable serv ice ’' to neglect one for the other. G od and  the w orld are co 

ord inate  pow ers, co-ordinate fountains  of  m oral duty  and  obligation . H e  is the  really relig ious m an  w ho  gives neither 

of  them  reason  to  com plain . W e  m ust let our  com m on  sense hinder  us  from  becom ing  over-righteous. M en  w ho  hold  

th is doctrine, a  doctrine  adm irably  adapted  for a  com m ercial country , have  a  great advantage  over  the  bolder m en  of  

w hom  w e spoke  before. For  they  enjoy  all the  practical lax ity  of  unbelievers, w ithout  the  trouble  or  responsib ility of 

disbelieving; and  besides that, they  enjoy  a  certain  good-hum or of  conscience  in  consequence  of  the  outw ard  respect 

they  pay, in  due season  and  fitting  place, to  the  cerem onies of  relig ion .

H itherto  w e have spoken  of  classes of  persons in  w hom  w e take no  in terest, further than  the sorrow  w hich  

all w ho love G od m ust feel at seeing  H im  defrauded  of  H is honor, and  all w ho love their  fellow -m en  in  seeing  so  

m uch  am iability , so  m uch  goodness, w ith  a  m illstone  round  its neck  w hich  m ust inevitably  sink  it in  the  everlasting  

deeps.

L et us com e now  to  those w ith  w hom  w e are very m uch  concerned; and  for w hom  w e have ventured to  

com pose  th is little treatise. E rrors filter from  one class of  m en  in to  another, and  appear  in  different form s according  

to  the  new  com binations in to  w inch  they  enter. W e are all of  us m ore affected  by  the  errors w hich  prevail around  us  

than  w e really suppose. A lm ost even popular  fallacy has its representative  even  am ong  the children  of  faith ; and  as 

w hen  a pestilence is raging , m any are feeble and languid though  they have no plague-spot, so is it in  m atters of 

relig ion . T he contagion  of the w orld  does us a m ischief  in  m any w ays of w hich  w e are hardly conscious; and  w e  

often  in jure  ourselves in  our  best and  highest in terest by  view s and  practices, to  w hich  w e cling  w ith  fatal obstinacy , 

little suspecting the relationship in w hich they stand to w idely-spread evils, w hich w e behold in their naked  

deform ity in  other sections of society , and  hold  up  to constant reprobation . T he forgetfu lness that w e are creatures, 

w hich  produces  the  various consequences already  m entioned, is an  error  w hich  is less  obviously  hatefu l than  a direct 

forgetfu lness  of  G od. and  consequently  it w ins its w ay  in to  holy  places w here  the  other  w ould  find  no  adm ittance, or 

scant hospitality .

G ood C hristians hear conversation around them , catch the prevailing tone of society  , read books, and  

becom e fam iliarized  w ith  certain  fashionable princip les of  conduct; and  it is im possible for their m inds and  hearts  

not to  becom e im bued  w ith  the genius of all th is. It is irksom e to  be alw ays on  our guard, and  from  being off our 

guard  w e soon  grow  to  be  unsuspicious. W hen  a C atholic enters in to  in tim ate  dealings w ith  Protestants, he  m ust not 



forget to place his sentries, and to act as if he w as in an enem y ’s country ; and th is is unkindly w ork, and as 

m iserable as it is unkindly . Y et so it is. W hen  new spapers tell us that C atholicism  is alw ays m ore reasonable and  

less superstitious w hen it is in  the im m ediate presence of Protestantism , they indicate som ething  w hich  they have  

observed, nam ely , a change. N ow  if our relig ion  be changed by Protestantism , w e can have little difficu lty in  

decid ing  w hether it has changed  for the  better  or the  w orse. A ll th is illustrates w hat w e m ean. T he  prevailing  errors 

of our tim e and  country ' find their w ay dow n  to us. and corrupt our faith , and low er our practice, and divide us  

am ong  ourselves. T his unstartling  error of forgetting  that w e are creatures is thus not w ithout grave influence upon  

conscientious  C atholics; and  it is  to  th is point that w e  are  asking  your attention.

It is beyond all question am ong C hristians that there are such tilings in relig ion as the counsels of 

perfection , and  that the  true w ay  of  serv ing G od  is to do  so out of  love. N o  one doubts but that a  sain t is a  m an  w ho  

loves G od  ardently and  tenderly , w ho  attem pts great th ings for H is honor, and  m akes painful sacrifices to prom ote  

H is glory . N o  one im agines a  sain t to  be one  w ho  does no  m ore than  he is obliged  to , and  w ho, having  just avoided  

m ortal sin , is careless about venial faults, and takes his ease and liberty outside the verge of strict and certain  

precepts.

T he C hurch  possesses a w hole literature w hich  is occupied  w ith  nothing  else than  teaching  these princip les of 

C hristian  perfection , as they  are called . M any of  these  books, such  as the I m i t a t i o n  o f  C h r i s t , are in  such  repute  that 

it w ould  be rash  and  presum ptuous to  question  w hat they  teach; and  there are others of  the very highest spirituality , 

such  as the  w orks of St T eresa and  St John  of  the C ross, to  w hich  the C hurch  has given  her m ost solem n  approval. 

Persons accustom ed  to  the  perusal of  these books regard  the  axiom s on  w hich  their teaching  is based  as alm ost self- 

evident. T hey know  on  the authority of  the C hurch  that there ought not to  be tw o  opinions on  the  m atter; but even  

independently of  that, they cannot conceive as a m atter of  com m on sense how  there can possibly  be tw o opinions 

about it. E ven  if  m en  m i g h t  go  w rong  on  such  a  question , how  c o u l d  they  do  so  in  point of  fact?

N evertheless, there  are num bers of C atholics, w ho, strange  to say , see the question  in  a  different light. T he  

teaching of spiritual books and the doctrines of perfection , as laid dow n by the m ost approved w riters, do not 

recom m end  them selves to them . T hey consider that, unless they are under the  vow s of som e m onastic  order, they  

should aim  at nothing  m ore than  the avoiding of  m ortal sin , and  giving  edification  to  those around  them . T hey are  

good  people. T hey go  to  M ass; they aid  or start m issions; they countenance the clergy; they are kind  to the poor; 

they say the rosary ; they frequent the sacram ents. Y et w hen  anyone talks to them  of serv ing G od  out of  personal 

love to H im , of try ing to be daily m ore and m ore closely united to H im , of cultivating the spirit of prayer, of 

constantly looking  out to see w hat m ore they can  do for G od, of m ortify ing  their ow n  w ill in  th ings allow able, of 

dislik ing  the  spirit of  the  w orld  even  in  m anifestations of  it w hich  are short of  sin , and  of  liv ing  m ore consciously  in  

the presence of G od. they feel as if  they w ere listen ing  to an  unknow n  language. T hey have a  jealousy , alm ost a  

d islike, of  such  tm ths, quite  irrespective of  any  attem pt  being  m ade  to  force such  a  line  of  conduct  upon  them selves. 

If they are hum ble they are puzzled: if  they are self-opin ionated , they are angry , critical, or contem ptuous, as the  

case m ay be. T here are m any others to w hom  such  view s are sim ply new , and  w ho  w ith  m odesty and  self-d istm st 

are shaken  by  them , and  to  som e extent receive them . Still upon  the  w hole such  doctrines have a  sound  in  their ears 

of  being  ultra  and  extravagant, poetical and  fancifu l, or  peculiar  and  eccentric.

N ow  it m ust be  beyond  a  doubt to any C atholic scholar that such  persons are com pletely out of  harm ony  

w ith  a  considerable and  im portant part of  the C atholic system , that they th ink  differently from  the sain ts and  holy  

m en, and  that a  great deal of  w hat the C hurch  has approved  is new , startling , and  perhaps displeasing  to  them . T his 

is a  very strong  w ay of  putting it; but w e do  not see that it goes beyond  the  tru th . T hey do not view  it in  th is light 

them selves. G od  forb id! but th is is w hat it com es  to  in  effect.

In  speaking  of  unbelievers, w e pointed out that the character form ed  by the peculiar doctrines, devotions. 



and  practices of  the C atholic  C hurch  w as not som ething  m onstrous, or exotic, or  unnatural, as they are too  often  in  

the  habit of  considering  it. W e  m aintained  that it rested  on  the  undeniable  com m on-sense  view  that w e are creatures, 

the creatures of  an  A lm ighty C reator, and  that a  m an  w ho  acted consistently (if  unassisted nature could  do so) as a  

creature, w ould not be unlike a C atholic  sain t: alw ays excepting  the practice of  voluntary m ortification , and  all the  

shapes of  love of  suffering , for these are ideas peculiar  to  the  kingdom  of  the  Incarnation , or  to such  false relig ions 

as retain  in  distorted shapes great portions of  the  prim itive  trad ition  w hich  prophesied  of  the  expiation  of sin  by  the  

vicarious  sufferings  of  a  R edeem er.

So now  w e w ould  call the attention  of  the good  people, of  w hom  w e are at present speaking, to a sim ilar 

fact. T he doctrines of C hristian perfection and the teaching of approved spiritual books do not rest upon any  

peculiarity  of  any school of  theology, or upon  any special spirit of a relig ious order, or on  the id iosyncrasy of any  

particu lar sain t, or upon  any unusual and  m iraculous vocation, but sim ply on  the fact of  our  being  creatures. E ven  

the practices of  voluntary penance  or of  acquired contem plation , though  not of  obligation , at least rise  naturally and  

easily out of  the relations in  w hich  w e every one of  us stand  to G od  as our C reator. T here is nothing  in  the w hole  

range of  asceticism , w hich  does not turn  out, at last, to  be a  natural and  logical result of  our position  in  the  w orld  as 

the creatures of  a  C reator: and  hence  there  is nothing  in  such  practices fancifu l, eccentric , or in trinsically  indiscreet: 

though  w rong  tim e, w  rong  place, w rong  m easure, can  m ake  anything  indiscreet.

From  th is fact w e draw tw  o inferences. T he first is that the strangeness of  the doctrines of spirituality to  

these excellent persons is attributable, w ithout  their  know ing  it, to  the  prevailing  forgetfu lness  that w e are creatures. 

T hey  are  unsuspectingly  influenced  by  the  very  evil w hich  gives its tone  and  color  to  the  unbelief  and  w orld liness of 

the tim es. T hey have no distinct conception  of  the  relation  in  w hich  their being  creatures places them  w ith  regard  to  

the C reator, nor of  w  hat com es of  it in  the  w ay of  practical relig ion , ft has probably never occurred  to  them  that it 

w as a subject w hich needed study. H ence, unprovided  w ith antidotes to the poison  they  w ere com pelled  daily to  

im bibe, an im perceptib le change has passed  upon  them , or the poison  of the error has been  beforehand w ith the  

tru th , or, in the case of converts, it has troubled the processes of conversion , and stopped them  short of their 

leg itim ate  com pletion: for alm ost all enter the C hurch only half converted and several rem ain  so to the last. T hus  

they  have  com e, as it w  ere, by instinct to  rise  up  in  arm s against a claim  w liich  is  urged  in  behalf of  G od. N ext, they  

have  jealously exam ined  H is claim s in  a  com m ercial spirit, and  w  ith  a  bias tow ards them selves. T hen  they have  put 

lim its to H is serv ice, m ade a com prom ise  w ith  H im , reduced  H im  from  a C reator  to a B eing, w  ho is to tax  and  to  

tithe, and no m ore, for H e is a constitu tional m onarch  and not despotic, and  they have com e to regard notions of 

perfection  w ith  disfavor as an unconstitu tional aggression  on  the  part of G od or H is executive. N ow  every one of 

these six processes says as loudly and plain ly as it can. "I am  not a creature. T here is som e such sort of equality  

betw een  G od  and m yself, as that lam  entitled  to com e to term s w ith  H im ." M oreover the spirit in  w hich  all th is is 

done is equally incom patib le w  ith the m odest position  of a creature. It is as if they w ere the  judges, as if they  

possessed som e inalienable, indefeasib le rights of  their ow  n. T here is no  diffidence, no self-d istrust. T hey see their 

w ay m ore clearly , and  assert their supposed  liberty  m ore positively , than  they w ould  do  in  m atters w liich  concerned  

the  claim s and  in terests  of  their fellow -citizens. It w ould  m ake a  great change, w  e  w  ill not say  how  great, in  them , if  

they realized and clearly com prehended the relation in w  liich a creature, necessarily as a creature, stands to his 

C reator.

M y second inference is that, as the doctrines and practices of spirituality rest m ainly on  our position as 

creatures, and  entirely on  our position as redeem ed creatures, the com m on evasion  that they  belong to  the clo ister, 

and  are peculiar to m onks and nuns, w  ill not hold  good  and  cannot be m aintained . A  m onk  is not m ore a  creature  

than  a  sold ier or a  sailor, a  billiard-m arker  or a  jockey, and  no  m ore com es out of  his relation  to  the  C reator  than  out 

of  theirs. T here m ay  be  questions  of  degree in  the  am ount different m en  m ay do  for G od; there surely  can  be  none  as 



to  the  princip les on  w hich  and  the spirit in  w hich  H e is to  be served. M onks and  nuns have given  up  their liberty ' by  

the heroism  of  vow s. T hey are obliged to the practices of perfection , or to apply them selves to the acquisition of 

them . T heirs is a glorious captiv ity  in  w hich  supernatural charity  has bound  them  hand  and  foot, and handed  them  

over to the arm s of  their C reator. T hey have used the orig inal liberty ' H e gave them  in  the grandest of yvays, by  

voluntarily surrendering  it. A ll then  that distinguishes  the C hristian  in  his fam ily  from  the  m onk  in  Iris com m unity  is 

his liberty . If  he is to serve G od  at all it m ust be on  the sam e princip le as the  m onk. T here are not tw o spiritualities, 

one  for the  w orld  and  one  for the clo ister. G od  is one; G od's  character is one; our  necessaiy  relation  to  H im  is one. 

T here are m any distinct th ings in spirituality to w hich  people in  the w orld  are not bound, m any w hich can w ith  

d ifficu lty be practiced  in  the yvorld . m any w hich it w ould  be um vise for m ost persons to  attem pt to practice in  the  

yy  orld , and  som e  w hich  it yvou ld  be  actually im possib le  to  practice  there.

B ut yvhatever differences there m ay be in the am ount done for G od, or the m anner of doing it, or the  

obligations under yvliich it is done, there can  be no difference in  the principle on  yvhich it is done. G od m ust be  

served  out of love. T his is the first and great com m andm ent. N o one is condem ned except for m ortal sin ; but any  

m an  yvho starts professedly on  the princip le that he yy  ill do  no  m ore than  avoid  m ortal sin , and  that G od  shall have  

no m ore out of him . w ill infallib ly not succeed  in bis single object; that is to say . he w ill not avoid  m ortal sin . 

T hough  he is not bound  to do m ore than  th is in  order to secure his salvation, yet because he has gone on  a  w rong  

princip le, it w ill.  just because  it is a princip le  and  not m erely  a  m istake  or a  negligence, carry him  far  further  than  he  

in tended, and  end  by  being  his m in. H e  w ill fail in  his object, because he m ade it exclusively his object. L ove  is the  

sole  princip le of  the  creature 's serv ice of  his C reator, how ever rem iss that love m ay  be. T hus then , if  it be  true  that 

the  doctrines and  practices of  C hristian  perfection  are sim ply  based  on  G od's love  of  us and  our  love  of  H im , that is. 

the relation  betrveen  the  creature and  the C reator, it is either true  that m onks are m ore G od ’s creatures than  yy  e are, 

or  that, in  our  m e a s u r e  a n d  d e g r e e , the  princip les of  perfection  are  as applicable  to  ourselves as to  them .

W e are not going  to  yvrite a  book  on  perfection . V ery  far from  it. B ut yy  e  believe that the  m ling  spirit of  the  

age is rather a forgetfu lness that yve are creatures, than  a forgetfu lness of  the C reator, that m any m ore persons are  

infected  yvith  th is evil than  have any suspicion  of it, that it lies at the  bottom  of all the objections m en  m ake to  the  

doctrines of spirituality , and furtherm ore that m any m ore persons yvould tty to serve G od, w ould frequent the  

sacram ents, avoid  sin  and  be ordinarily  good  C atholics, if  they had  a  clear view  of  the  relations  betw een  them selves 

and  G od, as creature  and  C reator.

H ence  w e are undertaking yvhat m ay seem  a  child ish , or at least an  unnecessary ' yy  ork . W e w ish  to  explain , 

or to state rather  than  to  explain , the first elem ents of  all practical religion , the  A  B  C  of  devotion . W e  w ant to  w rite  

a  prim er of  piety ; and  to do so in  the plainest, easiest, and  m ost unadorned  sty le. T he experience of  the priesthood  

has led  us  to  th ink  that w e shall serve souls by  putting  forw ard  w hat everyone  th inks he know s already, and  w hat he  

w ill say he knew  before as soon  as he reads it. N evertheless, these com m onplaces are not so w ell knorvn  as they  

should  be. T heir  very com m onness leads m en  to overlook  them ; and  w e trust that not a  few  readers, if they w ill 

fo lloyv  us patiently , w ill find  that both  head  and  heart w ill have learned  not a  little in  the  study.

A ll our duties to G od, and  to  ourselves no  less, are founded  on  the  fact that w e are creatures.* A ll relig ion  

is based on  the sense that w e are creatures. O ur responsib ilities  m ean  that w e are creatures. T he foolishness of  th is  

sim ple tm th w ill bring  to nought the pride of the w ise yvorld . It w ill be as the plain stone of the com m on  brook  

against the m ight and  bravery ' of the giant of m odem  m isbelief. W e speak  to sim ple-hearted believers. W e put no  

high  th ings before them , but rather the lessons of a village dam e. W e draw  no conclusions, and urge no defin ite  

duties. W e only  ask  our  dear readers to  try  to  put together  w ith  us a  few  obvious m atters of  fact about our H eavenly  

Father, and  then  leave it to  grace and  our  ow n  hearts yvhat is to  com e  of  it all. W e w ill therefore ask  each  other som e  

such  questions as these— W hat is it, as children  express them selves, w hat is it to  be  a  creature?— W hat is it to  have a  



C reator?— W hy does G od  w ish  us to love H im ?— W hy does H e love us?— H ow  can  w e love H im ?— H ow  do w e  

repay H is love of  us?— H ow  does H e repay our love of  H im ?— Is it easy  to  be saved?— A nd  w hat becom es of  the  

great m ultitude of  believers?

[footnote: Since  the  publication  of  the  first edition  of  th is w ork  the  fo llow ing  notice has appeared  in  the “ C r o n a c a  

C o n t e m p a r a n e a "  of  the  C i v i l t à  C a t t o l i c a  for O ctober 17th . 1857, p. 240, N o. clxxxii. M gr (now  C ardinal) Pietro  de  

Silvestri, D ean  of  the S. R ota, m aintained an  erudite argum ent before  the  A ccadem ia  di R eligione  C atto lica, i n t o r n o  

a l i a  d o m m a  d i C r e a z i o n e . H e shew ed how . at the in troduction of C hristian ity , the A postles ’ C reed began by  

proclaim ing the dogm a of C reation; and that, w hile m any and new  errors arose to com bat the divine revelation , 

every heresy w as in  fact contained  in G nosticism , w hich, n a t o  d ’o r g o g l i o , etc. . . . had in  these days assum ed its 

latest fonn, Pantheism . W hence  he inferred  that as G nosticism  n a c q u e  d a l l o  s c o n o s c e r e  i l  v e r o  d e l la  C r e a z i a n e ,  c o s i  

a n c o r a  p e r  c o m b a t t e r e  i  m o d e r n i  i n c r e d u l i  r a z i o n a l i s t i c i  p a n t e i s t i  s i  d e e  d a g l i  s c r i t t o r i  c a t t o l i c i  f a r e  o g n i  s f o r z o  p e r  

m e t te r e  i n  s o d o  c o t e s t o  d o m m a  i m p o r t a n t i s s i m o  i n  v e c e  d i  p e r d e r s i  i n  q u e s t i o n i  s e c o n d a r i e . It w as naturally a great 

pleasure to m e  to  find  the  view s of  th is chapter expressed  by an  authority so m uch  higher and  m ore com petent than  

m y  ow n.]

W hat if, w hen  w e put our answ ers together, som ething new  and strik ing com es of it all? W hat if it w arm s our 

hearts, and  m oistens our  eyes? A nyhow  it is very ' sw eet to  talk  of  G od. T here is no  holy-day in  the  w orld  like it. So, 

dear readers, take th is w eary and  disagreeable chapter as a preface to som ething  better, som ething  easier, sim pler, 

heartier, and  m ore loving; and  let us begin , as little children , at the  very beginning.

T he Second  C hapter

W H A T  IT  IS  T O  B E  A  C R E A T U R E

S i  h o m o  m i l l e  a n n i s  s e n i  r e t D e o  e t ia m  f e r v e n t i s s im e , n o n  m e r e r e t u r  e x  c o n d i g n o  d i m i d ia m  d i e m  e s s e  i n  r e g n o  

c o e l o r u m .— St A nselm .

L ET  us sit dow n  upon  the top  of  th is fair hill. T he  clear sunshine and  the  bright air  flow  in to  us in  stream s  of  life  and  

gladness, w hile  our  thoughts are lifted  up  to G od, and  our  hearts quietly expand  to  love. B eneath  us is that beautifu l 

ro lling  plain , w ith  its dark m asses of sum m er fo liage sleeping in  the sun  for m iles and  m iles aw ay, in  the  varying  

shades of  blue  and  green, according  to  the distance or the clouds. T here at our  feet, on  the  other side, is the  gigantic 

city , gleam ing w ith  an ivory w hiteness beneath its uplifted  but perpetual canopy of sm oke. T he villa-spotted  hills  

beyond it. its alm ost countless spires, its one huge m any-steepled  palace, and its solem n presid ing  dom e, its old  

bleached  tow er, and  its squares of  crow ded  shipping— it all lies below  us in  the  peculiar sunshine of  its ow n  m isty  

m agnificence. T here, in  every  variety  of  joy  and  m isery , of  elevation  and  depression , three m illion  souls are  w orking  

out their  com plicated  destin ies. C lose around  us the air is filled  w ith  the  songs of  rejo icing  birds, or  the  pleased  hum  

of  the  insects that are drinking  the sunbeam s, and  blow ing  their  tiny  trum pets as they  w eave  and  unw eave  their m azy  

dance. T he flow ers breathe sw eetly , and  the leaves of the  glossy shrubs are spotted  w ith  bright creatures in  painted  

surcoats or  gilded  panoply , w hile  the  blue  dom e  above seem s both  taller  and  bluer  than  com m on, and  is ringing  w ith  

the  loud  peals of  the unseen  larks, as the steeples of  the city ring  for the nation ’s victory . Far off  from  the  river flat 

com es the boom ing  of the cam ion, and here, all unstartled , round and round  the pond, a  fleet of  young perch are  

sailing in the sun. slow ly and undisturbedly as if they had a very grave enjoym ent of their little lives. W hat a  

m ingled scene it is of G od and m an! A nd all so bright, so beautifu l, so diversified , so calm , opening out such  



fountains of  deep  reflection , and  of  sim ple-hearted  gratitude to  our  H eavenly  Father.

W hat is our  upperm ost thought? It is that w e live, and  that our life is gladness. O ur  physical nature  unfolds  

itself to the sun, w hile our m ind and heart seem  no less to bask in the bright influences of the thought of G od. 

A nim ate and inanim ate, reasoning and unreasoning, organic and inorganic, m aterial and spiritual— w hat are these 

but the nam es and  orders of  so m any  m ysteries, of  so  m any sciences, w hich  are all represented  in  th is sunny  scene? 

W e, like the beetles and the perch , like the larks and the clouds, like the leaves and  the  flow ers, like the sm oke - 

w reaths of the cam ion  and  the surges of  the bells, are the creatures of  the O ne T rue G od. lights and shades in  th is  

creature-picture, kith  and  kin  to  all the th ings around  us, in  near or in  rem ote degree. H ow  did  w e  com e  to  live? W hy  

do  w e  live?  H ow  do  w e  live? W hat is our  life? W here did  it com e  from ? W hither  is it going?  W hat w as it m eant for?  

A ll that the sun  shines upon  is real; and  w e  are real too . A re w e to  be  the  beauty  of  a  m om ent, part of  earth ’s gild ing , 

to  w arm  ourselves in  the sun  for aw hile and  glitter, and  add  to  the hum  of life on  the planet, and  then  go  aw ay, and  

go now here? T he beautifu l day m akes us happy, w ith a child ish happiness, and it sends our thoughts to first 

princip les, to  our  alphabet, to  the  beginnings  of  th ings.

B ut w e m ust com m ence w ith a little theology ', before w e can fall back upon the sim ple tru ths of the  

catechism . W e are not on safe ground, although it is such sim ple ground. B aius, Jansenius, and Q uesnel have  

contrived  so to  obscure and  confound  and  divorce the orders of nature and  grace, that w e cannot treat at any length  

of  the subject of creation , unless w e start w ith  som e sort of  profession  of  faith . T heologians, in  order to  get a clear 

view  of  the m atter, consider hum an  nature as either possib le or actual in  five different states. T he first is a state of 

pure nature. In  th is, m an  w ould  have been  created , of  course  w ithout sin , but also  w ithout sanctify ing  grace, w ithout 

infused virtues, and  w ithout the helps of a supernatural order. N one of these th ings w ould have been due to his 

nature  regarded  in  itself. H e  w ould  have  been  obnoxious  to  hunger  and  th irst, to  to il, diseases and  death , because Iris 

nature is com pound  and  m aterial, and  contains the  princip les of  these inconveniences w ithin  itself. H e w ould  have  

been  subject also  to  ignorance and  to  concupiscence, and  his happiness  w ould  have consisted in  his know ledge and  

love of G od as the author of nature, w hose precepts he w ould have observed  by m eans of w hat is called natural 

grace. T his natural grace requires a w ord of explanation . W hat is due to nature w e do not call grace; in  a certain  

sense G od  is bound  to  give it to  us. B ut H e is not bound  so  to  com bine secondary causes that the right thoughts and  

m otives, requisite  for us to  govern  ourselves  and  contro l our  passions, should  rise  in  our  m inds at the  right tim e, or 

even if such assistance w ere due to nature in the m ass, it w ould not perhaps be due to it in the indiv idual. 

N evertheless  w e suppose such  an  assistance  to  be essential  to  a  state of  pure nature, and  as it is over and  above w hat 

our nature can  claim  itself, w e call it grace, but grace of  the natural, not of  the supernatural order. In  the  tim e of  St 

T hom as som e theologians held that A dam  w as created in th is state, and rem ained  in it for a tim e, until he w as 

subsequently endow ed  w ith  sanctify ing grace, and  raised  to a supernatural end. T his is now , how ever, universally  

rejected . B oth angels and m en  w ere created in  a state of grace. T he orders of nature and grace, though  perfectly  

distinct and  on  no  account to  be  confused , did  as a  m atter  of  fact start together  in  the  one  act of  creation , w ithout any  

in terval of  tim e  betw een. T his state  therefore w as possib le, but never actual.

T he second condition of hum an nature is the state of in tegrity . B aianism  and Jansenism  regard th is as 

identical w ith the state of pure nature; but C atholic theology considers it as endow ed w ith a certain special 

perfection , over and above the perfections due to it for its ow n  sake; and  the tw enty-six th  proposition of B aius is 

condem ned  because it asserts  that th is in tegrity  w as due  to  nature, and  its natural condition. It consists in  the  perfect 

subjection  of  the  body  to  the soul, and  of  the sensitive appetite to  the reason, and  thus confers upon  m an  a  perfect 

im m unity  from  ignorance, concupiscence, and  death . It inserts in  our  nature a  peculiar  vigor  by  w hich  th is glorious 

dom inion  of  the soul is com pleted  and  sustained , w hile the  tree of  life , it is supposed, w ould  have preserved  the  m a

terial part of  our nature from  the  corroding  influence of  age.*  O f th is state also  w e m ay say  that it w as possib le  but 



never actual; because, w hile it is true of A dam  as far as it goes, he never w as, as a m atter of fact, left to the  

possession  of  his in tegrity  w ithout the  supernatural addition  of  sanctify ing  grace.

[footnote: H ere theologians  differ. Som e include the im m unity  from  disease and  death  in  the state of  in tegrity: as 

B illuart. O thers refer it to the state of innocence; as V iva. T he difference is not of consequence to our present 

Purpose. See B illuart, P r œ a m b u l a  a d  t r a c t , d e  g r a t ia , and V iva, “ d e  G r a t i a  A d a m i c a ”  in his T r u t in a  t h e s iu m  

Q u e s n e i l ia n a r u m . See also R ipalda ’s D i s p u t a t i o n  o n  t h e  B a i a n  P r o p o s i t i o n s , w hich D r W ard of St E dm und ’s 

C ollege  has Published  in  a  separate  form .]

T he  th ird  condition  of  hum an  nature is the  state of  innocence. B y  th is, A dam , in  the  first instant of 

his creation , or as som e say  im m ediately  afterw ards, had  the theological and  m oral virtues, and  the  gifts of  the  H oly  

G host, infused in to him . inasm uch  as he w as created  in a state of grace, and elevated  to the supernatural end of 

participating in  the beatitude  of G od  by the  B eatific V ision . H e w as likew ise endow ed  w ith such  a perfect science  

both  of  natural and  supernatural th ings, as becam e the preceptor and  ru ler and  head  of  the  hum an  race; and  a sim ilar 

science w ould  have  been  easily  acquired  by Iris descendants  in  a state of innocence, though  as they w ould  not have  

been  the  heads of  the race, it w ould  probably not have  been  infused  in to  them  from  the  first. T his innocence  is w hat 

w e call orig inal justice, to express by one w ord the aggregate of gifts and habits w hich com pose it; and w hat 

constitu ted  m an  in  th is state w as the  one  sim ple quality ' of  sanctity  ing  grace, by  w hich  the soul w as perfectly subject 

to G od, not only as its natural, but also  as its supernatural author. T his is the  teaching  of  the C hurch; w hereas the  

heresies of  B ains and  Jansenius hold  that the  grace of  A dam  produced  only  hum an  m erits, and  w as a  natural sequel 

of  creation , and  due  to  nature on  its ow n  account, [footnote: T he 21st and 14th  Propositions of  B ains.] T his state of 

innocence, or  orig inal  justice, w as that in  w inch, as a  m atter  of  fact, A dam  w as created.

T he fourth  condition  of  m an  is the state of  fallen , w hile the  fifth  is that of redeem ed  nature, to  w hich  m ay  

be  added  the state  of  glorified  nature, and  the state  of  lost nature, in  w hich  ultim ately  the  other  states m ust issue. O ur 

present purpose  does not require  us to  enter upon  these. W e w ill only stop  to  point out a  veiy  beautifu l and  touching  

analogy. Just as the  separate orders of  nature  and  grace  w ere  by  the sw eet love  of  G od  started  in  the  sam e  act, so  the  

prom ise of  the Savior and  the actual operation  of saving  grace fo llow ed  at once  upon  the  fall, and  fallen  nature w as 

straightw ay placed  upon  the road of reparation and redem ption . T hus is it alw ays in  the love of G od. T here is a  

pathetic sem blance of im patience about it, an eagerness to anticipate, a quickness to in terfere, an unnecessary  

profusion  in  rem edying, a  perpetual tendency  to  keep  outstripping itself and  outdoing  itself; and  in  all these w ays is 

it everm ore  overrunning  all creation , beautify ing  and  glorify ing  it w ith  its ow n  eternal splendors.

W hat then  w e m ust bear in  m ind  throughout is th is, that the orders of nature and  grace are in  reality ' quite  

distinct, that G od  m ust be regarded  as the author of  both , and  that w e m ust continually  bear in  m ind  th is distinction , 

if  w e w ould  avoid  the entanglem ent of  errors, w hich  have been  noted  in  tire C ondem ned  Propositions. A t the sam e  

tim e w e shall speak of G od  throughout as at once the author of  both  these orders, and  of creation  as representing  

both , because as a  m atter of  fact they  both  started  in  creation, in  the case both  of  angels and  of m en.* O ut of  th is  

significant fact, that G od created neither angels nor m en in a state of m ere nature, our view  of G od m aterially  

proceeds. It is a  fact w hich  reveals volum es about H im . It stam ps a  peculiar character upon  creation , and  originates 

obligations  w hich  greatly influence the relations  of  the  creature to his C reator. C reation  w as itself  a  gratu itous  gift. 

B ut, granting  creation , nothing  w as due to the natures either of  angels or m en  but w hat those natures respectively  

could claim  on  grounds in trinsic to them selves. It w as to have been expected beforehand that G od w ould have  

created  them  in  a  state of  perfect nature. It is a  surprise that it w as not so . O n  the  very threshold  of  theology ' w e are  

arrested  by  th is m ysterious fact, that rational creatures cam e from  their C reator’s hands in  a supernatural state, and  

that in  H is first act the  natural never stood  alone, but it leaned, all perfect as it w as, upon  the supernatural, ft w as as 



if  G od  did  not like to  let nature go, lest haply  H e should  lose w hat H e so dearly loved. T his one  fact seem s  to  us the  

g r e a t  fact of  the  w hole  of  theology, coloring  it all dow n  to  its low est defin ition , and  m arvelously  illum inating , from  

beneath , the  character and  beauty of  our C reator. It is a  hidden  sunshine  in  our  m inds, better  than  th is outer sunshine  

that is round  us now . O h  surely  to  be a creature is a  joyous  th ing; and  even  our  very nothingness is dear to  us, as w e  

th ink  of G od; for it seem s to  be alm ost a  grandeur, instead  of  an  abasem ent, to  have  been  thus called  out of  nothing  

by  such  an  one  as H e.

[footnote: See Propositions xxxiv of Q uesnel and i of  B aius. also xxxv of Q uesnel and  xxi of B ains. It w ill be  

observed  that w e carefu lly avoid  the  controversy about the  condem nation  of  the  xxxivth  proposition  of  B aius, on  the  

distinction of the double love of G od, as author of nature and author of beatitude. Suarez and V asquez quote  

C ardinal T oledo  (w ho  w as sent to  L ouvain  on  the subject by G rcgoiy X L II and  m ay therefore  be supposed  to  have  

know n  the  Pope ’s m ind) as saying  that som e  of  the  propositions of  B aius  w ere  only  condem ned  because  of  the  bitter 

language used of the opposite opinion . B illuart and others are veiy vehem ent against th is. O n the xxxivth  

proposition  in  particu lar  V asquez  and  D e  L ugo  take one side, and  Suarez. V iva, R ipalda, and  the  T hom ists generally  

the other. See V asquez. 1. 2, p. D isp. 195, cap. 2; D e L ugo, d e  F i d e , disp . 9, n. 11-13. T he controversy does not 

concern  us. because w e are regarding  the tw o orders of nature and grace throughout as starting sim ultaneously in  

creation , distinct yet contem porary ', and  are also  studiously regarding  G od  as the  author of  both . W e have  therefore 

nothing  to  do  w ith  the question  w hether in  order  to  a  true  act of  love  w e m ust explicitly  regard  G od  as the author of 

the supernatural order. In order to avoid m ultip ly ing notes, the reader is requested not to lose sight of th is fact 

throughout the w hole treatise. V an R anst. in C om m enting (page 29) on the proposition of B aius, quotes the  

fo llow ing  passage  of  St T hom as from  his C om m entary  on  the  First E pistle to  the C orin th ians: A m o r  e s t  q u œ d a m  v i s  

u n i t i v a , e t  o m n i s  a m o r  i n  u n i o n e  q u a d a m  c a n s i s t i t . U n d e  s e c u n d u m  d i v e r s a s  u n i o n e s  d i v e r s c e  s p e c i e s  a m i c i t i c e  

d i s t in g u a n t u r . N o s  a u t e m  h a b e m u s  d u p l i c e m  c o n j u n c t io n e m  c u m  D e o . U n a  e s t  q u a n t u m  a d  b o n a  n a t u r e s , a l i a  

q u a n t u m  a d  b e a t i t u d i n e m . S e c u n d u m  p r i m a m  c o m m u n i c a t i o n e m  a d  D e u m , e s t  a m i c i t i a  n a t u r a l i s . S e c u n d u m  v e r a  

c o m m u n i c a t i o n e m  s e c u n d a m  e s t  a m o r  c h a r i t a t i s .  A d  a d  C o r i n t h . , xiii. 4.]

W e are creatures. W hat is it to be a creature? B efore the sun sets in the red w est, let us try to have an  

answ er to our question . W e find ourselves in existence today, am id th is beautifu l scene, w ith m ultitudes of our 

fellow -creatures round about us. W e have been  alive and on  the earth so m any years, so m any m onths, so m any  

w eeks, so m any days, so m any hours. A t such  and  such  a  tune  w e cam e to  the  use of  reason; but at such  an  age and  

in such a w ay that w e clearly did not confer our reason upon  ourselves. B ut here w e are today, not only w ith a  

reason, but w ith  a  character of  our ow n, and  fu lfdling a  destiny in  som e appointed  station in  life . W e know  nothing  

of  w hat has gone  before us. except som e little of  the exterior of  the  past, w hich  history  or  trad ition  or  fam ily  records 

have to ld  us of. W e do not doubt that the sun  and  the m oon, the planets and  the stars, the blue skies and  the four 

w inds, the  w ide  green  seas and  the fru itfu l earth , w ere  before  our  tim e; indeed  before the  tim e  of  m an  at all. Science  

unriddles m ysterious th ings about them ; but all additional light seem s only to darken and to deepen our real 

ignorance.

So is it w ith  the creature m an. H e  finds him self  in  existence, an  existence w hich  he did  not give  to  him self. 

H e know s next to  nothing  of  w hat has gone before; and  absolu tely nothing  of  w hat is to com e, except so  far as his 

C reator  is pleased  to  reveal it to  him  supernaturally . A nd  thus it com es  to  pass that he  know s  better w hat w ill happen  

to  him  in  the  w orld  to  com e  than  w hat w ill be  his fortune  here. H e know s nothing  of  w hat is to  happen  to  him self  on  

earth .

W hether his fu ture  years w ill be happy  or sorrow ful, w hether he  w ill rise  or  fall, w hether he w ill be  w ell or 

ailing , he  know s not. It is not in  his ow n  hands, neither is it before  Iris eyes. If  you  ask  him  the  particu lar and  special 

end  w hich  he is to  fu lfil in  his life , w hat the peculiar gift or good  w hich  he  w as called  in to  being  to  confer  upon  his 

fellow -m en, w hat the exact place and  position  w hich he w as to  fill in  the great social w hole, he cannot tell you. It 

has not been  to ld  to him . T he chances are. w ith him  as w ith  m ost m en, that he w ill die. and yet not know  it. A nd  



w hy?  B ecause he  is a  creature.

H is being  bom  w as a  trem endous  act. Y et it w as not his ow n. It has entangled  him  in  quantities of  difficult 

problem s, and  im plicated him  in  num berless im portant responsib ilities. In  fact he has in  him  an  absolu te inevitable  

necessity either of  endless  joy  or of  endless m isers': though  he is free to  choose betw een  the tw o. A nnihilation  he is 

not free to  choose. R each  out in to  the oncom ing etern ity  as far as the fancy can, there still w ill th is m an  be, sim ply  

because he has been  already  bom . T he consequences of  his birth  are not only  unspeakable in  their m agnitude, they  

are sim ply  eternal. Y et he w as not consulted  about ow n  birth . H e w as not offered  the choice of  being  or not being. 

M ercy required  that he should  not be  offered  it; justice did  not require  that he should . W e are not concerned  now  to  

defend G od. W e are only stating  facts, and  tak ing the facts as w e find  them . It is a fact that he w as not consulted  

about his ow n birth ; and it is truer and higher than all facts, that G od can do nothing but w hat is blessedly , 

beautifu lly right. A  creature has no  right to  be consulted  about his ow n  creation: and  for th is reason sim ply— that he  

is a  creature.

H e has no notion  w hy it w as that his particu lar soul rather than  any other soul w as called  in to being, and  

put in to his place. N ot only can  he conceive a soul far m ore noble and devout than his, but he sees, as he th inks, 

peculiar deficiencies in  him self, in  som e m easure disqualify ing  him  for the  actual position  in  w hich  G od  has placed 

him . A nd  how  can  he account for th is? Y et G od  m ust be right. A nd  his ow n  liberty too m ust be very broad, and  

strong, and  responsib le. H e  clearly  has a  w ork  to  do, and  cam e here sim ply  to  do  it; and  it is equally  clear that if  G od  

w ill not w ork  w ith  him  against his ow n  w ill, he also cannot w ork  w ithout G od. E very step w hich  a  creature takes, 

w hen  he  has once  been  created , increases  his dependence  upon  his C reator. H e  belongs utterly  to  G od  by  creation: if 

w ords w ould enable us to say it, he belongs still m ore utterly to G od by preservation . In a w ord, the creature  

becom es m ore com pletely , m ore thorough ly , m ore significantly a creature, every m om ent that his created life is 

continued  to him . T his is in  fact his tree  blessedness, to  be ever m ore and m ore enclosed in  the hand  of G od  w ho  

m ade him . T he C reator’s hand  is the  creature’s hom e.

A s he  w as not consulted  about his com ing  in to the  w orld , so neither is he consulted  about his going  out of 

it. H e does not believe he is going  to rem ain  alw ays on  earth . H e is satisfied  that the contraiy  w ill be the case. H e  

know s that he w ill com e to an  end  of th is life , w ithout ceasing  to live. H e is aw are that he w ill end  th is life w ith  

m ore or less of  pain , pain  w ithout a  parallel, pain  like no other pain , and  m ost likely  very ' terrib le pain . For though  

the  act of  dying  is itself  probably  pain less, yet it has for the m ost part to  be reached  through  pain . D eath  w ill throw  

open  to him  the gates of another w orld , and  w ill be the beginning to him  of  far m ore solem n  and  m ore w onderfu l 

actions than  it has been  his lo t to  perforai on  earth . E very  th ing  to  him  depends on  Iris dying  at the  right tim e and  in  

the right w ay. Y et he is not consulted  about it. H e is entitled  to no kind  of w arning. N o sort of  choice is left him  

either of  tim e  or  place or  m anner, ft is true he  m ay  take  his ow n  life . B ut he  had  better not. H is liberty  is indeed  very  

great, since th is is left free to him . Y et suicide w ould  not help  him  out of his difficu lties. It only m akes certain  to  

him  the  w orst that could  be. H e is only cutting  off his ow n  chances; and  by  tak ing  his life in to  his ow n  hands he is 

rashly throw ing  him self out of his ow n  hands in  the m ost fatal w ay conceivable. O ne w hose business it is to com e  

w hen he is called , and to depart w hen  he is bidden, and to have no reason given him  either for his call or his 

dism issal, except such as he can gather from  the character of his m aster— such is m an  upon earth ; and he is so . 

because  he  is a  creature.

Is it child ish  to say all th is? W e  fear w e m ust say som ething  m ore childish  still. W e  m ust not om it to  notice  

of  th is creature, th is m an, that he  did  not m ake  the  w orld  he  finds around  him . H e could  not have done  so , for lack  of 

w isdom  and  of  pow er. B ut it is not th is w e  w ould  dw ell on. A s a  m atter  of  fact he  did  not do  so; and  therefore, as he  

did not m ake the w orld , it is not his w orld , but som ebody else ’s. H e can have no rights in it, but such as the  

proprietor  m ay  voluntarily  m ake over  to  him  in  the  w ay of  gift. H e  can  have no  sovereignty over it, or any  part of  it, 



unless  by  a  royal grace the  true sovereign  has invested  him  w ith  delegated  pow ers. In  him self  therefore he  is w ithout 

dom inion. D om inion  does not belong  to him  as a creature. D om inion is a different idea, and com es from  another 

quarter.

Furtherm ore— and  w e  do  not care  w hether it be  from  faith  or  reason, or  from  w hat proportion  of  both— th is  

creature caim ot resist the certain ties that there is an  unseen  w orld in  w hich  he is very m uch  concerned. H e is quite  

sure, nervously  sure, that there are persons and  th ings close to him , though  unseen, w hich  are of  far greater im port 

than  w hat he sees. H e believes in  presences w hich  are m ore in tim ate to him  than  any presence of external th ings, 

nay, in  one  Presence w hich  is m ore in tim ate  to  him  than  he  is to liis ow n  self. D eath  is a  flight aw ay  from  earth , not 

a  ly ing  dow n  a  few  feet beneath  its sods; it is a  vigorous outburst of  a  new  life , not a  resting  on  a  clay  pillow  from  

the w eaiyful to il of  th is life . A ll th ings in  him  and around him  are felt to be beginnings, and  the curtains of the  

unseen  w orld , as if lifted by the w ind, w ave ever and anon  in to his face, and cling to it like a m ask, and he sees  

through, or th inks he sees. T his is the last th ing w e have to note of th is m an, as he sits upon  the hill-top in  the  

sunshine, part and  parcel of  the creatures round  about him . H e finds him self in  existence  by  the act of another. H e  

know s nothing  of  w hat has gone  before  him , nothing  of  w hat is to  happen  to  him self, and  next to nothing  of  w hat is 

to  com e, and  that little only  by  revelation . H e w as not consulted  about liis ow n  birth , nor w ill he be about his death . 

H e has to  die out, and  has nothing  to  do  w ith  the w hen  or  the how . H e did  not m ake the w orld  he finds around  him , 

and  therefore it is not liis. N either can  he resist the conviction that th is w orld is for him  only the porch  of another 

and  m ore m agnificent tem ple of the C reator’s m ajesty , w herein he w ill enter still further in to  the C reator’s pow er, 

and  learn  that to  be  in  the  C reator’s pow er is the  creature’s happiness.

ft is not our  present  business to  explain  or com m ent on  all th is, w e  are  only  concerned  to  state facts. T his is 

the position  of  each  one  of  us as m en  and  creatures, the position  w herein  w e  find  ourselves at any  given  m om ent in  

w hich  w e  m ay choose to  advert to  ourselves  and  our  circum stances: and  the  fact that such  is our  position  is no  sm all 

help tow ards an  answ er to our question , W hat is it to  be a creature? B ut let us now  advance a step  further. L et us  

pass from  the  p o s i t i o n  of  th is creature to  w hat w e know  to  be  his r e a l  h i s t o r y . L et us look  at him  on  the hill-top , not 

m erely in  the sunshine of nature, but in  the light of  the G ospel of  Jesus C hrist. N ow  w e shall gain  fresh  know  ledge  

about him  and  understand  him  better. W e shall know  his m eaning  and  his destiny , and  can  then  infer  from  them  liis  

condition , his duties, and  his responsibilities.

H e m ay  occupy  a  very  private  position  in  the  w orld . H e  m ay not be  know n  beyond  the  sanctuary of  his ow n  

fam ily , or  the lim its of  a m oderate circle of acquain tances. T he great th ings of  the w orld  have no reference  to him , 

and  public m en  do not consult him . H e has his little w orld of  hopes and  fears, of  joys and  sadnesses, and  strangers 

in term eddle not w ith  either. H is light and  his darkness are both  liis ow  n. B ut he is a  person  of  no  consequence. T he  

earth , the nation , the shire, the  village, go  on  w ithout his in terference. H e is a  m an  like  the  crow d  of  m en, and  is not 

noticeable in  any other  w ay.

Y et the  beginning  of  his  histo iy  is a  long  w  ay  off. Far in  the eternal m ind  of  G od. further  than  you  can  look, 

he is there. H e has had  his place there from  etern ity '; and  before ever the w  orld  w  as, he lay there  w ith  the light of 

G od ’s goodness around  him , and the clearness of G od ’s in tentions upon him , and w as the object of a distinct, 

transcending, and  unfathom able love. T here  w as m ore of  pow er, of  w isdom , and  of  goodness in  the love w hich  G od  

bore through etern ity to that insignificant m an, than w e can conceive of. though  w e raise our im aginations to the  

greatest height of  w hich  they  are capable. M ay  w e say  it? H e  w as part of  G od ’s glory , of  G od ’s bliss, through  all the  

unrevolv ing ages of a past etern ity . T he hanging up in heaven of those m ultitudes of brillian t w orlds, the  

com position , the adornm ent, and the equipoise of their ponderous m asses, all the m arvels of inanim ate m aterial 

creation , all the inexplicable  chem istry w hich  is the  w orld ’s life , w ere as nothing  com pared  to  the in tense  brooding 

of  heavenly love, the  com passionate  fu llness of  divine predestination , over that single soul. T hink  of  that, as he sits 



am ong  the  trees and  shrubs, w ith  the  insects and  the  birds about him ! So long  as there has been  a G od, so long  has 

that soul been  the  object of  H is know ledge  and  H is love. E ver since the  uncreated abyss of  alm ighty love has been  

spread forth , there lay that soul gleam ing on  its bright w aters. O h  no w onder G od is so patient w ith sinners, no  

w onder Jesus died  for souls!

B ut th is is not the  w hole  of  his real history . T here is m ore about him  still. W e do  not know  w hat the  secrets  

of his conscience m ay be, nor w hether he is in  a state of grace, nor w hat m ight be G od ’s judgm ent of him  if  H e  

called him  aw ay  at th is m om ent. B ut w hatever com es of  these questions, it is a sim ple m atter of  fact that that m an  

w as part of  the  reason  for the  incarnation  of  the Second  Person  of  the  M ost H oly  T rin ity . H e belongs to Jesus, and  

w as created  for Jesus. H e is part of his Savior’s property , and  m eant to adorn  H is kingdom . H is body and  his soul 

are both  of  them  fashioned, in  their degree, after the m odel of  the  B ody  and  the Soul of  the W ord  m ade flesh . H is 

predestination  flow ed  out from , and  is enclosed  in , the  predestination  of  Jesus. H e is the  brother of  his G od, and  has 

a divine right to call her m other w ho calls the C reator Son. H e w as foreseen  in  the decree of  the Incarnation . T he  

glory of his soul and  tire possib ilities of his hum an heart entered as item s in to that huge sum  of  attractions w hich  

drew  the E ternal W ord to seek H is delights am ong the sons of m en, by assum ing their created nature to H is 

uncreated  Person. H is sins w ere partly the cause w hy  the Precious B lood  w as shed; and Jesus suffered , died , rose  

again , and ascended for him , as com pletely as if he w ere the only one of his race that ever fell. T here m ust be  

som ething  very attractive in  him  for our L ord  to have loved  him  thus steadily and  thus ardently. Y ou  see that H e  

counted  that creature’s sins over long  and  long  ago. H e saw  them , as w e  blind  m en  can  never see them , singly  and  

separately in  all their  unutterable  horror and  surpassing  m alice. T hen  H e  view ed  them  as a  w hole, perhaps  thousands  

in num ber, and aggravated by alm ost every variety of circum stance of w hich hum an actions are capable. A nd  

nevertheless there w as som ething  in  that m an  w hich  so drew  upon  the love of  the unspeakably holy G od, that H e  

determ ined  to  die  for him , to satisfy , and  over-satisfy  for all his sins, to  m erit for him  a  perfect sea  of  untold  graces, 

and to beguile him  by the m ost self-sacrificing generosity to the happiness of H is divine em braces. A ll th is w as 

because  that m an  w as H is creature. So  you  see w hat a  history his has been, w hat a stir he  has m ade in  the  w orld  by  

having  to  do  w ith  the Incarnation , how  he has been  m ixed  up  w ith  eternal plans, and  has helped  to  bring  a  seem ing  

change over the  ever-b lessed  and  unchanging  G od! A las! if  it is hard  to see good  points in  others, how  m uch  harder 

m ust it be  for G od  to  see good  points in  us, and  yet how  H e  loves us all!

B ut to return to our m an, w hoever he m ay be. It is of course tm e that G od  had a general purpose in  the  

w hole of  creation , or  to  speak  m ore  tru ly , m any  general purposes. B ut it is also  true  that H e  had  a  special purpose  in  

th is m an  w hom  w e are picturing  to  ourselves. T he m an  cam e in to  the  w orld  to  do som ething  particu lar for G od, to  

carry out som e defin ite  plan , to  fu lfil som e one appointed  end, w hich  belongs to him  in  such  a  w ay  that it does not 

belong  to  other  m en. T here is a  peculiar  serv ice, a  distinct glory , w hich  G od  desires to  have  from  that m an, different  

from  the service and  the  glory  of  any  other m an  in  the  w orld ; and  the m an ’s dignity  and  happiness w ill result from  

his giving  G od  that service and  glory and  no  other. A s he did  not m ake him self, so neither can  he give him self Iris 

ow n  vocation . H e does not know  w hat special function it has fallen  to  him  to  perfonn  in  the im m ense  schem e and  

gigantic w orld  of his C reator; but it is not the less tm e that he has such a special function . L ife as it unfolds w ill 

bring  it to  him . Y ears w ill lay his duty and  his destiny  at his door in  parts successively . Perhaps on  th is side of  the  

grave he m ay never see his w ork as an in tellig ib le w hole. It m ay be part of Iris w ork to be tried by th is veiy  

obscurity .

B ut w ith w hat a dignity ' it invests the m an. to know  of him  that, as G od chose his particu lar soul at the  

m om ent of  its creation  rather than  countless other possib le and  nobler souls, so does H e vouchsafe  to  be  dependent 

on  th is single m an  for a  glory and  a love, w hich, if th is m an  refuses it to H im , H e w ill not get from  any other m an  

nor  from  all m en  put together! G od  has an  in terest at stake, w hich  depends exclusively  on  that single m an: and it is 



in  the m an ’s pow er to  frustrate  th is end, and  m illions do  so . W hen  w e consider w ho  and  how  infin itely  blessed  G od  

is. is not th is special destiny of each m an a touching m ysteiy? H ow  close it seem s to bring the C reator and  the  

creature! A nd  w here  is the  dignity  of  the  creature save in  the  love  of  the  C reator?

Furtherm ore, th is m an, it w ould  appear, m ight have  been  born  at any  hour of  the  day  or  night these last five  

thousand  years and  m ore. H e m ight have been  before C hrist or after H im , and  of  any nation , rank, or relig ion . H is 

soul could  have been  called  out of  nothing  at any m om ent as easily as w hen  it pleased G od  in  fact to call it. B ut it 

pleased  G od  to  call it w hen  H e did , because that tim e, and  no  other tim e, suited  the special end  for w hich  that m an  

w as to live. H e w as bom , just w hen he w as, for the sake of  that particu lar purpose. H e w ould  have been  too soon, 

had  he  been  bom  earlier; too  late, if  he had  not been  bom  as early . A nd  in  like m anner w ill he die. A n  hour, a  place, 

a m anner of death  are all fixed  for him ; yet so as not in  the least to in terfere w ith his freedom . E veryth ing  is ar

ranged  w ith  such  a superabundance  of m ercy and indulgence, that he w ill not only die  just w hen  it fits in  w ith  the  

special w ork  he has to  do  for G od, and  the special glory G od  is to  have from  him , but he w ill m ost probably die at 

the one hour  w hen  it is safest and  best for him self  to  die. T he  tim e, the  place, the m aim er, and  the pain  of  his death  

w ill in  ordinary cases be  better for that m an  than  any  other tim e, place, m aim er, or pain  w ould  be. T he m ost cm el- 

seem ing  death , if  w e could  only see it, is a  m ercy w hich  saves us from  som ething  w orse, a  boon  of  such  m agnitude  

as  befits  the  liberality  even  of  the  M ost H igh  G od.

O nce again : a  particu lar  etern ity ' is laid  out for that m an, to  be  w on  by his ow n  free correspondence  to  the  

exuberant  grace  of  his C reator. T here is a  brightness w hich  m ay  be his for ever, a  distinct splendor and  characteristic 

loveliness  by  w hich  he m ay  be one day know n, adm ired, and  loved  am id  the  populous  throngs of  the  great heaven. 

H is ow n  place is ready  for him  in  the unutterable rest of  everlasting  joys. T hat m an. w ho  is gazing  on  the landscape 

at his feet, has an inheritance before him . to w hich  the united w ealth of  kings is poverty and  vileness. A  light, a  

beauty ', a pow er, a w isdom , are laid up  for him , to  w hich all the w onders of the m aterial creation are w orse than  

tam e, low er  than  uninteresting . H e is earning  them  at th is m om ent, by  the  acts of  love  w hich  it seem s as if  the  sim ple  

cheer of the sunshine w ere draw ing  out of  Iris soul. T hey have a strange disproportionate proportion  to his m odest 

and  obscure w orks on  earth . G od, and  angels, and  sain ts, are all busy  w ith  solicitous loving  w isdom , to  see that he  

does not m iss Iris inheritance. H is etern ity ' is dependent on  Iris answ ering  the special end  of  his creation . D oubtless  at 

th is m om ent he has no  clear idea of  w hat his special w ork  is; doubtless it is one of such  unim portance, according  to  

hum an  m easures, that it w ill never lay any w eight on  the  prosperity . or the law s, or the policy of his country . H is 

light is probably  too  dim  to  be  visible  even  to  his neighborhood. Y et w ith  it. and  because  of  it, he  is one  day  to shine  

like ten  thousand  suns, far  w ithdraw n  w ithin  the  peace of  his satisfied  and  delighted  G od!

Such is the m an ’s real history , traced onw ard from  the hour w hen  it pleased G od  to create his particu lar 

soul. A nd  how  m any tilings there  are in  it to  w onder at! H ow  great is the dignity , how  incalculable  the  destin ies of 

m an! A ll these tilings belong  to him . not certain ly in  right of  his being  a creature, but at least because he is a crea

ture. C reation  explains all other m y  steries, or is a step tow ards explain ing  them . N o w onder G od should becom e  

m an, in  order to be w ith  him , or should  die for him , in  order  to save him . N o w onder  H e should  abide w ith  him  in  

m ute reality in  the tabernacle, to feed his soul, and  to sustain him  and keep alive H is creature ’s love by H is ow n  

silen t com pany. N o w onder the angels should cling about a m an  so fondly , nor  that the one m aster-passion  of  the  

sain ts should  be  the  love of  souls. T he  w onder is that G od  should  have  created  m an; not that having  created  him , H e  

should  love  him  so  tenderly . B oth  are  w onders; but the  first is the  greater w onder. R edem ption  does not fo llow  from  

creation  as a m atter of  course: but creation  has so surprised  us, that w e are less surprised  at new  disclosures of  the  

C reator’s love. In  a  series of  surprises the  first surprise  is. in  som e sense, the  greatest, because  it is the  first, w hile, in  

another sense, further surprises are greater, precisely because they are further ones. In tru th , m an ’s dignity , 

w onderfu l as it is, is less a  w onder than  the creating  love of G od. H ow  H e holds H is creature in  H is hand  for ever!



H ow all th ings, dark as w ell as bright, are sim ply purposes of unutterable goodness and com passion! H ow  

difficu lties  and  problem s are only  places w here love is so m uch  deeper than  com m on, that the eye cannot pierce it, 

nor  the  lines of  our w isdom  fathom  it! O h  of  a  tru th  G od  is indescribably good, and  w e feel that H e is so  w henever 

w e rem em ber that H e m ade us! W hat a  joy it is to be altogether H is. to belong to H im , to feel our com plete  

dependence  upon  H im . to lean  our w hole w eight upon  H im . not only  for the delight of  feeling  that H e is so strong, 

but also that w e are so w eak, and  therefore so need  H im  alw ays and  every  w here! W hat liberty is like the sense of 

being  encom passed  w ith  H is sovereignty  ! W hat a  gladness  that H e is im m ense, so  that w e  cannot escape  from  H im ; 

om niscient, so that w e are laid open and w ithout a secret before H im ; eternal, so that w e are in H is sight but 

nothingness, nothingness  that lives because  H e loves it!

Som ething  m ore is still required  in  order to  com plete our picture  of  the creature. W e have represented  his 

p o s i t i o n , and have traced Iris r e a l  l i f e :  but w e have got to consider the c o n d i t i o n  in  w hich he is as a  creature. W e  

shall have to  plead guilty to a  little repetition . T he nature of our subject renders it unavoidable, and  w e m ust crave  

the reader’s indulgence for it.

T he first feature to  be noticed  in  the condition  of  th is creature m an  is his w ant of  pow er. N ot only is his 

health  uncertain , but at his best estate his strength is very sm all. B rute m atter resists him  passively . H e caim ot lift 

great w eights  of  it, nor  dig  deep  in to  it. E ven  w ith  the  help  of  the  m ost ingenious  m achineiy, and  the  united  labor  of 

m ultitudes, he can  do  little but scratch  the surface of  the  planet, w ithout  being  able to  alter  the  expression  of  one of 

its lineam ents. Fire  and  w ater are  both  his m asters. H is prosperity is at the  m ercy of  the w eather. M atter is baffling  

and  m ining  him  som ew here on  the earth  at all hours of  day and  night. H e has to struggle continually  to  m aintain  his 

position , and  then  m aintains it w ith  exceeding  difficu lty .

C onsidering how  m any thousands of  years the race of m an  has inhabited the w orld , it is surprising how  

little  contro l he has acquired over diseases, how  little  he  know s of  them , how  m uch  less he  can  do  to  alleviate them . 

E ven  in  his arts and  sciences there are strangely few  th ings w hich  he can  reduce to  certain ty . H is know ledge  is ex 

trem ely lim ited , and  is liab le to  the m ost hum iliating  errors and  the  m ost unexpected  m istakes. H e  is in  com parative 

ignorance of him self, of his th inking  principle, of the processes of his im m aterial soul, of the law s of its various 

faculties, or of  the com binations  of  m ind  and  m atter. M etaphysics, w hich  should  rank  next to  relig ion  in  the scale of 

sciences, are a proverb  for confusion and  obscurity . Infin ite longings perpetually checked  by a sense of  feebleness, 

and  circum scribed  w ithin  the lim its  of  a  narrow  prison— th is is a  description  of  the  highest and  m ost aspiring  m oods  

of  m an.

Such  is the condition  of  our m an  if  w e look  at him  in  his solitary dignity as lord  of  the creation . B ut even  

th is is too favorable a representation  of him . H is solitary dignity is a m ere im agination O n the contrary , he is 

com pletely m ixed  up  w ith  the crow d  of  inferior creatures, and  in  num berless w ays dependent upon  them . If left to  

him self  the ponderous earth  is sim ply  useless to him . Its m aternal bosom  contains supplies of  m inerals and  gases, 

w hich  are m eant for the daily sustain ing  of  hum an  life. W ithout them  th is m an  w ould  die in  torture  in  a  few  days; 

and  yet by no chem istiy can  he get hold  of  them  him self and m ake them  in to food. H e is sim ply dependent upon  

plants. T hey alone can  m ake the earth  nutritious to him , w hether directly as food  them selves, or indirectly  by their 

support of  anim al life. A nd  they do  th is by a  m ultitude  of hidden  processes, m any of  w hich, perhaps the m ajority , 

are  beyond  the  explanation  of  hum an  chem istry . T hus he is at the m ercy  of  the  vegetable  w orld . T he grass that tops  

Ins grave, w hich  fed  him  in  his life , now  feeds on  him  in  turn .

In  like m aim er is he  dependent upon  the  inferior anim als. Som e give  him  strength  to  w ork  w ith , som e  w arm  

m aterials to clo the him self  w ith , som e their flesh  to  eat or their m ilk  to  drink . A  vast proportion  of  m ankind  have to  

spend  their  tim e, their  skill, their  w ealth, in  w aiting  upon  horses and  cow s and  cam els, as if  they  w ere their servants, 

build ing houses for them , supplying  them  w ith  food, m aking  their beds, w ashing  and  tending them  as if  they w ere  



children , and  studying  their  com forts. M ore  than  half  the  m en  in  the  w orld are perhaps engrossed  in  th is occupation  

at the present m om ent. H um an  fam ilies w ould  break up. if the dom estic anim als ceased to be m em bers of them . 

T hen, as to  the  insect w orld , it gives us a  sort of  nervous trep idation  to  contem plate  it. T he num bers of  insects, and  

their pow ers, are so terrific, so absolu tely  irresistib le, that they could  sw eep  even liv ing  tiling  from  the earth  and  

devour us all w ithin a  w eek, as if  they  w ere the fiery  breath  of  a  destroying  angel. W e can  hardly  tell w hat holds the  

lightn ing-like  speed  of  their  prolific  generations  in  check. B irds  of  prey , in testine  w ar, m an  s active hostility — these, 

calculated at their highest, seem  inadequate to keep dow n  the insect population , w hose num bers and pow ers of  

annoyance  yearly  threaten  to thrust us off our  ow n  planet. It is G od  H im self w ho  puts an  invisib le  brid le upon  these  

countless  and  irresistib le  leg ions, w hich  otherw ise w ould  lick  us up  like  th irsty  fire.

W hat should w e do w ithout the sea? E arth and air w ould  be useless, w ould  be uninhabitable w ithout it. 

T here is not a  year but the great deep is giving  up to the investigations  of our science unthought-of secrets of its 

utility , and  of  our  dependence upon  it. M en  are only  beginning  to  learn  the  kind  and  gentle and  philanthropic nature  

of that m onster that seem s so law less and so w ild . O ur dependence on  the air is no less com plete. It m akes our 

blood, and  is the  w arm th  of  our  hum an  lives. N ay, w ould  it be  less bright or  beautifu l, if  it allow ed  to  escape  from  it. 

let us say , one gas, the  carbonic acid , w hich  form s  but an  infin itesim ally  sm all proportion  of  it, the gas on  w hich  all 

vegetation  lives? It exists in  the  air in  quantities so  trifling  as to  be  w ith  difficu lty  discernib le, yet if  it w ere  breathed  

aw ay, or  if  the  sea  drank  it all in , or  w ould  not give  back  again  w hat it drinks, in  a  few  short hours the  flow ers w ould  

be ly ing w ithered and discolored on  the ground, the m ighty forests w ould curl up  their m yriad  leaves, show  their 

w hite sides, and  then let them  w ither and fall. T here w ould  not be a blade of grass upon  the earth . T he anim als 

w ould  m oan  and  fain t, and  fam ished  m en  w ould  rise  upon  each  other, like  the  m addened  victim s of  a  shipw reck, in  

the  fury  of  their  ungovernable  hunger. W ithin  one short  w eek  the  planet w ould  ro ll on  bright in  its glorious sunshine, 

and its m ineral-colored plains speckled w ith the shadow s of its beautifu l clouds, but all in the grim  silence of 

universal death . O n  w hat trem bling  balances of  pow ers, on  w hat delicate and  alm ost im perceptib le  chem istries, does 

m an ’s tenure of earth  seem  to rest! Y es! but beneath  those gauzelike veils is the strong  arm  of  the com passionate 

E ternal!

It w ould require a  w hole volum e to trace the various w ays in  w hich  m an is dependent upon  the inferior  

creatures. A ll the adaptations, of w hich different sciences speak, turn out upon exam ination to be so m any  

dependencies  of  m an  on  th ings w hich  are  beneath  him . In  m aterial respects m an  is often  inferior  to  his inferiors. B ut 

there is one feature in his dependency, w hich does not concern his fellow -creatures, and on w liich it is of 

consequence to dw ell. T here is a peculiar kind of incom pleteness about all he does, w hich disables him  from  

concluding  anything  of  him self, or  unassisted . It is as if  his arm  w as never  quite  long  enough  to  reach  his object, and  

G od  cam e in  betw een  him  and  his end  to  enable  him  to realize it. M an  is ever  falling , G od  ever saving: the creature  

alw ays on  the  point of  being  defeated , the C reator alw ays com ing to the rescue opportunely . T hus m an  plants the  

tree and  w aters it, but he cannot m ake it grow . H e prepares his ground  and  enriches it, he sow s his seeds and  w eeds 

it; but he  cannot govern  the  w eather, or the  insects, on  w hich  his harvest depends. B etw een  his labor and  his labor’s 

rew ard  G od  has to  in tervene. W hen  he  lays his plans, he does nothing  m ore  than  prepare  favorable  circum stances for 

the end  w hich  he  desires. In  w ar, in  governm ent, in  education , in  com m erce, w hen he has done all, he has ensured  

nothing . A n  elem ent has to  com e in  and  to  be w aited  for, w ithout w hich  he can  have no results, and  over w hich  he  

has no  contro l. Som etim es m en  call it fate, or fortune, som etim es chance  or accident. It is the  final th ing , it is w hat 

com pletes the  circle, or  fires the  train , or  m akes the  parts in to  a  w hole. It is the in terference of  G od. the  action  of  H is 

w ill. In  every departm ent of  hum an  life w e discover th is peculiarity, that of him self, that is w ith  m eans left at his 

ow n  disposal, m an  can  approach  his end, but not attain  it: he  can  get near it, but he caim ot reach  it. H e is alw ays too  

short by a little; and  the supplem ent of that littleness is as invariably the gratu itous Providence of G od. N othing  



throw s m ore light than  th is on  the  question , W hat is it to  be  a  creature?

A ll th is is very com m onplace. E verybody  know s it, has alw ays know n  it, and  never doubted  it. T m e: yet 

see, if w hen all these th ings are strung together and presented to your m ind, there does not rise up an alm ost 

unconscious feeling  of exaggeration , nay, an  alm ost outspoken  charge of it, against the statem ent of  the case. T his  

w ill be a  test to  you, that you  have not realized  the case, that you  have not taken  it in , and  consequently that you  

have som ething  still to learn  from  facts w hich  seem  so  undignified ly  fam iliar. For both  the value of  the lesson  and  

its significance  depend  upon  its strength . W e  cannot exaggerate the  abjectness of  the  creature  in  itself, looked  at as if 

it w ere apart from  G od, w hich  happily it can  never be, though  it w ill be som ething  like it w hen  it is reprobate; and  

then , w hat m ore unspeakably abject than  a lost soul? W hat w e are alw ays to feel, and  never  to forget, is that w e are  

fin ite , dependent, im perfect, that it is our  nature to  look  up  to  som eone  higher, to  lean  on  som eone  stronger, and  that 

it is as unnatural for m an  to  try  to  go  alone and  trust him self, as for a  fish  to  live  on  the  land  or  a  bird  of  the  air in  the  

flam es of the fire. D ignity  w e have, and superabundantly , and w e ought never to forget it. B ut then  w e m ust re

m em ber  also  that the  creature  m an  has no  dignity  in  the love  of  H im  w ho  m ade  him .

B ut our  real history  adds a  great deal to  our condition, w hich  is fu ll of  im portant consequences. M an  is not 

as he cam e forth  at first from  the hand  of his C reator. H e has fallen ; and  his fall is not m erely an  external disability , 

consequent on  an  historical fact so  m any  thousand  years old . H e  bears the  m arks of  it in  him self. H e  feels its effects 

in even ' m oral act, in every in tellectual process. H e is the prey of an in testine w arfare. T w o conflicting law s 

alternate w ithin  him . H e has lost his balance, and  finds it hard  to  keep the road . N otw ithstanding the m agnificent 

spiritual renew al w hich  the m ercy of his C reator has w orked  w  ith in him  by the supernatural grace of  a sacram ent, 

each m an has added to the com m on fall a special revolt of his ow n. N ay, m ost m en have repeated , im itated , 

aggravated the act of their first father. T hey have fallen them selves, and their sin has been accom panied w ith  

peculiarly disabling  circum stances of  guilt. T hen  the  unw earied  com passion of  the C reator has com e forth  w ith  an 

other sacram ent to repair th is personal w illfu l revolt of the poor fallen creature. W ith its grace fresh  upon  him , he  

has revolted  again , and  then  again . H e has diversified  his falls. H e has m ultip lied  his treasons by  varying  their kind. 

H e has broken, not one. but num erous law s, as if  to show  that it w as not the hardness of  any particu lar precept, so  

m uch  as the sim ple fact of  being  under G od ’s yoke at all, w hich  he found  so unbearable. A nd again  and again  and  

again  has the m ercifu l sacram ent repaired and  absolved  him . and  grace goes on  w ith  a  brave  patient kindness  of  its 

ow n, fighting  against seem ingly incorrig ib le habits of  sin ; and  even  at the  hour  of  death  how  reluctantly does m ercy  

seem  to capitu late to  justice! N ow  see how  all th is affects lus condition  as a creature. A  m an bom  under civ il 

disabilities  has no guilt in  the eye of  his country  ’s law s, yet he does not take rank  w ith a tm e citizen . A  pardoned  

crim inal to his last day w ill not cast the inferiority ' w hich  he has brought upon  him self. N o pardon, no honors, can  

ever cover  the  fact either from  others or him self. N ay, so far as he him self  is concerned, they  w ill only  keep  the  fact 

bright and  burnished  in  his  m ind.

T he  m an  w ho  has  been  tried  and  cast for nearly  every crim e in  alm ost even ' court in  the  land , and  w ho  is at 

large  by a sim ple and  am azing  act of  royal clem ency, m ust feel that he has m ade a condition  for him self w hich  he  

never can  forget, and  out of  w hich  he draw s every hour peculiar m otives of conduct and  dem eanor; and  the  better 

m an he becom es, the less likely is he ever to forget his past. So surely it is w ith  us m en. If looked at w ithout 

advertence to the orig inal fall, or to our ow n  fall, or to our renew ed  falls after grace given, w hat are w e but fin ite , 

dependent, im perfect: but w hen  those  three  additional  facts of  our  real history  are added  to  our  condition , how  m uch  

m ore narrow , and  little , dependent, and  inferior do w e appear to  becom e. T he least w ord  seem s too big  to express 

our  littleness.

B ut w e can go low er still. Pardon low ers us. T he abundance and frequency of m ercy hum ble us. T ire 

goodness of G od  gives a  new  life to  the sense of  our ow n  m isery  and  hatefu lness. It quickens our  know ledge of  our 



ow n  inferiority  in to  a  positive  feeling  of  self-contem pt. It is true  that the  first fall, and  our ow n  fall, and  our  repeated  

falls, all flow , voluntary though  they  be, out of our necessary im perfections  as creatures: yet nevertheless they add  

som ething to the consciousness that w e are creatures, just as all developm ents seem  to add to their germ , even  

though, like sin , they are not inevitable but free developm ents. A nd  then  G od ’s pardoning  m ercy adds again  to  our 

consciousness that w e are creatures. It appears to sink  us low er and low er in  our ow n  nothingness, to envelop us 

m ore and  m ore in  the sense of our c r e a t e d n e s s . For in  our sin  G od  has condescended  to m ake a  covenant w ith  us. 

and  H e is hourly fu lfilling  H is share of it. O n  his part the covenant seem s an  abandonm ent of H is ow n  rights, a  

w aiving of H is ow n  dignity , a service gratu itously given, or for a nom inal paym ent w hich m akes it less dignified  

than  if it w ere gratu itous, a  low ering  of  H im self  tow ards our level, a series of apparent changes in  H im  w ho in  H is 

essence and know ledge and w ill is gloriously  and m ajestically im m utable. A ll th is m akes us feel m ore and m ore  

in tensely w hat it is to be a creature. T he consciousness that clung to the beautifu l soul of the unfallen A dam  

becom es a deeper consciousness to the fallen sinner, and that deeper becom es deepest in  the chastened  joy and  

hum bled  peace  of  the forg iven  sim rer.

T hus each  of  us finds him self  in  his place, his ow n  allo tted  place, in  nature  and  in  grace, w ith  th is threefo ld  

consciousness upon him . B eneath the w eight of th is happy and salu tary consciousness he has to w ork out his 

destiny . C riticism  of his position  is not only useless: so long as he rem em bers him self, it is im possib le. N ot only  

does he know  in  the abstract that all m u s t  be right; he know s by his feeling  of  being  a creature that all i s  right. T o  

him  criticism  is not only  loss of  tim e; it is irrélig ion  also . H e  does not know  how  to sit in  judgm ent upon  his C reator. 

H e  cannot com prehend  even  the m ental process by  w hich  others do  it. m uch  less the  m oral tem per. For, w hile  he  has 

th is threefo ld  consciousness  that he  is a  creature, he  cam rot conceive of  him self  w ithout it. nor  w hat he  w ould  be  like  

if  he w as w ithout it, and  therefore those w ho  are w ithout it are beyond Iris com prehension  for the  tim e, both  in  w hat 

they  say  and  do.

T here are not tw o sides to the question of  life , G od ’s side  and  m an ’s side. G od ’s side is all in  all. N ot only  

is there nothing to be said on  the other, there is no other. T o th ink  that m an  has a side is to forget that he is a  

creature, or at least not realize w hat it is to  be a creature. E ncom pass m an ’s littleness w ith  the grand  irresponsib le 

sovereignty  of G od, and  then  is he glorious indeed, his liberty  large beyond  com pare, and his likeness to G od  m ore  

like  an  equality  w ith  H im  than  w e  can  dare  to  put in  w ords.

N ow  let us go  back  to  the m an  w e left sitting  on  the hill-top  in  the  brightness of  the sum m er sun. W e have  

to  draw  som e conclusions about him  from  w hat has  been  already said ; and  the  first is th is. A s “creature” is Iris nam e, 

his history , and his condition , he m ust obviously have the conduct and the virtues befitting a creature. H e m ust 

behave as w hat he is. H is propriety consists in his doing so . H e m ust be m ade up of fear, of obedience, of 

subm ission , of  hum ility , of  prayer, of repentance, of responsib ility , and  above all, of love. A s fire w arm s and  frost 

ch ills, as the m oon  shines by  night and  the sun  by  day, as birds have w ings and  trees have  leaves, so m ust m an, as a  

creature, conduct him self as such, and do those virtuous actions, w hich are chiefly virtues because they are  

becom ing  to him  and  adapted  to  lus condition . T he dem eanor, the  behavior, the  excellences of  a  creature  m ust bear 

upon  them  the stam p  of  Iris created  nature  and  condition . T his is  too  obvious to  need  enforcing; obvious  w hen  stated , 

yet m ost strangely  forgotten  by  m ost m en  during  the  greater part of  their lives.

O ur second  conclusion  about th is m an  is that, w hatever m ay  be his attainm ents or his inclinations, the only  

know ledge w orth m uch  of his tim e and  trouble, the only science w hich  w ill last w ith  him  and stand  him  in  good  

stead , consists in  his study of the character of G od. H e received eveiy th ing  from  G od. H e belongs to H im . H e is 

surrounded  by  H im . H is fate is in  G od ’s hands. H is etern ity  is to  be w ith  G od, in  a  com panionship  of  unspeakable  

delights. O r if  it is to  be in  exile from  H im . it is the absence of  G od  w hich  w ill be  the in to lerableness  of  his m iseiy . 

H is ow n  being im plies G od ’s being; and  he exists, not for him self, but for G od. O f w hat unspeakable  im portance 



then  is it for him  to  find  out w ho  G od  is, w hat sort of  B eing  H e  is, w hat H e  likes and  w hat H e dislikes, how  H e deals 

w ith  H is creatures and  how  H e expects H is creatures to deal w ith  H im . C an  his understanding  be em ployed  upon  

anything m ore exalted? Is there any novelty equal to his daily fresh discoveries in the rich depth of the divine  

perfections? Is there any  person  in  the w orld  w hose w ays and  w orks are of  such  thrilling  in terest to  him  as those of 

the T hree U ncreated Persons, the Father, Son, and H oly G host? Is there any existing or possib le th ing to be  

conceived or nam ed  one half so curious, one half so attractive, one half so exciting , as the adorable self-subsisting  

E ssence of the M ost H igh G od? O h no! O bviously , w hatever that m an  m ay be th inking of now , he ought to be  

th inking  of  G od. A s long  as he sits beneath  the fragrant shadow  of  that pious though t, that he is a creature, so long  

w ill he  feel that his one w ise  and  delightfu l task , w hile he is a  lodger am ong  the  m utable  hom es of  th is sw ift-footed  

planet, m ust be  the study  of  his C reator’s character.

O ur th ird  conclusion  is that, if  G od  is to  be  the subject of  the m an  s in tellectual occupations, G od  m ust be  

equally the object of liis m oral conduct. G od m ust have his w hole heart as w ell as his w hole m ind. W e have no  

doubt that that m an ’s soul is a  perfect m ine of  practical energies, w hich  the  longest and  m ost active life  w ill not half 

w ork  out. T he m uscle of  the  heart acts seventy  tim es  a  m inute  for perhaps seventy  years, and  is not tired ; yet w hat is 

th is to  the  activ ity  of  the  soul? H e has far m ore energy  in  him  than  his neighbors  are aw are of, m ore  than  he suspects 

him self. H e can do w onders w ith these energies if he concentrates them  on any object, w hether it be pleasure, 

w ealth , or pow er. O ur conclusion  im plies that, w hile he m ay u s e  his energies on  any  or all of  those three th ings, he  

m ust c o n c e n t r a t e  them  on  G od only , on  tire loving  observance of his C reator’s law . W e do not see w hat being a  

creature m eans, if  it does not m ean  th is; though  w e know  that there  are creatures  w ho  have irrevocably  determ ined  

not to do it. and  their nam e is devil, a  species they have created  for them selves  in  order to  escape as far as they can  

to the outskirts of the creation of eternal pow er and  love. W hy be like them ? W hy go after them ? W hy not leave  

them  to  them selves, at the dreadful, dism al pole of  our  Father’s em pire?

T hese  three  conclusions are inevitable results of  that m an's being  a  creature. If  he does not in tend  to  m ake  

them  the law  of  his life, he has no  business to  be in  the sunshine. If  he  w ants to  be  a god. let him  m ake a  w orld  for 

him self. O urs is m eant for creatures. W hy is he turn ing all our  bright and  beautifu l tilings to curse and  darkness, all 

our  sw eet gifts to  gall and  w orm w ood? W hat right has he  to  be  lighting  the  fires of  hell in  his ow n  heart at the  beam s  

of  that grand  loving  sun? A  creature m eans "A ll for G od.” H oliness is an  unselfing of  ourselves. T o  be  a  creature is 

to have a special in tensified  sonship , w hose life and  breath  and  being  are nothing  but the fervors of his filial love  

tak ing  fire on his Father’s bosom  in  the pressure of his Father's arm s. T he sacred hum anity of the E ternal Son, 

beam ing  in  the  very  central heart of  the  ever-b lessed T rin ity— that is the  type, the  m eaning, the  accom plishm ent, of 

the  creature.

If  w e take all the peculiarities  of  the  creature and  throw  them  in to one. if  w e sum  them  all up  and  express  

them  in  the ordinary language  of C hristian doctrine, w e should say that they  cam e to  th is— that as m an  w as not his 

ow n  beginning, so also he is not his ow n  end. H is end  is G od; and  m an  belies Iris ow n  position  as a  creature w hen 

ever he sw erves from  th is his sole tm e  end. E veryone know s w hat it is to  have an  end  and  how  m uch  depends upon  

it. T o change a m an  s end in  life is to change Iris w hole life , to revolu tionize his entire conduct. W hen  he sees his 

aim  distinctly  before  him , he  uses his sagacity in  planning to  attain it, his courage  in  rem oving  the  obstacles w hich  

in tervene, and his pm dence in the selection of the m eans by w hich he is eventually to succeed. M ore or less 

consistently , and m ore or less incessantly , the m an ’s m ind and heart are occupied about his end. It form s his 

character, it possesses his im agination , it stim ulates his in tellect, it engrosses his affections, it absorbs his faults, it is 

his m easure of  failure and  success, it is ever tending  to  be  his  very standard  of  right and  w rong. A  creature, in  that it 

is a  creature, is like a  falling  stone, ft seeks a  center, it travels  to  an  end, irresistib ly , im petuously. T his is its law  of 

life . H ence  it is that the end  gives the color to  the creature’s life , describes it, defines it, anim ates it, ru les it. T his is 



tm e of pleasure, of know ledge, of w ealth , of pow er, of popularity , w hen they are sought as ends. T hey lay  

passionate hold  upon  a m an. and m ake him  their slave, and  brand their m ark all over him , and the w hole w orld  

know s him  to  be  theirs.

B ut all th is is still true w hen m an m akes G od, w hat G od has already m ade H im self, his single and  

m agnificent end. A nd  how  glorious are the results in  his capacious soul! T o  m ake G od  alw ays our  end  is alw ays to  

rem em ber that w e are  creatures; and  to  be  a  sain t is alw ays to  m ake G od  our  end. H ence  to  be  a  sain t is alw ays  to  re

m em ber, and  to  act on  the  rem em brance, that w e  are creatures. Y et, horrib le as it sounds w hen  it is put in to  w ords, it 

is the  com m on  w ay of  m en  to  m ake G od  a  m eans instead  of  an  end, a  purveyor instead  of  a  judge, f  they  m ake any  

use of  H im  at all. H e has to  forecast for their  com forts, to  supply  their necessities, to  pay  for their luxuries. A ll m en  

seek  their ow n, m urm ured  the indignant apostle. T o seek  the  th ings of C hrist w as his rom ance, w hich  w orld ly  dis

cip les did  not understand. H ow  few  can  turn  round  upon  them selves at any  given  m om ent of  life , w hen  they  do  not 

happen  to  be  engaged  in  spiritual exercises, and  can  say , “G od  is m y  end! A t th is m om ent w hen  I unexpectedly  look 

in  upon  m yself, w hile  I w as acting  alm ost unconsciously , I find  that I w as doing, w hat a  creature should  alw ays be  

doing— seeking  G od. M y  w orld ly  duties and  social occupations w ere  understood  to  be  m eans only , and  w ere treated  

accordingly . T here  w as nothing  in  m y  m ind  and  heart w hich  partook  of  the dignity  of  an  end, except G od.” Y et is it 

not our sim ple  business? W e expect even  a  dog  to com e w hen  he is called , and  a  clock  to  go  w hen  it is w ound  up, 

and  in  like m anner G od, w hen  H e  creates us, expects  us to  seek  H im  as our  only  end  and  sovereign  good.

W e are  alm ost  frightened  at w hat w e have w ritten . W e covenanted  not to  speak  of  high  th ings, nor  entangle  

you in  discourses  of  spiritual perfection: and  w e honestly  do  not in tend  to  w ile  you  to  com m it  yourselves  to  anything  

w hich is not com m onplace and necessary . Y et w hen  w e sim ply say w hat it is to be a creature, w e seem  to be  

dem anding  the  highest sanctity . T he creature seem s to slip  in to  the sain t. T he natural tem per  and  disposition  proper 

to  us  because  of  our  created  orig in  seem  to  put on  the  hue and  likeness  of  supernatural grace  and  contem plation , and  

the  com m onplace insensib ly  to  glide in to  the heroic. T here m ust be som e  m istake. W here is it? O ur conscience  tells  

us that w e have been honorably checking  ourselves a score of  tim es in  the last score pages, from  saying  w hat w as 

burning  in  our  heart to  com e out. It is not w e  that have  broken  faith  w ith  you, gentle  reader. H ave  w e  then  overstated  

the case of  the creature? H ave w e draw n  any conclusion w ithout a  prem ise  to  w arrant it? H ave w e invented  w hat 

does not exist, or  falsely  em bellished  w hat does? T he m ore w e consider  the  case, the less w e seem  to  have done so . 

W e m ay have w earied  you  w ith  telling  you  w hat w as so old  and  trite; w e do not th ink  w e have to ld  you  anything  

new , or that there is any part of our statem ent from  w hich  you  dissent. H ow  then  have w e com e to  th is pass? Is it 

true  that everyone is obliged  to  be  w hat is technically  called  a  sain t, or w hat theology  sty les perfect, sim ply  because 

he is a creature? W e caim ot say Y es, and  yet w e hardly dare say N o. W hat if  it be tm e that perfection is only the  

result of  corresponding to  grace as it is given, and  thus that all good  people  are in  the  road  to  perfection  alw ays; so  

that perfection is not one th ing , and com m on holiness another; but that com m on holiness is perfection in its 

childhood, and  perfection  is com m on holiness in  its m aturity? W e w ill not say that th is is so . B ut w e w ill say thus  

m uch, that the  sim ple  statem ent of  our  position  and  condition  as creatures brings  us to  th is— that to  serve G od  out of 

love is not the peculiar characteristic of w hat is term ed  high  spirituality , but that, w ithout reference to perfection , 

nay w ithout reference to redem ption , creation , of and  by itself, does bind  the creature to sen  e the C reator out of 

love; and  w e confess that th is conclusion  is as pregnant of  consequences as it is inevitable in  its trn th .

In  the  last chapter w e said  that a  heathen, w ho  w ithout revelation  should  act consistently (if he could) w ith  

the constant rem em brance that he w as a creature, w ould , bating  certain  gifts and  graces, be a  portrait of  a C atholic  

sain t. N ow  that w e have exam ined  m ore in  detail the characteristics proper to a creature, and so the duties w hich  

becom e him , the sam e tru th  com es out still m ore clearly . W hat on  a superficial view  seem s the peculiar excellence  

of high spirituality , nam ely , that in  it G od  is served out of  love, turns out to  be a universal obligation undeniably  



founded on the sim ple fact of creation . T hus all practical relig ion is based upon a m an ’s behaving him self be

com ingly as a creature. It is the hum ility and  m odesty that com e out of  that thought w hich  give to his actions all 

their gracefulness and  beauty , and  com m ute  them  in to  w orship  and  adoration . W hen  w e seek  for the  first princip les  

of  holiness, w e  find  them  w here  the  heathen  finds the  roots of  his m oral duties, and  w here  asceticism  and  m ysticism  

discover  the  axiom s  out of  w hich  they  draw  unerringly  that  vast series of  am azing  tru ths w hich  theology  records and  

classifies. T hese axiom s are all im plied in the fact of our creation . T hey are the relig ious in tu itions proper to a  

creature. B ind  yourself  to no m ore than  on  reflection you  w ill acknow ledge yourself  to  be  bound  to  by  the sim ple  

fact that G od  created  you, and  then  you  w ill becom e  holy . It needs no  m ore  than  that.

If w e exam ine the falls both of angels and m en, w e shall see that w hat lay at the root of them  w as a  

forgetfu lness that they w ere creatures, or a perverse determ ination  to be som ething m ore. W hether the angels  

contem plated  their ow n  beauty and  rested  w ith  an  unhallow ed  com placency  in  them selves  as their end, or w hether 

they w ould  not bow  to the divine counsel of the Incarnation  and exaltation of C hrist’s hum an nature above their 

ow n, in  both  cases they forgot them selves as creatures, and dem anded  w hat it w as not becom ing in  a creature to  

dem and. Y ou  shall be  as gods, w as the very m otive w hich  the tem pter urged  in  order  to  push  m an  to liis ru in . M an  

insisted  upon  sharing  som ething  w hich  it had  pleased  G od  for the  tim e  to  reserve  to  H im self. T he  know ledge  of  G od  

w as the object of A dam ’s envy; and  so  unsuitable  w as it for him  as a creature, that, w hen  he got it. it ceased  to  be  

science, and  turned  in to  guilty  sham e. In  both  cases, it w as not m erely  that the  angels and  m an  refused  to  obey  their 

C reator; they  w anted  them selves  to  be  m ore than  creatures. T hey  w ould  not acquiesce in  their created  position . C an 

anything show  m ore  plain ly  the im portance of  keeping  alw ays before  us the  fact that w e  are creatures?

Y es! w e m ay go still higher. W e say of our  B lessed  L ord  that H e is our exam ple as w ell as our m ediator. 

Y et H e w as G od  as w ell as m an. W hat is th is then  but saying  that of such  consequence w as it to the happiness of 

m an  that he should  know  how  to  behave  him self  as a  creature, that it w as necessary  the  C reator  should  take  a  created  

nature, and  com e  H im self  to  show  him  how  to  w ear it? T hus one  of  the  m any  know n  reasons of  the  sublim e m ystery  

of  the  Incarnation w as that the C reator  H im self  m ight show  the  creature how  he should  behave as a  creature. W hat 

in terest does not th is throw  upon  the m inutest incidents and  m ost rapid  graphic allusions of  the  four G ospels! T he  

m ysteries of Jesus are m an ’s studies of the beauty of holiness. H is soul drinks beauty out of them , and so is 

im perceptib ly  transfonned  in to  the  likeness of  G od  m ade m an. H e  takes the  form  and  the  hue  of  the  Incarnate W ord.

If  w e turn  from  our  L ord ’s exam ple to  H is w  ork  for us as our  m ediator, the sam e tru th  m eets us in  another 

shape. N ot only w as H is created  nature necessary for th is office in the counsels of G od, but special stress is laid  

upon  those th ings  w hich  are em inently  characteristic of  a  created  nature as created . Speaking  of  H is in tercession  the  

A postle  says that “ in  the  days of  H is flesh  H e  w as heard  because  H e feared ,” and  again  he speaks of  the  crucifix ion  

in  the sam e w ay, “H e w as obedient unto death , even  the death  of the C ross.” It is as if  Jesus redeem ed the  w orld  

especially by acknow ledging in an infin itely m eritorious m anner through  H is created nature the sovereignty and  

dom inion  of  the C reator.

T o sum  up briefly the results of th is chapter, it appears, that to be a creature is a very peculiar and  

cognizable th ing , that it gives birth  to  a  w hole  set of  duties, obligations, responsib ilities, virtues, and  proprieties, that 

it im plies a certain  history  past and  fu ture, and  a  certain  present condition , that on  it are founded  all our  relations  to  

G od, and  therefore  all our  practical relig ion , and  that it involves in  its ow n  self, w ithout reference  to  any  additional 

m ercies, the  precise  obligation  of  loving  our  C reator  suprem ely  as our sole  end, and  of  serv ing  H im  from  the  m otive  

of love. T hus, as w e m ay say to the m isbeliever that he w ould be a C atholic if he only had an in telligent 

apprehension  of  the  m ysteiy  of  creation , so  w e m ay say to  the  C atholic that he  w ould  be  m ore  like a  sain t, if  he only  

understood  w ith  his m ind  and  felt in  his heart, w hat it w  as to  be  a  creature.



T he  T hird  C hapter

W H A T  IT  IS  T O  H A V E  A  C R E A T O R

D e b e m u s  i n t e l l i g e r e  u t  a m e m u s ,  n o n  v e r o  a m a r e  u t  i n t e l l i g a m u s .— St A nselm .

A s creatures w e are ourselves surrounded  w ith  creatures in  the  w orld . A bove us and  beneath  us and  around  us there  

are creatures, of  m anifo ld  sorts and  of  varying degrees of  beauty. T he earth  beneath  our feet, and  the vast sidereal 

spaces above us, are all teem ing  w ith  created  tilings. W hen  w e  com e to  reflect upon  them , w e  are alm ost bew ildered 

w ith  their  num ber  and  diversity , on  the earth , in  the  w ater, and  in  the  air, visib le  and  invisib le, know n  to science or 

unknow n. T hen  theology  teaches us that w e are ly ing  in  the m ighty  bosom  of another w orld of spiritual creatures, 

w hom  w e do not see, and  yet w ith  w hom  w e are in  hourly relations of  brotherhood  and love. T he realm s of spirit 

encom pass us w ith  their unim aginable  distances, and  in terpenetrate in  all directions our  m aterial w orlds. C reation  is 

populous w ith  angels. T hey are the liv ing  law s of  the m aterial w orld , the w ise and  potent m overs of the w heeling  

spheres. A ll night and  day  they  bear us com pany. T hey  hold  us by  the hand  and  lead  us on  our  w ay. T hey  hear our  

w ords, and w itness our m ost hidden acts. T he secrets of our hearts are hardly ours: for w e let them  transpire  

perpetually  by  external signs before  the keen  vision  of  the  angels. N ay. have w e not asked  G od  to  let our ow n  angel 

see  dow n  in to  our  hearts and  know  us thoroughly , so  that he  m ay  guide us better w ith  his affectionate and  surpassing  

skill? B ecause w e are creatures, creatures exercise a peculiar influence over us. L ove is stronger than  the grave. 

B lood  and  fam ily  and  country ru le us w ith  an  alm ost resistless sw ay. W e can  so attach  ourselves to  an  unreasoning  

anim al as to love it beyond all bounds, and  to w eep  w hen  its bright little life is taken  from  us. T he  very trees and  

fields of our village, and the blue dream y outline of our native hills, can so possess our souls as to sw ay them  

through  a  long  life of  travel or  of  m oney-m aking  or  of  am bition .

A las! w e are so saturated w ith creatures, that w e th ink even of our C reator under created sym bols; and  

G od ’s m ercilu l condescensions seem  to  show  that a m aterial creature could  hardly  w orship  w ith  a spiritual w orship , 

until the C reator had  kindly put on  a created nature. T hus every report of  the senses, every process of the m ind, 

every ' fom r and  figure in  the soul’s secret cham bers of im agery , every ' action  that goes out from  us. every pulse of 

our natural life , the  atom s of  m atter that circulate through  us in  sw ift and  endless stream s, clo th ing  the soul w ith  its 

garm ent of  m arvelous tex ture  w hich  is being  w oven  and  unw oven  every hour, as sw iftly as the  changes on  a dove ’s 

bright neck— all of them  im ply creatures, are kindled  by them , fed by them , lean upon  them , and cannot for one  

m om ent be disentangled from  them , except by som e m ost rare process of supernatural grace. O ur life seem s 

inextricably m ixed  up  w ith  creatures, and, to  use a  m etaphysical term , is  unthinkable  w ithout them .

H ow  difficult then  is it to  conceive of a  L ife w ithout creatures, a  L ife w hich  w as from  everlasting  w ithout 

them , w hich needs them  not. w hich  m ixes them  not up  w ith  itself, to w hich  they can add  nothing , and  from  w hich  

they can  take nothing! W e have to  banish  from  our m inds, or to  attem pt it, the  ideas of  tim e and  space, of  body and  

of  m otion; and  even  then  the  unim aginable void , w hich  is not space, or  the  colorless light w hich  is not body, is still a  

created  im age built up  of  created  notions. T here is som ething  unutterably  appalling  in  a L ife eternally  by itself, self- 

sufficing , its ow n  glory ', its ow n  know ledge, its ow n  m agnificence, its ow n  in tense blessedness, its ow n  silen t, vast, 

unthrilling  love. Surely  to  th ink  of  such  a  L ife is to  w orship  it. B ut ft— it is not It— there  w ere no t h i n g s  then— it is 

H e , our G od  and  our C reator! O ut of  that L ife w e cam e, w hen the L ife had spent an  etern ity w ithout us. T he L ife  

needed  us not, w as none  the  happier  because  of  us, ru led  not over a  w ider  em pire through  us, m ultip lied  not in  us  the



objects of om niscience. B ut the L ife loved us, and therefore out of the L ife w e cam e, and  from  its glorious sun- 

bright fountains have w e filled the tiny vases of our created lives. O h how  the sublim ity of th is faith at once  

nourishes our souls like  food  and  recreates the  m ind  like rest! O f  how  m any illusions  ought it not in  its m agnificent 

sim plicity  to  disabuse  us! T he  very ' idea  of  the  L ife  of G od  before ever the  w orlds w ere m ade m ust of  necessity  give  

a  tone and  a  color, im part a m eaning, and  im press a character upon  our  ow n  lives, w  hich  they w ould  not otherw ise 

have had. It furn ishes us w ith  a  m easure  of  the  true m agnitudes  of  th ings w hich  teaches us how  and  w hat to  hate and  

despise, and  how  and  w hat to  love  and  esteem . T o  put the  thought in to  easier w ords, w e  cannot fu lly  know ' w  hat it is 

to  be  a  creature, until  w e  know  as frilly  as w e can  w hat it is to  have  a  C reator.

It is the peculiar beauty of the O ld T estam ent that it brings out th is tru th  to us in  the m ost forcible and  

attractive m anner. T his is probably the secret of the hold w hich  it lays of the m inds of those w  ho have becom e  

fam iliar w ith  it in  early  youth , and  of  the deep  basis of  relig ious feeling  w hich  it seem s  to  plant in  them . T hough  it is 

m ade up of various books, differing in  date, and scene, and sty le, though  psalm  and  prophecy and m oral strains  

m ingle w ith  history and  biography , everyone feels that it has, alm ost as com pletely as the N ew  T estam ent, one  

spirit, one tone, one color, one scope. W hether it is w hen  A dam  and  E ve are doing penance in  A sia, and C ain  is 

w andering out on  the great hom eless earth , or w hether it is in the patriarch ’s ten t beneath the starry skies of 

M esopotam ia, or am id  the brick-fields of  the N ile, or the silen t glens of stem  Sinai, or during  the rough  chivalric  

days of  the  Judges, or in  the palaces of  Jerusalem , or  by  the w aters of  the  captiv ity , w hether it be  w hen  D ebbora  is 

chanting  beneath  her palm , or the king of Israel is singing  to his harp , or am id the allegorical actions of som e  

w ailing prophet, or the conversations  of  the  w ise m en  of  the Stony A rabia, w e are ever learn ing  w hat it is to  be a  

creature, and  w hat it is to  have a  C reator. W e are being  taught the  character  of  the  G od  of  A braham  and  of  Isaac  and  

of  Jacob, the  G od  that w as not like  the  gods of  the  heathen. W e  either see  or  hear  w hat H e  desires of  us, how  H e  w ill 

treat us, the  w ays, so  unlike  hum an  w ays, in  w hich  H e  loves us and  w ill show  H is love, H is sty le of  punishm ent, H is 

m anifo ld  devices of  m ercy, w hat H e  m eant hum an  life  to  be, and  how  m en  w ere  to  use  both  each  other and  the  earth  

w  hich  H e had  given  them  to  farm . W e do  not know  w hy  it is that a  tale, the like of  w hich  in  com m on  history  w ould  

barely  in terest us, should  fascinate us in  the  w ords of  inspiration , w hy  ordinary th ings should seem  sacred  because  

they are related  there, and w hy sim ple expressions should  have a latent spell w ithin them  enabling them  to fix  

them selves deep in  our souls to be the germ s of a strong  and dutifu l devotion through  a long life , and then  be a  

helpful pow er to  us in  death . It can  only  be  because  it is all so  possessed  w ith  G od. T he  tree hum ble  pathetic genius 

of  a  creature  com es in to our souls, and  m asters  them . T he  know ledge  of  G od  becom es alm ost a  personal fam iliarity  

w ith  H im , and  the  thought of  H im  grow  s in to  the sight of  H im . L ook  at the  fathers of  the desert and  the  elder sain ts 

of  the C atholic C hurch, and  see w hat giants of  holiness they  w ere, w hose daily  food  w as in  the  m ysterious sim plicity  

of the Sacred Scrip tures! T he H oly B ook  lies like a  bunch  of m yrrh  in  the  bosom  of  the C hurch, a  pow er of sanc

tification  like  to  w hich, in  kind  or in  degree, there  is no  other, except the  sacram ents of  the  Precious  B lood.

It w ould  not be  easy  to  throw in to w  ords the exact result of  the know  ledge of  G od  w hich  the B ible infuses  

in to us. It is hard  to fasten  and confine in  tenns the idea of a C reator. W hen  w e try  to do so , som ething  seem s to  

escape, to  evaporate, to retuse to go  in to  w ords; and  it is  just that som ething , as w e are conscious, w herein  m ost of 

the pow er and  beauty of  the idea reside. Just as w e m ay find  it hard  to  describe  the  character  of  our  earth ly  m other, 

to refine upon  her peculiarities, to select her prom inent and distinguishing  traits, and  yet w e have an  idea of her so  

distinct that w e see her m ore plain ly , and know  her m ore thoroughly than anyone else w e love, so is it w ith  our 

know ledge and  love of  G od. W e cannot look at H im  as sim ply external to ourselves. T hings have passed  betw een  

us; secret relationships are established; fond  ties are knitted ; thrilling  endearm ents have been  exchanged; there are  

m em ories of  forgiveness fu ll of  tenderness, and m em ories of punishm ent even  yet m ore fu ll of sw  eetness and of 

love; there have been  w ords said , w hich  could  never m ean  to others w  hat they m eant to  us; there have been  looks  



w hich  needed not w ords and  w ere m ore than  w ords; there have been  pressures of the hand  years ago, but w hich  

tingle  yet; there  are  countless silen t covenants  betw een  us, and  w ith  it all, such  a  conviction  of  H is fidelity! So  that it 

is true  to  each  one  of  us  beyond  our  neighbors, as it w as true to  the  Israelites  beyond  other  nations. W ho  is so  great a  

G od  as our  G od, and  w ho  hath  G od  so  near?

W e can  therefore  but try ' to  express in  cold  and  vague w ords the  idea  w hich  a  loving  C hristian  heart has of 

the C reator. It is plain  that our C reator is one w ho stands in  a relation  to  us w hich  has no  parallel w hatever am ong  

the  relations  w hich  exist betw een  ourselves  and  other creatures. It is not a question  of  degree; it is one of  kind  also . 

It stands by itself, and w e can  com pare it w ith  nothing  else. W e caim ot even understand  it in  its fu llness. D o w e  

know  w hat the act of creating a soul out of nothing im plies? D o w e com prehend the difference betw een  being  

nothing  and  possessing an  im m ortal life?  D o  w e fathom  w hat it is to  be  loved  eternally? D o  w e quite  take in  w hat it 

is to in terest G od in  our happiness, and  to have H im  em ployed  about us? D o w e understand w hat it is that there  

should  be the infin ite and  everlasting  G od, and  also , beside H im , som ething w hich is not H im self? Y et unless w e  

know  all these th ings, w e could  not know  w hat the relationship of  creature and  C reator  involves. B ut w e can  easily  

perceive so m uch as th is. N ot only is the relationship betw een our C reator and ourselves unlike anything else, 

w ithout parallel and  beyond  com parison , but it is far closer than  any  other tie of love  by  w hich  the  hum an  soul can  

possibly  be  bound. H e is obviously  nearer to  us than  father or m other. W e com e m ore directly from  H im  than  from  

them . W e are m ore  bound  up  w ith  H im . and  ow e  H im  m ore. W e  cannot com e  of  age  w ith  G od. nor  alter  our  position  

w ith  H im . W e cannot grow  out of  our dependence upon  H im . nor leave the hom e of  H is right hand. T he act of our 

creation is not done once for all. and then ceases. Preservation is but the continuance of creation, the non 

in term ption of the first act of divine pow er and love. T he strong spirit of the highest angel needs the active  

concurrence of  G od  every ' m om ent, lest it should  fall back  in to  its  orig inal nothingness.

B ut not only  is our relation  to  our  C reator  the closest of  all relations, it is also  the  tenderest and  the  dearest. 

N ay, its sw eetness m ay  alm ost be said  to  fo llow  from  its closeness; for the  closer the  union, the  m ore perfect should  

be  the  love. It is not w ithin  the pow er of  G od ’s om nipotence, if  w e m ay speak  so  boldly , to  m ake  H im self  otherw ise  

than infin itely desirable to H is creature. H e is in H im self so surpassingly beautiful, so attractively good, so  

unspeakably com passionate, that H e m ust of  necessity ' draw  us tow ards H im . E ven  those, w ho  of  their ow n  w ill arc  

lost, struggle  tow ards  H im , in  spite of  their  reluctant aversion , w ith  all the  m ight of  their nature  and  w ith  the  burning  

th irst of an  incessant desire. W hatever then  is sw eet, w hatever is delightfu l, w hatever is satisfy ing , in  hum an  love, 

parental or  filial, conjugal or  fraternal, is but a  poor shadow  of  the love  w hich  enters in to  the  tie  betw een  the C reator 

and  the  creature. H ence  w e are not surprised  to  find  that th is tie is so durable  that it can  never be  broken. T he child  

in  heaven  ow es no  allegiance to  its earth ly  father, and  like  the sain ts, m ay  be  in  glory  far  above  him . In  heaven  there  

is no  m arrying  nor giving  in  m arriage. T he resurrection has em ancipated  all from  every earth ly  bond. W hatever of 

earth ly  ties m ay survive in  heaven, it survives not as a  bond. B ut it is not so  w ith  the relation  betw een  the creature  

and the C reator. E veryw here and alw ays that rem ains the sam e. N ay. as the lapse of tim e is ever adding to the  

creature ’s debt, sw elling the huge sum  of his obligations for benefits received, opening out new reasons for 

dependence upon  his M aker, and draw ing him  in to still closer union  w ith H im , w e m ay even say that the tie is 

continually  acquiring  new  strength , and  is being  draw n  tighter  instead  of  being  relaxed. It is G od ’s unbounded  love, 

rather than  H is im m ense m agnificence, w hich m akes H im  ever new  to us. and H is beauty alw ay  s a fresh surprise 

and a fresh  delight. It is not only , to use the distinction  of the psalm , the greatness of H is m ercy, but it is the  

m ultitude of H is m ercies, w hich m ake our tm st and  confidence in  H im  so inexpressib ly consoling , and  our union  

w ith  H im  so far m ore in tim ate than  any other tie of w hich w e can conceive. W e are one w ith H im , as our L ord  

prayed  w e m ight be, even  as the  Father  and  the Son  and  the  H oly G host are  O ne.

If  w e endeavor  to  take to  pieces the idea of  a C reator, it m ay seem  as if  w e  w ere raising  id le questions and  



satisfy ing a  barren curiosity rather than m inistering  to solid edification. Y et it w ill not be  found so in  reality ; and  

there is no  other  w ay  by  w hich  w e can  get the  idea  clearly in to our  m inds. If  then  w e  reflect attentively  on  the  trains  

of  pious thought excited  in  us, w hen  w e m editate on  G od ’s glorious and  fatherly title of  C reator, w e shall find  that 

there  are at least nine  different considerations involved in  it, none of  w hich  w e could  spare  w ithout in juring  the  idea.

W hen  w e  m editate  on  our  B lessed  L ord ’s Passion , there  is som ething  ly ing  unexpressed  and  only  im plicitly  

perceived  under  all our  thoughts, and  w hich  gives to  the  different m ysteries  their  peculiar  attraction  and  solem nity . It 

is our  faith  in  H is divin ity . H ow ever exclusively  w e  m ay seem  to  be  occupied  w ith  H is sacred  hum anity , w e  never  in  

reality for a m om ent forget that H e is G od. So in  like m anner w hen w e th ink of G od as a Father or a Spouse, 

how ever m uch  w e appear to ourselves to  be engrossed  w ith  the peculiar and  special relationship in  w hich  H e has 

been  pleased to reveal H im self to us, our w hole m ind is in  fact pervaded  by the invisib le thought that H e is of a  

different  nature  from  ourselves, that H e is in  tru th  G od, and  all that is im plied  in  that blessed  nam e; and  it is  just th is 

w hich  m akes us thrill all over w ith  joy and  surprise as w e venture to call H im  by nam es w hich  w e could  not have  

used  w ithout  H is perm ission , and  w hich  are  only  applicable to  H im  in  a  certain  transcendental sense, w hich  is rather 

to be felt than  either spoken or conceived. T he difference of nature betw een  H im  and us, w hich  faith  never loses  

sight of, is the  first elem ent of  the  idea  of  a  C reator, and  one w hich  pervades all the others. T he divine nature is the  

grand  thought w hich is the fru itfu l m other of all our thoughts; and by the m em ory of it are all our m em ories 

m agnified .

B ut th is leads us still farther. For  the difference betw  een  H is nature and  ours is not like that w hich  separates 

the angels from  m en, or m en  from  the various tribes of anim als below ' them . It is an infin ite difference. A nd  thus  

w  hen  w e call H im  Father or K ing, Shepherd  or Friend, our language im plies only  a  privilege w hich  he  allow s to  us. 

no t any duties to  w hich  H e is bound  or rights to w hich  w e are entitled. W e have no com pact w  ith  G od. except the  

unm erited enjoym ent of H is m ercifu l indulgence. A s our C reator H is rights are sim ply unfathom able. H e has no  

du ties to  us, nothing  w hich  can  rigorously be called  duties. H e has m ade prom ises  to  us and  because  H e is G od, H e  

is faithfu l. B ut, as creatures w e have no  claim s. W e are bound  to  H im , and  bound  by obligations of  duty , and  under  

penalties of  trem endous severity . H e on  H is part overw helm s us w ith  the  m agnificent liberalities  of  H is unshackled  

love. Y et G od is neither a slavem aster nor a despot, not only because of H is infin ite goodness and unutterable 

sw eetness, but because H is rights are not lim ited  like theirs. N o  creature can  feel tow ards his fellow  -creature as w e  

feel tow ards H im . in  the grasp  of  w  hose om nipotence w e are at once so  help less and  so contented . T hough  the  blaze  

of St M ichael’s beauty and pow er w ere able to put us to death , if w e saw it in the flesh , w e could never feel 

ourselves in  his hands as w e are in  the hands of  G od. T hough  w e  are unable  to  im agine  the  risk  w e  w ould  not trust to  

M aty ', our m ost dear and  heavenly M other, or to  conceive anything  w hich  should  w eaken  our  confidence in  her one  

atom , yet it is not in  our  pow er, it is not a  possib ility  of  our  nature, provided  w e  know  w hat w e  are about, to  trust her 

as w e trust G od, sim ply  because  H is perfections in  H im self, and  therefore H is rights over  us, are illim itable.

H ence  also  w e never  th ink  of  questioning the w isdom  of  G od. or  H is pow er, or H is love. O ur  confidence in  

the  w orth  of  m en  is in  a  great m easure  proportioned  to  the  degree in  w liich  w e consider them  pledged  to  us. w hether 

by  duty , by  gratitude, by  relationship , by  honor, or  by necessity . W hereas it is  just the reverse w ith  our  trust in  G od. 

O ur confidence in  H im  is boundless, because H is sovereignty over us is boundless also . W e have our doubts about 

holy persons: w e criticize the sain ts: w e take view s about the angels. T here is nothing  in  creation w liich  w e do not 

seem  to  have som e sort of  right to  question . B ut w ith  G od  it is not so . H ere w e are sim ple belief, im plicit reliance, 

unhesitating  dependence. W e should  be  m ad  to  have any  other  thoughts w  here H e is concerned.

T hen, as w e cannot question  H im , w e m ust take H im  on  faith . It does not perplex  our dealings w ith  H im . 

that w e do not understand  H im . H is height above us does not obscure our perception of H is sovereignty . W e can  

trust H im  w ithout know ing  H im . W e listen  and  obey, even  w hen  H e gives no reasons; for w e know  that w e should  



possibly not appreciate  H is reasons if  H e gave  them , and  that no  reasons could  enhance our  certain ty  that H is orders 

are the perfection  of w hat is just and holy , com passionate and good. O ur fellow m en  m ust be reasonable, if  they  

w ould  govern  us and  use us for their purposes. B ut G od ’s w ill is to us above all reason, m ore convincing  than  all 

argum ent, m ore persuasive than any rew ard , because of the very infin iteness of H is superiority over us. W e take  

G od  on  faith , because H e is G od; and  w e take nothing  else on  faith  except so  far as w e account it to  represent G od, 

either as H is instrum ent, or  H is representative, or  H is likeness in  goodness, in justice, in  fidelity , or  in  love.

T hus looking  at our  C reator  as it w ere outside  of  ourselves, w e fonn  an  idea  of  H im , and  of  our  relations  to  

H im , w hich can  be accounted  for only by H is unspeakable em inence in  pow er, in  w isdom , and in  goodness. T he  

nothingness  to  w hich  H e  has given  life , and  being, and  H is ow n  im age, has a  secret bond  to  H im , w hich  has m ore  to  

do  w ith  its w orship  of  H im  than  even  H is superlative excellence and  unim aginable glory . B ut the idea  of  a  C reator  is 

yet m ore singular, m ore iso lated , m ore special, and  m ore in tim ate. For w e are never really outside of G od nor H e  

outside of  us. [footnote: Som e w riters, in  avoiding pantheism , seem  to deny one w hile  om nipresence, and  another 

w hile  providence.] H e is m ore  w ith  us than  w e are  w ith  ourselves. T he soul is less  in tim ately  in  the  body, than  H e  is 

both  in  our  bodies and  our souls. H e as it w ere flow s in to us, or w e are in  H im  as the  fish  in  the sea. W e use G od, if 

w e m ay  dare to  say  so , w henever w e m ake an  act of  our  w ill, and  w hen  w e  proceed  to  execute a  purpose. H e  has not 

m erely given us clearness of head, tenderness of heart, and strength of lim b, as gifts w hich w e m ay use  

independently of H im  w hen  once H e has conferred them  upon  us. B ut H e distinctly perm its and  actually concurs  

w ith  every  exercise  of  them  in  th inking , loving , or  acting .

T his influx  and  concourse  of  G od. as theologians  sty le  it, ought to  give  to  us all our  lives long  the  sensation  

of being  in an aw ful sanctuary, w here every sight and sound is one of w orship . It gives a peculiar and terrific  

character to acts of sin . ft is hard  to see how  lev ity even  is not sacrilege. E verything is penetrated  w ith G od, w hile  

H is inexpressib le purity is all untainted , and  H is adorable sim plicity unm ingled  w ith  that w hich  H e so in tim ately  

pervades, enlightens, anim ates, and  sustains. O ur  com m onest actions, our  lightest recreations, the  freedom s in  w hich  

w e m ost unbend— all these th ings take place and  are transacted , not so m uch  on  the earth  and  in  the air, as in  the  

bosom  of  the  om nipresent  G od.

T hus w hen  w e  use  the  w ords “dependence” , “subm ission” , “help lessness” , “confidence” , about our  relation  

to G od, w e are using  w ords w hich, inasm uch  as they  express also  certain  relations in  w hich  w e m ay  possibly stand  

to our fellow -creatures, are really inadequate to express our position  tow ards our C reator. W e have no one w ord  

w hich  can  fu lly convey  to  the m ind  the  uttem ess of  that honorable  abjection  in  w hich  w e lie  before  H im  w ho  m ade  

us. B ut th is is not all. T he  liberality  of  G od  is not satisfied  w ith  pouring  out upon  us in  such  profusion  the  w onderfu l 

gifts of  a  reasonable nature, H e  enriches us still m ore  nobly , H e  unites H im self  to  us still m ore in tim ately , by  the  yet 

m ore  m arvelous  gifts of  grace. Sanctify ing  grace is nothing  less than  a  participation of  the  divine  nature. If  w e  try  to  

th ink of th is, w e shall soon perceive that even im agination cannot m aster the greatness and the depth of th is 

stupendous gift, any  m ore than  it can  sensib ly detect the m anner of  its in tim ate existence w ithin  us, or  the delicacy  

of  its m anifo ld  and  incessant operations w hen  stirred  by  the  im pulses of  actual grace  w ithin  our  souls.

“G od,” says T auler,* “has created  us for so high  a  degree of honor, that no  creature could  ever have dared  

to  im agine  that G od  w ould  have chosen  it for so  great a  glory; and  w e ourselves are  now  unable to  conceive  how  H e  

could raise us higher than  H e has done. For, as H e could  not m ake us gods by nature, a prerogative w hich can  

belong  to  H im  alone. H e has m ade us gods by  grace, in  enabling  us to  possess w ith  H im , in  the  union  of  an  eternal 

love, one sam e  beatitude, one sam e  joy , one sam e kingdom .” [footnote: I n s t i t u t , cap. viii.] T he fact that G od  created  

angels and  m en  at first in  a  state of  grace and  not m erely  in  a  state of  nature, and  then  ftirther that H e heaps upon  us  

now  such  an  abundance  of  grace and  m akes us m em bers of  H im self  by  the Incarnation , causes us  to  feel that H e did  

not create us to  be sim ply  H is subjects and  outside  of  H im self, but to  be draw n  up  to  H im self, to  live  w ith  H im . to  



share H is blessedness, nay. and  H is nature too . M oreover, our continual dependence upon  grace, upon  g i f t s  w hich  

are by no m eans due to us as creatures, but w hich are sim ply supernatural, com pels us to acknow ledge that w e  

cannot even  do the good  w e in tensely  desire to do, except by  a sort of  m iraculous com m union  w ith  H im ; and  th is 

gives to  our  dependence  upon  G od  another  of  its peculiar  characteristics.

B ut H e is not only our first cause and fountain , not only our constant liv ing preservation , not only the  

source of  supernatural gifts and  graces over and  above the  ornam ents of  our nature, not only  H im self  the orig inal of 

w hich  H e  vouchsafed  to  m ake us copies, but H e is also  our  last end. A nd  H e is so in  tw o senses. H e is our  last end, 

because  H e is the  reason  of  our  existing  at all, because it is for H im , for H is ow n  glory , that w e live, and  not in  any  

w ay  for our ow n  sakes: and  H e is also our last end, because w e go  to  H im , and  rest now here  but in  H im self, not in  

any  gifts w liich  H e  gives us, but sim ply  in  H is ow n  liv ing  and  ever-b lessed  Self. O ur  etern ity reposes on  H im , and  is 

in  H im , and  w ith  H im , and  is the sight of  H im , and  H is em brace. T his is som ething  w hich  no  creature, nor all crea 

tion  together, can  share. It is the  sole  prerogative of G od. and  one  w hich  gives out a  w hole class of  affections  proper 

to  itself. N othing  in  life has any  m eaning, except as it draw s  us  further  in to  G od  and  presses  us m ore  closely  to  H im . 

T he w orld  is no better than a com plication of aw kw ard riddles, or a gloom y storehouse of disquieting  m ysteries, 

unless w e look  at it by  the  light of  th is sim ple  tru th , that the eternal G od  is blessedly the  last and  only  end  of  every  

soul of m an. L ife as it runs out is daily letting us dow n  in to H is B osom ; and thus each  day and hour is a step  

hom ew ard , a  danger  over, a  good  secured .

H ence it is. because G od alone is our last end. that H e alone never fails us. A ll else fails us but H e. A las! 

how  often  is life but a succession  of  w orn-out friendships! Y outh  passes, w ith  its rom ance, and crow ds w hom  w e  

loved  have drifted  aw ay  from  us. T hey have  not been  unfaithfu l to  us. nor w e  to  them . W e have both  but obeyed  a  

law  of life , and  have exem plified  a  w orld-w ide  experience. T he  pressure of  life has parted  us. T hen  com es m iddle  

life , the grand  season  of  cm el m isunderstandings, as if  reason  w ere w antoning  in  its m aturity , and  by suspicions  and  

circum ventions and  constructions  w ere putting  to  death  our  affections. A ll w e love and  lean  upon  fails us. W e pass 

through a succession  of acquain tanceships; w e tire out num berless friendships; w e use up  the  kindness of  kindred; 

w e drain  to  the dregs the confidence of  our fellow -laborers; there is a point beyond w hich  w e m ust not trespass on  

the  forbearance  of  our  neighbors.

A nd  so  w e  drift on  in to  the solitary  havens of  old  age, to  w eary by  our  num berless w ants the fidelity  w hich  

deem s it a  relig ion  to  m inister to  our  decay. A nd  there  w e see that G od  has outlived  and  outlasted  all: the  Friend  w ho  

w as never doubtfu l, the Partner w ho never suspected , the A cquain tance w ho loved  us better, at least it seem ed so . 

the m ore evil H e knew  of  us, the  Fellow -laborer w ho  did  our  w ork  for us as w ell as H is ow n, and  the  N eighbor w ho  

thought H e had  never done enough  for us, the sole Superior w ho w as neither rude nor inconsiderate, the one  L ove, 

that unlike all created  loves, w as never cm el, exacting , precip itate, or ox  erbearing . H e has had  patience w ith  us, has 

believed in  us, and  has stood  by  us. W hat should  w e have done if  w e had not had  H im ? A ll m en  have been  liars; 

even  those w ho seem ed  sain ts broke dow n, w hen  our im perfections leaned  on  them , and  they w ounded  us, and  the  

w ound w as poisoned; but H e has been faithfu l and  tm e. O n  th is account alone H e is to us w hat neither kinsm an, 

friend, or  fellow -laborer can  be.

T he m ore deeply w e enter in to these plain  tm ths and the m ore assiduously w e m editate  upon  them , the  

m ore w e find grow ing  over us a certain hum ility , w hich  consists not so m uch  in  prostrating ourselves before the  

m ajesty of  G od, as in  a  kind  of  hatred  of  ourselves, w hich  increases together  w ith  our  increase  in  the  love of  G od. It 

is not the contem pt of  our ow n  vileness  w liich  fo llow s after sin , and  is a  part of  C hristian  repentance. It is not like  

that fresh  burst of  love to  G od, w hich  fo llow s w hen  H e has inflicted  som e  just punishm ent upon  us for our sins, and  

w hich  turns our hearts w ith such  exceeding  tenderness tow ards H im . It is a  sort of  ignoring  of our ow n  claim s and  

in terest, a  forgetting  of  ourselves because of  the keem iess of  our rem em brance of  G od, and  an  abandonm ent of  our  



ow n  cause for H is: and  all th is w ith  a sort of dislike of  ourselves, of  patient im patience w ith  our ow n  m eanness, a  

pleasure in  acknow ledging  our  ow n  unw orth iness, like the pleasure of  a contrite confession , a gratefu l w onder that 

G od should treat us so differently from  w hat w e desen  e, and  ultim ately a desire to rem ind H im  of our ow n self- 

abasem ent, of  that in to lerable dem erit of ours, w hich  H e seem s in  H is m ercy so entirely to forget. In  a  w ord, self- 

abasem ent is the genius of a  creature as a  creature; it is his m ost reasonable fram e of  m ind; it is that w hich  is true  

about him  w hen  all else is false.

Y et in  apparent contradiction to  th is self-hatred , the  idea of  our C reator  is accom panied  w ith  a  fam iliarity , 

for  w hich  it is difficult to  account, but w hich  seem s an  essential part of  our  filial piety  tow ards our  H eavenly  Father. 

W e can say to  H im  w hat w e cannot say to our fellow -creatures. W e can  take liberties w ith  H im , w hich  in  now ise  

im pair our reverence. W e are m ore at ease w hen  only  H is eye is fu ll upon  us than  w hen  the gaze of  m en  is fixed  

upon  our actions. H e m isunderstands nothing. H e takes no um brage. H e m akes us at hom e w ith  H im . C hild like  

sim plicity is the only cerem onial of our m ost secret in tercourse w ith H im . H is presence does not oppress our 

privacy. H is know ledge of  our nature, or rather our  know ledge  that H e created it. gives us  a  kind  of  fam iliarity w ith  

H im , for it is a  question  of  kind  rather than  of  degree, such  as w e can  never have  w ith  the  great ones of  the  earth , nor 

even  w ith  those nearest and  dearest to us. W e could  not bear to  let our fellow -creatures alw ays see us. B ut nothing  

m akes us com m on  to G od. H e never— m ay w e say it?— loses H is reverence for those w hom  H e has deigned  eter

nally  to  love.*  T here is no  need  of  concealm ent w ith  H im , w ho  sees through  us, w ho  regards  the  acknow ledgm ent of 

our  m anifo ld  w eakness alm ost as acceptable w orship  of  H is M ajesty , and  to  w hom  our  infirm ities  are H is ow n  law s, 

and  our  indignities  but the  tim ely  exhibition  of  our  needs.

[footnote: It has alw ays seem ed  to  m e  as if  a  w hole revelation  of  G od  w ere in  those  w ords of  the  B ook  of  W isdom  

(12:18): C um  m agna reverentia  disponis  nos. M ost of  the  m odem  D ouays render it “W ith  great favor T hou  disposes! 

of us,” thereby m issing  both  the beauty and the m eaning. T he old D ouay. w hich  has seldom  been altered for the  

better by m odem  hands, translates the verse. "B ut T hou, D om inatour of  pow er, judgest w ith  tranquilitie , and  w ith  

great reverence disposes! of  us; for it is in  T hy pow er, w hen  T hou  w ilt, to  be  able." T he G reek of  the Septuagin t is 

μετά  πολλή ς  φειδου ς  διο ικείς  ημά ς . T he passage is a  perfect fountain  of  m editation .]

Such  are the considerations  w hich  m ake up  our idea of  a C reator in  our m inds. T hey lie there im plicitly . 

Som etim es w e realize them , som etim es not. N ow  one of  them  starts to  view , and  for a w hile occupies our  thoughts, 

and  now  another. B ut on  the  w hole th is is w hat the  idea com es to  w hen  it is analyzed. W e th ink  of  H im  as one  w ho  

is not like our  parents, because  H e is not of  the sam e nature  w ith  us. of  one  w hose  rights are illim itable and  rest on  

no com pact, of one w hose w isdom , pow er, and love w e m ay not question , and w hom  therefore w e m ust take on  

faith , and  trust, sim ply  because of  the  infin iteness  of  H is superiority ; of  one  w ho  penetrates us  w ith  the  influx  of  H is 

om nipresence, and concurs w ith all our m ovem ents, w ho enlightens nature w ith grace, and as our last end  

recom penses grace w ith  glory; to trust in  w hose never-failing  faithfulness is as m uch  a  joy as it is a necessity, to  

love  w hom  is to  despise ourselves, and  yet w ith  w hom  w e are on  term s of  m ysterious in tim acy  far transcending  the  

closest qualities  and  m ost unreproved  freedom s of  any  hum an  tie. T his is our  idea  of  a  C reator; all these  th ings seem  

to  fo llow  from  our  know ledge of  that eternal L ove, w ho saw  us from  the  first, and  w hen  the tim e cam e called  us out 

of  nothing .

[footnote: T hus  the delighted  adm ission of  the  very  absolu teness  of  G od ’s sovereignty  over  us seem s to  bring  us  

to a m ore m anifest equality , a m ore priv ileged  in tim acy w ith  H im , than that view  of G od w hich represents the  

relation  of  C reator  and  creature  as a  beautifu lly  just discharge of  m utual obligations, w herein  H e  respects  the charter 

H e has given  us, and  w e obey H is law s as w ell as H is know ledge  of our  w eakness gives H im  a right to expect. I 

have not a w ord to say of condem nation of that system  of theology  w hich  endeavors to clear the relationship of 

C reator and  creature of all difficu lty , and  justifies G od  to m an  by representing  H im  as exercising  over us a sort of 



lim ited sovereignty w hich  fu lly satisfies our ideas of perfect equity , such equity as subsists betw een a pow erful 

m onarch  and  his subjects. B ut I am  quite unable to receive such  a system  of  belief in to m yself. A  controversialist  

w ho  m akes out that there are no  difficu lties  in  revelation  seem s to  m e  to  prove  too  m uch: for to say that a  disclosure 

from  an  Infin ite  M ind  to  fin ite  m inds is all easy  and  straightforw ard , is alm ost to  say  that there is no  such  disclosure, 

or that the one claim ing  to  so received  is not divine. So in  like m anner, w hen  w e consider w hat it is to  be a  creature, 

and  w hat it is to have a  C reator, w e cannot but suspect a  theological system  w hich  represents our relations w ith  our 

C reator  as beset w ith  no difficu lties, and  m akes all our  dealings w ith  H im  as sm ooth  and  in tellig ib le as if  they  w ere  

betw een  m an  and  m an. It m akes m e suspicious, because it proves  so  m uch, and  th is quite irrespectively of  any of  its 

argum ents in  detail. T here m ust be at the least a l o o k  of overbearing  pow er, and  an  exhibition of  justice unlike the  

fairness of hum an  justice, or I shall not easily be persuaded  that the case betw een G od and m an has been stated  

candidly or even  quite reverently . It is indeed  an  act of love of G od, as w ell as of our neighbor, to m ake relig ious 

difficu lties plain ; but he is a bold controversialist w ho in an age of general in telligence  denies the existence of  

difficu lties altogether, or even underestim ates their force; and as the facts on m an ’s side are too obvious to be  

glossed over, the tem ptation is alm ost irresistib le to m ake free w ith G od, and to strive to render H im  m ore  

in telligib le  by low ering  H im  to hum an  notions. In  the long run  th is m ethod of controversy m ust lead to unbelief. 

M ost m en  are m ore satisfied  by an  honest adm ission  of their difficu lty than  by an  answ er to it; few  answ ers are  

com plete, and  com m on  sense w ill never receive a  relig ion  w hich  is represented as having  no difficu lties. It forfeits 

its character of  being  divine, by  m aking such  a claim . R elig ion , as such, cannot be attractive, unless it is also  tm e; 

and  w hen  w e are sure of  the  tm th , w e m ust not m ind  its  looking  unattractive, but trust it, as from  G od. and  therefore, 

as H is, possessed of  a  secret of  success w hich  w ill carry  it securely  to  its end.]

T o analyze our  idea  of  a  C reator  is the  first step  tow ards answ ering  the  question  w e proposed to  ourselves, 

W hat it is to  have a C reator. W e have now  to  take a  further step . If  our C reator is such  as w e have described, if  the  

fact of  H is having  condescended  to  create us puts H im  in  such  a  position  tow ards us. w hat m ust the serv ice  of  H im  

necessarily  be  to  us  H is creatures? T he serv ice  of  the C reator  m ust obviously  be  the  end  and  purpose  of  the  creature. 

G od  is H is  ow n  end; and  H e is ours also . E verything  short of  G od  is to  the creature a  m eans, not an  end, som ething  

transitory , and  not perm anent, som ething in  w hich  at best w e can  have but a  fitfu l joy , not a contented  and  blessed  

rest. T he  value of  everyth ing  in  life depends on  its pow er  to  lead  us  to  G od  by  the shortest road . B ut as the serv ice  of 

G od is the creature’s real w ork, so also  is it his tm e  dignity . T he rank  and  pageantry of  the w orld  cannot clo the us  

w ith  real dignity . T o  serve G od  is the only honor, w hich  it is w orth  our  w hile  to  strive after. T he order of  holiness is 

to the eyes of  the enlightened  angels the only authentic precedence in  the w orld . So w hat is m an ’s true dignity is 

also  his greatest happiness. W e do  not value as w e  ought our  inestim able priv ilege of  being  allow ed  to  w orship  G od. 

W e do not prize our heavenly prerogative of being  perm itted to keep H is com m andm ents. W e look at that as a  

struggle w hich  is in  tru th  a  crow n. W e look  at that as an  obligation  w hich  is m ore properly a  boon. W e call it duty  

w hen  its law ful nam e  is right, the  right of  best-beloved  sons.

H ave not m illions tried  to  be  happy  in  som ething  w hich  w as not the  service  of  their C reator, and  how  m any  

of  them  have succeeded? A nd  did  ever one creature seek  his happiness  in  G od, and  not find  unspeakably m ore than  

he had ventured to conceive? W hy, the very austerity of the sain t is m ore light-hearted than the gaiety of the  

w orld ling . So  m any  m en  die  in  a  m inute  the  w orld  over, and  w hat is the  last lesson  of  every  one  of  them , but that the  

sendee  of  G od  is the  highest happiness of  m an?

B ut w e  talk  of  in terest. In terest leads the  w orld . It is self-love ’s god. It is strong  enough  to  w arp  the  stoutest  

m ind, and  to  beat dow n  the m ost rom antic affections. A ll tilings give  w ay to  in terest. T he  days of  chivalry  are past; 

and  perhaps w hen  they  w ere present, in terest w as as m uch  the  crow ned king  of society  as it is now . Y et if  the best 

in terest is that w hich  is first of  all m ost secure, and  then  m ost abundant, and  after that m ost lasting , and  finally  to  be  

gained  w ith  the least outlay , w hat in terest can  com pare  w ith  our  in terest in  serv ing  G od, and  speculating  only  on  H is 

favor and fidelity? W e talk of  w isdom  also . T hese are days of  w isdom . K now ledge covers the earth  as the  w aters  

cover the sea. Y et the prophecy is not fu lfilled , for it is hardly the know ledge  of G od  w hich  abounds am ongst us. 

B ut if  that be  the highest w isdom  w hich  sees farthest and  clearest, w hich  em braces the  greatest num ber of  tm ths, and  



the highest kind  of  tru ths, w hich  contem plates them  w ith  the m ost com plete and  accurate certain ty , and  w hich  is of 

practical use  to  all etern ity , then  w hat earth ly  w  isdom  w ill com pare w ith  the  w  isdom  of  serv ing  G od? H ow  is it that 

w e are so  fascinated  by  the  various sciences of  m ind  and  m atter, and  yet find  theology ' so  tam e and  dull? W hy  is it 

that w e  are so  excited  by  a  new  book  on  geology  or chem istry , and  turn  aw ay  w  ith  w eariness  from  the  old-fashioned  

trad itions of the C hristian  C hurch? Surely it is because w e have no love of G od, because w e do not keep up  our 

relations  w  ith  H im  as our C reator. W ere it not so , w  e should  find  our m odem  sciences uninteresting  in  their details  

and  sterile  in  results, unless w e  ourselves m ake a  theological com m entary  upon  them  as w e  read .

L iberty is another idol of the sons of m en, and one w hose w orship is of all false w orships the least 

blam ew orthy , although  the greatest of  crim es have been  perpetrated in  its nam e. Y et w hat does our liberty am ount 

to?  Freedom  of  action , of  speech, and  of  pen, are indeed  noble achievem ents of  civilization  and  m ighty ' m issionaries 

of  the G ospel too . Y et is a  m an  really  free w ho  is not free from  self? If  he is a slave to  base passions, or the  tool of 

his ow n  spite and  m alice, or the pander to lus ow  n  crim inal pursuits, or the  victim  of his ow n  sell-love, w ith  w  hat 

kind  of liberty is he free? If he is chained dow n  to earth , then he is disabled for the liberty of heaven. If he has 

practically  sold  him self  to  the  evil angels, w  ho  is m ore a  bondsm an  than  he? From  Satan , w orld , and  self  there is no  

liberty , but in  the service of our C reator: and  H is service is liberty indeed, not only the tm est and  the sw  eetest, but 

the  w idest also , O h  for  the  unconstrained  spirit of  the  sain ts, w  ho have  cut off  all ties and  snapped  all bonds  asunder, 

that they  m ight fly  aw ay  and  be  w ith  C hrist!

T he service of  the C reator  is also  the creature ’s m ost enduring  reality . T he  unreality  of  the  w orld  is an  old  

story . It w as to ld  in  A thens, before  ever our Savior  preached  in  Palestine. It is a  m iserable th ing  to  build  on  sand, or 

to  give  our  m oney  for  that w hich  is not bread. Y et it is w hat w e  are all of  us doing  all our  lives long, except w hen  w e  

are loving  G od. H um an  love is a  treachery and  a delusion . It soon  w ears threadbare and w e die of  cold . Place and  

office slip  from  us, w hen  our hands get old  and  num b, and cannot grasp  them  tight. R iches, says the H oly G host, 

m ake  to  them selves w  ings and  fly  aw ay. G ood  health  is certain ly  a  boundless enjoym ent; but it is alw ays giving  w ay  

beneath  us, and  our  years of  strength are after all but few , and  our  vigor seem s to  go  w hen  w e need  it m ost. T here is 

a  noiseless  unriveting  of  our  strength  by  the  lapse  of  years, w  hich  com es  before  old  age, and  is m ore  prostrating  than  

any sickness. B ut the service of G od im proves upon  acquain tance, gives m ore than  it prom ises, and after a little  

effort is nothing  but rew ards, and  rew ards w hich  endure for everm ore.

B ut th is is not all. N ot only are all these th ings the  truest, greatest, highest, w isest, best, w idest, and  m ost 

enduring  dignity , happiness, in terest, w isdom , liberty , and  reality '; but the  sendee  of  the  C reator is  the  creature ’s s o l e  

end, dignity . happiness, in terest, w isdom , liberty , and  reality . H e has no other, none that have a  right to  the nam e, 

none that are not pretenders; and  he w ho seeks any other w  ill never find  them . H ow ever deliberate his evil choice, 

he  w ill not gain  earth  by  forfeiting  heaven. If  he  w orks for H ere, he  w ill lose H ere as w ell as H ereafter. W hereas if 

he w 'orks for H ereafter, he w ill gain  H ere as w ell. M oreover the sendee of  the C reator is not only the creature’s 

solitary end, dignity . happiness, in terest, w isdom , liberty , and reality  ; but the opposite evils of all these th ings w  ill 

flow  from  its neglect. In  a w ord, unless w e sen  e G od, the  w orld  is a dism al, unm eaning, heart-breaking  w ilderness, 

and  life no  m ore  than  an  insoluble  and  unprofitable  problem . L ook  how  cruel life is to  the  w icked m an! T ake him  at 

his best estate, reckon  up  the  pains he takes, the efforts he m akes, the  activ ity  he expends, how  he is burnt up  w ith  

the fever  of  insatiab le  desires, m im ing  a  race after im possib le  ends, im poverish ing  heart and  m ind  w  ith  excitem ents  

w hich  are their ow n  punishm ent; w hat a  tyranny  the  slow  lapse of  tim e  is to  him , w hat a  bitter stepm other  the  w orld  

he has so adored! T he flood-tide  of irritation and  then  the ebb of help less languor, w  ho  w ould  live a life of  w hich  

those are the  incessant alternations? T he w illfu l sinner is but a m an  w ho, in  order to  get rid  of  G od, explores, to  his 

ow  n  cost, every species of  disappointm ent, and  now  here  finds contentm ent or  repose.

W hat is it that w e have said? T he service of the C reator is the creature’s last end, his tm e dignity , his 



greatest happiness, his  best in terest, his highest w isdom , his w idest liberty , and  his m ost enduring  reality : the  sendee  

of  the C reator  is, furtherm ore, the  one  solitary  th ing  w hich  answ ers tru ly  to  any of  the  above  nam es: and  lastly , from  

its neglect, the  very ' opposites of  dignity , happiness, in terest, w isdom , liberty , and  reality fo llow  to  the  creature, and  

the  end  of  all is everlasting  perdition . W e are alm ost asham ed  to  w rite dow n  such  sim ple  th ings, and  to  take up  your 

tim e w ith  reading a string of propositions w hich no one in Iris senses w ould dream  of controverting . It is like  

prin ting  the  m erest rudim ents of  C hristian  doctrine  under a  m ore pretentious title than  that of  a  catechism . Y et, w hen  

w e look  at our past lives, perhaps our  present lives, in  the light of  these elem entary ' tru ths, it w ould  seem  as if  they  

could  never  be stated  too  often , and  as if  there w as no  one, learned  or sim ple, sain t or sinner, to  w hom  the statem ent 

of  them  w as ever  an  unseasonable  adm onition  or  an  unnecessary  repetition .

G od  has established H is right to our service by so m any other titles than  that of  creation , that self-love is 

able, alm ost unconsciously , to  th ink  m ore  of  those titles, the  acknow ledgm ent of  w hich  im plies m ore faith  and  m ore  

generosity in us, and to dw ell less on that w hich is at once the m ost self-evident, involves the com pletes!  

subm ission , and  w ill not adm it of  m ore than  one opinion . N o  one can  exaggerate the extent to  w hich  G od  is ignored  

in  H is ow n  w orld . It is a  m iserable fact w hich  is alw ays a  discovery ', and  is alw ays new , because w e see m ore of it 

every day of our lives. T o  the friends of G od  it is a grow ing  unhappiness, because as they advance in  holiness and  

know  H im  better, it seem s to  them  less and  less possib le not to  love H im  w ith  the m ost ardent, enthusiastic, and  ex 

clusive  love, and  yet at the  sam e  tim e experience  is  forcing  upon  them  the  unw elcom e conviction  that they know  not 

one-tenth  part of  the w ickedness of  bad m en, or of  the crim inal inadvertence of those w ho profess to acknow ledge  

the sovereignty of G od. T he w orld has m any trades and  m any tasks for its m any sons: but there is one daily labor 

w hich  it seem s to  add  to  all of  them , the effort to  put aw ay  from  its children  the  rem em brance  that they are creatures, 

in  order that they m ay the m ore undoubtingly  forget that they have a C reator. B lessed  be  the goodness of G od. for 

giving us the grace to rem em ber H im ; for out of  that grace w ill all others com e; and  thrice  blessed  be H is infin ite  

com passion  for the further grace of  loving  H im . and  of  yearning  to  m ake others love  H im  m ore!

It fo llow s from  w hat has been said  that there cannot be m uch  question  as to the extent of our service of 

G od, or the degree in  w hich  w e are to serve H im . If  H e is our  last end, then  H is service is that one  tiling  needful of 

w hich our L ord spoke in the G ospel. W ith all our heart, w ith all our m ind, w ith all our soul, and w ith all our 

strength — it m ust be  thus, and  only  thus, that w e should  sen  e our  C reator; for any service short of  th is, or short of  a  

real effort to m ake it th is, w ould  be disloyalty to H is infin ite m ajesty and  goodness. B ut in  w hat w ay, or in  w hat 

spirit, are w e to serve G od? T his question  also appears to  be settled , w ithout any further argum ent or appeal, by  our 

ow n  idea  of  w hat it is to  have a C reator. It is plain  that the  kind  of  w orship  w hich  w e  pay  to  H im  m ust he  som ething  

of  the fo llow ing  descrip tion . It m ust be  an  easy serv ice, as w ell because  of  H is im m ense  com passion  as because of 

our  unhappy  w eakness. It w ould  be  doing  a  dishonor to  H is goodness  to suppose  H e has m ade the  w ay  to  H is favor 

difficu lt, or that H e does not efficaciously desire to save countless, countless m ultitudes of  H is fallen  creatures. It 

w ould  be an  unfilial irreverence to  our  m ost dear and  loving  C reator  to  im agine  that H is serv ice w ould  not be easy  

and  delightfu l.

B ut it m ust not only  be  the  easiest of  serv ices, it m ust be  the  noblest a lso . W e  m ust not offer  to G od  except 

of  our  best, It m ust be the noblest, as for H im  w ho is noble  beyond  w ord  or thought, and  it m ust be  the noblest as 

ennobling  us w ho serve  H im , and  m aking  us m ore like  H im self. It m ust be  the  happiest of  serv ices. For  w hat is G od  

but infin ite  beatitude and  eternal joy?  H is life is  joy . A ll that is bright and  happy com es from  H im . W ere it not for 

H im , there  w ould  be no gladness, either in  heaven  or on  earth . T here can  be nothing  m elancholy , nothing  gloom y, 

nothing  harsh nothing  unw illing , in  our service of  such  a  Father and  C reator. O ur w orship  m ust be happy in  itself, 

happy in  look  and  in  expression , happy  in  blitheness  and  in  prom ptitude and  in  beautifu l decom m ; and  it m ust also  



be such  a  w orship  as. w hile  it gladdens the  tenderness of  G od  and  glorifies H is paternal fondness, shall also  fill our 

souls w ith  that abounding  happiness in  H im . w hich  is our  m ain  strength  in  all w ell-doing  and  in  all holy suffering .

It m ust be a sendee also  w inch  calls out and  occupies  the  w hole of m an. T here m ust not be  a sense of  our 

bodies, nor a  faculty of  our  m inds, nor  an  affection  of  our hearts, not a  th ing  that w e can  do. nor  a  th ing  that w e can  

suffer, but th is sen  ice m ust be  able to  absorb  it and  transform  it in to itself. W e m ust not only w orship  G od  alw ays, 

but the w hole of us m ust w orship G od. O ur veiy distractions m ust be w orship , and w e m ust have som e kind  of 

w orship  w hich  w ill enable them  so to  be. T hus it m ust be  an  obvious serv ice, one  w hich  at the  ven first sight shall 

strike  a  creature  as reasonable and  fitting; and  in  order  to  be  so , it m ust be such  a service as a  creature  w ould  w ish  to  

have rendered  to him self. It m ust have that in  it w hich alone m akes any sen  ice graceful or acceptable. B ut as our 

w ants are m any, our feelings m anifo ld , and our duties m ultip lied , our service of the C reator m ust be one w hich  

includes all possib le sendees, expresses all our num erous relations w ith  H im . satisfies all H is claim s upon  us, at 

least in  som e degree, and  has pow er  to  im petrate for  us the  m any  and  various supplies of  our  diversified  necessities.

It m ust be a service also , w hich  in a sense shall com prehend G od, and em brace the Incom prehensib le. It 

m ust honor all H is perfections, and all of them  at once, even w hile it sees G od, rather as H im self universal 

perfection , than  as having  any distinct perfections. It m ust not w orship  H is m ercy to  the  detrim ent of  H is  justice, or 

H is sim plicity ' to  the in jury ' of ’ H is beauty ; it m ust not lose sight of  H is  jealousy  in  H is liberality , nor lightly  esteem  

H is sanctity ' because of H is facility in pardoning. A nd it m ust settle all these difficu lties in a practical w ay, the  

w isdom  of  w hich  w ill be acknow ledged  as soon  as it is stated , and  w hich  w ill not perplex  our sim ple  com m union  

w ith  G od  by subtleties and  distinctions. It m ust be a service w hose direct effect m ust be  union. It m ust have such  a  

special pow er over the hum an  soul, and  at the sam e tim e so  peculiarly prevail w ith  G od. as to  jo in  G od  and  the soul 

together in  the m ost m ysterious and  indissoluble  union. For the creature tends to  close union  w ith  the C reator, and  

union  alone is the perfection  of  all true  w orship . Finally  th is service or  w orship , as it is union, m ust last, and  outlive, 

and  take up in to itself, and  develop , and  m agnify , all other graces. M oreover it m ust be som ething m ore than  they  

are. som ething besides, w hich w ords cannot tell, but w hich w ill be an inconceivable and eternal gladness, 

brightening  in  our  souls for  everm ore.

A ny serv ice, either short of  th is or different from  th is, w ould  plain ly  be  unsuitable  as an  offering  from  the  

creature  to  the C reator. It is im plied in  the  very  notion  of  creation; for w e cannot understand creation  otherw ise  than  

as an  act of  eternal love. O ur ow n  idea of  a  C reator  has already settled  the  question  for us. W e do  not anticipate the  

least objection  to  any  of  the  requirem ents specified  above; and  num erous as they are, and  differing  in  so  m any  w ays, 

there is one spirit, one w orship , one  tem per, one act, one habit, one  w ord, w hich  at once satisfies all of  them  in  the  

com pletest w ay possib le to a fin ite creature. T hat one w ord is love. T he creature cannot serve the C reator except 

w ith  a  service of  love. L ove is the  soul of  w orship , the  foundation  of  reverence, the  life  of  good  w orks, the  rem ission  

of sins, the  increase of holiness, and  the security of  final perseverance. L ove  m eets the  first of  our  requirem ents; for 

of  all serv ices it is the  easiest. Its facility  has passed  in to  a  proverb . It is also  the  noblest and  the  happiest of  serv ices, 

the noblest because it is the least m ercenaiy , the happiest because it is the m ost voluntary . It is the only  one w hich  

calls out and  occupies the w hole  m an; and  it is naturally  a  creature’s obvious  serv ice; for  it is the  only  service  w hich  

he  w ould  care to  have rendered  to  him self. L ove  alone  fu lfils all the  com m andm ents  at once, and  is the  perfection  of 

all our duties. It is the only  one  w hich  does not deny, or at least preterm it, som ething  in  G od. Fear, w hen  exclusive, 

denies m ercy, and fam iliarity w eakens reverence, w hen the fam iliarity  is not profoundly based on  love; w hereas  

love settles the equalities and  rights of  all the  attributes  of  G od, enthrones  them  all, adores  them  all, and  is nourished  

in  exceeding  gladness by them  all. L ove also , and  alone, accom plishes  union; and  w hile faith  daw ns in to sight, and  

hope ends in everlasting contentm ent, love alone abides, as w e said before, outliv ing , tak ing up in to itself, 



developing , and  m agnify ing  all other graces, consum m ating  at last that m ystical oneness w ith  G od  w hich  the sain ts  

have  nam ed  divine  espousals.

O nce m ore you  m ust rem em ber that w e are not speaking  of  perfection , nor describ ing  the heroism  of  the  

sain ts. W e are saying  nothing  of  voluntary  austerities, nor  of  the  love of suffering , nor of  the th irst for hum iliations  

nor of the m artyrdom s of charity , nor of silence under unjust accusations, nor of a positive distaste for w orld ly  

th ings, nor of an  im patience to  be dissolved  and  be w ith  C hrist, nor of  the hidden  life , nor of  the surrender of  our 

ow n  w ill by  vow s, nor  of  m ortification  of  the  judgm ent, nor of  holy virgi  nity . nor  of  evangelical poverty , nor  of  the  

supernatural m ysteries of the in terior life , of the arduous and perilous paths of m ystical contem plation . W e are  

speaking  only  of  w hat G od  has a  right to , sim ply  because  H e has created  us. of  w hat w e cannot w ith  decency  refuse, 

of  w hat com m on  sense alone  convinces  us, and  of  w hat w e m ust be  practical atheists if  w e  venture  to  w ithhold . A nd  

yet it am ounts to our m aking the service of G od our sole end, dignity , happiness, w isdom , in terest, liberty , and  

reality ; and  to  our devoting ourselves to  it out of  love as the  m ost obvious as w ell as the  only sufficient w orship  of 

our  C reator. Sim ple as the  statem ent seem s, and  unansw erable  as it is in  all its details, it com es  to  far  m ore  than  m en  

w ill ordinarily  allow ; and  yet if  it proves itself as soon  as it is propounded, w hat can  w e conclude except that m en  

w ill not th ink  of  G od, and  that they have so  long  neglected  to  th ink  of  H im . that they  never for one m om ent suspect 

either how  little they know  of  H im  or how  utterly they neglect H im ? A las! w ho has not seen  m any m en  and  m any  

w om en, glid ing quietly dow n the w aters of life , fu ll of noble sentim ents and generous im pulses, kind and self

forgetting . brave and chivalrous, w ithout one flaw of m eanness in their character, ardent, delicate, faithful, 

forg iv ing, and considerate, and  yet— alm ost w ithout G od  in  the w orld ; though w e are sure they w ould  be  just the  

persons to  adorn  H is faith  and  nam e, if  only it occurred  to  them  to  advert to  either of  the  tw o sides of  that childish  

tru th , that w e are creatures, and  that w e  have a  C reator?

In concluding  th is chapter, even  at the peril of repeating , w e m ust once m ore allude to the evils w hich  

fo llow  from  not realizing  w hat it is to have a C reator. In  the first place it in troduces w rong notions in to practical 

relig ion . It gives an erroneous view  of the m utual relations betw een G od and ourselves, and substitu tes low er 

m otives, w here higher ones w ould  be not only  m ore relig ious, but m ore easy  also . It destroys the  paternal character  

of G od, and m akes H is sanctity obscure H is tenderness instead  of illustrating and adorning  it. It leads us to look  

upon  G od  as an  independent pow er  w ho  has, as it w ere, com e dow n  upon  us from  w ithout, and  stands aloof  from  us, 

even  w hile H e governs us, and not as if w e w ere from  H im , and through H im , and in H im . It is as if H e had  

conquered  us rather than  created  us. H ence our subm ission  is the subm ission  of the conquered . W e do not dispute  

H is right of conquest, for our subjection  is evidently com plete, but w e m ake the best term s w e can  w ith  H im , and  

hold  H im  to the conditions on  w hich  w e surrendered . It is as if  H is service w ere sim ply a sacrifice of  ourselves to  

H im , an  im m olation  of  ourselves to  H is surpassing  glory , and  as if  H is in terests w ere not really  the sam e as ours, H is 

end, w hich is H im self, the sam e as ours, and our happiness w rapped up in H is beatitude. It w ould be less 

unreasonable  to look  upon  ourselves, if  w e could , as external to  ourselves, as a foreign  pow er w ith  w hom  w e w ere  

on  a  kind  of  arm ed  neutrality , as an  adverse  in terest to  be  suspected  and  w atched, than  to  look  upon  G od, as w e m ust 

inevitably  look  upon  H im , if  w e put out of  view  that H e created us out of  nothing. D ryness, w eariness, reluctance, 

instability , and  scantiness, in  practical relig ion , are in  a  great m easure  the results of  th is forgetfu lness that w e have a  

C reator.

T hen  again  has real piety a greater or a deadlier enem y than  the popular  ideas of enthusiasm ? If  a  person  

loses liis taste  for w orldly  am usem ents and  blam eless  dissipations, if  he  prefers the  church  to  the  theatre, early m ass  

to  ly ing  in  bed, alm sgiving  to  fine dress, spiritual books to  novels, visiting  the  poor  to  driv ing  in  the  park , prayer  to  

parties, he is forthw ith  set dow n  as an  enthusiast; and  though  people  do not exactly  know  w hat enthusiasm  is, yet 

they know  that it is som ething inconceivably bad; for it is som ething  young  people should be especially  w arned  



against, and above all pious people, as m ost needing such adm onition . T he m ere w ord enthusiasm  is a pow er in  

itself; for it accuses, tries, condem ns, and  punishes a  m an  all at once. N othing  can  be  m ore  com plete.

Y et, in  the first place, dear reader, look  over your num erous acquain tance; and  tell us— w hatever m ay be  

your notion  of  relig ious enthusiasm , did  you  ever know  any  one in jured  by  it? Y ou  have heard  that it m akes people  

m ad: did  you  ever have one of  your  ow n  friends driven  m ad  by it? A nd  w hile you  condem ned  their enthusiasm , did  

you  ever yourself get quite rid  of  a feeling , that, how ever unfit it w as for life , it w ould  be far from  an  undesirable  

state to die in? In the next place, w hat is enthusiasm ? D r Johnson tells us that it is a “vain  belief of private  

revelations” : did any of ’ your devout friends dream that they had had private revelations? It is “a heat of 

im agination” : did  not your friends seem  to  grow  cold  rather than  hot? W ere they not often  tem pted  to  go  your w ay  

because it w as pleasanter? D id  they not find it hard to persevere in spiritual practices, and did  they not em brace  

them , not at all from  any  im agination  hot or cold , but sim ply  because they thought it right, and  because grace had  

begun  to  change their tastes? It is “an  exaltation  of  ideas” : now  w ere not the ideas of  your friends, in  any  true sense 

of the w ord, rather depressed  than exalted? W ere they not m ore hum ble, m ore subm issive, m ore oblig ing; or, at 

least, w henever they  w ere  not so , did  you  not distinctly  feel that they  w ere acting  inconsistently w ith  their relig ious  

profession? W ere any of their ideas in any sense exalted , even of those w hich had m ost to do w ith  their pious 

practices? W ere  not even  those  ideas rather subdued  than  exalted?

T hese are D r Johnson ’s three defin itions. T hey  w ill not suit you. D o  you  m ean  then  by enthusiasm , doing  

too  m uch  for G od?  Y ou  w ould  not like  to  say so . D o  you  m ean  doing  it in  the  w rong  w ay? B ut is daily  M ass w rong, 

is alm sgiving  w rong, are spiritual books w rong, is visiting  the  poor w rong, is prayer w rong? O r w ill you  say it is 

doing  them  instead of  other th ings, w hich  are not sinfu l? W ell! but is not th is tyranny? A  m an  m ight answ er, If  an  

opera w ould be to m e the m ost tiresom e of  penances, or a ball the m ost unendurable of w earinesses, w hy am  I 

obliged  to  go? O r  if  I sim ply  prefer prayer to  the  opera, or spiritual reading  to  the  ball, w hy am  Ito have less liberty  

in  gratify ing  m y  tastes than  you  in  gratify ing  yours? D o  you  m ean  that G od  spoils everyth ing  H e touches, and is a  

m ar-pleasure w herever H e in terferes? T he tru th is that by enthusiasm  m en m ean the being m ore relig ious than  

them selves. A nd  th is is an  unpardonable offence; for they  are the standards of  w hat is m oderate, sober, rational, and  

reflective. E nthusiasm , in  com m on  parlance, has no  other m eaning. W hoever  uses  the  w ord  is sim ply  m aking  public  

confession  of  his ow n  tep id ity .

T hus the  w hole  popular  standard  of  practical relig ion  is w rong  and  unfair, because  it is fixed  w ith  reference  

to a  false calculation; and  it is th is w hich  leads to  the  popular  fallacy about enthusiasm . If  m en  realized  m ore tru ly  

and  m ore habitually  w hat it is to  have a  C reator, and  how  m uch  fo llow s from  that elem entary tru th  as to  the  nature  

and am ount of the service w e ow e H im , there can  be no doubt they w ould assent to a  far higher standard on  the  

unsuspicious evidence of natural reason and com m on sense, than they w ill now concede to the argum ents of 

spiritual books w hich  are founded  on  higher m otives, and  appeal to a  greater variety  of considerations. T he fact is 

that w e  only  appreciate G od ’s goodness, in  proportion  as by  H is grace w e  becom e  good  ourselves; and  H is goodness 

is so  great and  high  and  deep  and  broad, that it m akes little im pression  upon  the dullness of  our spiritual sense, until 

it is quickened  and  sharpened  w ith  heavenly  light. A nd  thus, w hen  w e  are  low  in  grace, and  unpracticed  in  devotion , 

the sim ple tru th  that G od  is our C reator, and  that a C reator necessarily  im plies w hat w e have seen  it im plies, w ill 

com e hom e to us w ith  greater force, and m ake a m ore decided  im pression, than  the com plex consideration of the  

further and higher m ercies w hich G od has so m ultiplied upon us that they alm ost seem  to hide one another’s 

brightness. N o  m an  w ould  accuse his neighbor of  enthusiasm , w hich  is a  practical endeavor  to  low er the standard  of 

his relig ious practice, if  he saw  that his practice already  fell short of  w hat plain  com m on  sense and  decency  require  

from  a  creature.

B ut it is rem arkable  that it is not only  the  great m ultitude  of  m en  w ho  w ould  find  their account, and  in  tru th  



a  thorough  reform , in  dw elling  m ore habitually  on  w hat it is to  be  a  creature and  w hat it is to  have a  C reator. T his is 

one  of  the  points in  w hich  the  extrem es of  holiness m eet, its raw est beginnings  w ith  its highest perfection .

T he  tendency  of  the  spiritual life , especially  in  its m ore  advanced  stages, is to  sim plify  the  operations of  the  

soul. T he  variety  of  considerations, the  crow d  of  reasons, the  num ber of  heightening  circum stances, the  reduplicated  

m otives, w hich  characterize the arduous w ork  of m editation , give  place to a  m ore austere unity , and  a  m ore sim ple  

m ethod, and  a  m ore fixed  sentim ent in  the  loftier practice of  divine contem plation . T he m ultip licity of  lights, w hich  

filled us w ith a  very trouble of sw eetness at the first, grow  pale before the one fixed  ray of heavenly light w hich  

beam s upon  us as w e approach  the goal. H ence w e find  that one com m onplace truth , w hich  w ould  seem  tam e and  

triv ial in  our  m editations, is enough  to  a  sain t for long  hours of  ecstatic  contem plation . T his  is the  reason  w hy  w e  are  

so often  surprised  at the  apparently  exaggerated  esteem  in  w hich  the sain ts  have held  certain  spiritual treatises, that 

w e in  our low er and  duller state have condem ned  as spiritless, or prosy , or uninteresting . T he book  is but one half 

the  w ork. T he  in terior  spirit of  the  reader is the  other and  the  better half. A nd  it is th is last in  w hich  w e  fail. T hus the  

very  tru ths w hich  w e are considering  in  th is treatise, w hat it is to  be  a  creature and  w hat it is to  have a  C reator, have  

no  varied  in terest or exciting novelty , and  yet it is  just to  these tw o elem entary tru ths of  C hristian  doctrine that the  

highest contem platives  return , w ith  all the pow er of lifelong  habits, and of in tense prayer, w ith  their in telligence  

purified  by  austerities  w hich  m ake us trem ble, and  w ith  the seven  gifts of  the H oly G host, those  m ighty ' engines of 

spiritual enterprise. L ook at St Francis B orgia, the sain t of hum ility , ft seem s a less w onderfu l tiling to raise the  

dead, than to spend, as he did , three hours daily in the absorbing and undistracted contem plation of his ow n  

nothingness. Is it easy  to  conceive how  the three tim es six ty m inutes w ere spent in  the  em brace of  th is single and  so  

hom ely  a  tru th?

O ne ascetical author tells us that it w as w hen St Francis of  A ssisi w as at the  very culm inating  point of  his 

contem plation  that he cried  out. “W ho  art T hou, L ord! and  w ho  am  I? T hou  art an  abyss of  essence, tru th , and  glory , 

and I am  an  abyss of nothingness, vanity , and  m iseries!’" Father  L e  B lanc tells us that chosen  souls m ake m uch  of 

tliis tru th , and lay great stress on  the m editation  of it. B lessed A ngela of Foligno cried out in a loud voice, “O  

unknow n  N othingness! O  unknow n  N othingness! I tell you  w ith  an  entire certain ty  that the soul can  have  no  better 

science than  that of its ow n  nothingness.” O ur L ord has H im self  revealed  H is com placency in  tliis practice of  the  

sain ts. H e said  to St C atherine of  Siena. "K now est thou. M y daughter, w ho  lam  and  w ho  thou  art? T hou  w ilt attain  

blessedness by  th is know ledge. I am  that I am . and  thou  art that w hich  is not.” St G ertrude  thought  that of  all G od ’s 

m iracles, the  greatest w as the  fact that the  earth  continued  to  endure  such  undeserving  nothingness as hers.

T he com m on m isapprehensions, w hich  exist w ith regard  to the doctrines of religious vocation , relig ious 

orders, and generally w hat is called priestcraft, m ay be enum erated also am ong the m ischiefs resulting from  the  

popular  obliv ion  of  w hat it is to  have a  C reator. It w ould  be  difficu lt to  exaggerate  the  fearfu lness of  hindering  a  true  

vocation, especially w hen w e consider how  often , not the perfection only , but the actual salvation  of the soul is 

com prom ised by  its disobedience  to  the  call. T he doctrine of  vocation  rests upon  the  fact that w e are creatures. G od  

has an  absolu te right to us. It is our business to  be w here H e w ants us. and occupied  in  the w ork H e specifies, and  

w e have no right to be anyw here else, or otherw ise engaged. H e has w ays of m aking  th is special w ill and purpose  

know n  to  us. w hich  are exam ined  and  approved  by  H is C hurch. N ow  relatives and  others often  talk  and  act as if  the  

question  w ere to  be decided  by their narrow  view s and indiv idual tastes. T hey say too m any people  are going in to  

convents in  these days, and  that dom estic  circles are being drained  of all their  piety '. T here are not enough  secular 

priests; therefore for the present w e m ust have no m ore m onks. A ctive orders are suited  to the genius of  the day; 

therefore contem plative  vocations are to  be discouraged. T hey not only overlook  the question  of  the  person ’s ow n  

salvation, but they forget that the w hole m atter turns on  a  fact. H as G od, or has H e not, called  that particu lar  person  

to  that particu lar order? If  H e has not, then  w e m ust com e  to  that negative decision  in  the  w ay the  church  indicates.



If  H e has, then  there is no  m ore to  be said . In  either case, all those view s about orders, and  the  w ants of  the present 

day, are very dangerously  beside the purpose. T hey m ay at last com e to  th is; nay, they often  have com e to th is:—  

G od  w ants  your  brother or  your sister in  one defin ite  place: you  w ant them  in  another; and. tak ing  advantage  of  the  

natural indecision  of  their free w ill, you  have got your w ay, and  beaten  G od. A  bitter victory! If  forcing  vocations is 

w anton  w ork, and  if  touting  for vocations is the m alediction  of relig ious orders, there is hardly any account a  m an  

had not better take to his C reator’s judgm ent-seat, than  one w hich  is laden  w ith  the spoiling  or the thw arting  of a  

vocation . A ll th is com es from  not recognizing  the C reator’s absolu te right to H is creature, and from  not clearly  

perceiv ing  that H is w ill is the  one only  th ing  to  be  considered . T he sam e m ay  be observed  of  the popular notions of 

priest-craft. It is enough  to  say of  them , that they  are never found  apart from  a  dislike of  the supernatural altogether, 

and  an  uneasiness  and  im patience  of  any  in terference on  the  part of  G od, or  of  any  reference  being  m ade  to  H im .

T o the sam e forgetfu lness of w hat it is to have a C reator m ay be attributed  the w rong  princip les now  so  

m uch  in  vogue, by  w hich  w e regulate our  in tercourse w ith  m isbelievers. W e  look  at them  rather  than  at G od, at their 

side of the question  rather than  H is; or it w ould  be m ore true to say that w e in  reality do our best to betray their 

in terests, because w e do not look  first at H is. T hose w ho  realize w hat it is to  be a  creature and  w hat it is to have a  

C reator, w ill never m ake light of any disturbance or in term ption in the relations betw een the C reator and the  

creature. E very fraction  of divine tm th is w orth  m ore than all the w orld besides, and every rightfu l exercise of 

spiritual jurisd iction  is of nobler and m ore lasting im port than all the physical sciences w ill be w hen they have  

pushed their discoveries to  the utterm ost lim its of  their m aterial em pire. T he spurious charity of  m odem  tim es has 

sto len m ore converts from  the C hurch  than  any  other  cause. W hile it has deadened  the zeal of  the  m issionary , it has 

fortified  the  m isbeliever in  Iris darkness and  untm th, and  stunted  or  retarded  in  the  convert that lively  appreciation of 

the  value of  the  gift of  faith , upon  w hich  it w ould  appear  that his spiritual advancem ent exclusively depends.

T he ancient fathers of  the C hurch  seem ed  to  have looked  in  different w ays at the  tw o  bodies of  m en  w hich  

then  lay outside  the  fo ld , the  heathen  and  the  heretics. T hey  regarded  the  heathen  w ith  horror  indeed, yet still rather 

w ith  com passion  than  dislike. T hey contem plated  them  as their ow n  fu ture conquest, the  raw  m aterial out of  w hich  

by the preaching  of the G ospel they w ere to build up an em pire for their L ord. T hey w ere to them  m onsters of 

ignorance rather than  m onsters of  perversity ; and  w ith  kindliness  and  yearning , they  found  no  difficu lty  in  detesting  

the falsehood  w hile  they clung  tenderly to those w ho  w ere astray . B ut they looked  on  heretics in  a  very different 

w ay. It w as less easy  to separate their errors from  them selves. T hey  had  received  the  tm th , and  had  corrupted  it, and  

a  direct, schism atical, and  personal hostility  to  the  C hurch  actuated  them . T hey  had  m ixed  the doctrine  of  devils w ith  

the  pure G ospel. T hey had  been  guilty  of  personal treason  to  Jesus. A s Judas w as m ore odious than  Pilate, so w ere  

heretics m ore hatefu l than the heathen. H ence, am idst all their charity and patience and sw eetness, the elder  

C hristians  looked  on  heresy  w ith  a  sternness of  spirit w hich  did  not actuate  them  tow ards the  heathen. St John  w ould  

not enter the  build ing  w here C erin thus w as: w e  find  no  such  th ing  recorded  of  him  in  his in tercourse  w ith  those  w ho  

w orship  D iana  of  the  E phesians. W e have no  difficu lty  in  recognizing the  difference betw een  the  tw o cases, and  in  

understanding the grave charity of the apostle of love. T he w hole tm th , even w hen preached ungently and w ith  

frow ardness, is a m ore converting  th ing  than  half the tm th  preached  w inningly , or an  error condescended to out of 

the  anxiety  of  m istaken  love.

W e  tm st it w ill not seem  a  paradox  to  say , that the  great m ass  and  m ultitude  of  the  E nglish  people  are to  be  

regarded rather as heathen  than as heretics, and are therefore entitled to the m ore kindly  view  w hich  the ancient 

fathers took  of  those w ithout the  fo ld . So far they are in  better case than  the heathen, because they possess, at the  

least im plicitly , a  belief  in  so  m any  of  the  principal doctrines of  the  C hristian  faith . T he  present generation , w e speak  

of them  in the m ass, have no determ inate choice of error rather than tm th , no self-w ill, no obstinate, perverse  

adherence to  the  princip les of  a sect. T hey have no personal hostility  to  the church; and  the  national w ar-cry  of  N o  



Popery  is no  real proof  to  the contrary . T heir religious errors are  the  trad itions of  their  forefathers, and  they  know  no  

others. T hey  know  nothing  of  the C atholic C hurch. T heir  ideal church  is  very  like  it, though  it falls below  the  reality . 

B ut the actual C hurch  they have been  taught to  believe is the  enem y of  G od. and  Jesus C hrist, and  the souls of  m en. 

T hey have no m ore notion  that such  a  state  of  th ings exists on  the surface of  the earth  as w e know  the  inside of  the  

C atholic  C hurch  to  be, than  they  know  how  the  angels spend  their  tim e, or  w hat the  glory of  the  th ird  heaven  is like. 

T hey look  on  us, as an  old  heathen  did . w ho  believed  that C hristians m et early in  the  m orning  to slay infants and  to  

eat their flesh; and of such sort is their honest conviction . Furtherm ore, the consequences of  their m isbelief have  

been a to tal m isconception  of G od, a m isconception  really rather than an ignoring  of H im . T hey have the w ord  

“G od” , and  an  idea  attached  to  the w ord, and  a sense w hich  goes along  w ith  the  idea; but, if  w e m ay so  speak, H e is 

as m uch a different G od from  ours, as the old C hristian ’s Father of our L ord Jesus C hrist w as from  the Jupiter 

T onans of  the  poor  heathen, or  the Prim al C ause  of  the  proud  philosopher.

H ence, w hile w e can  neither com prom ise  nor conceal the tru th , w e m ay look  w ith  the kindest com passion  

on our fellow -countrym en, as our fu ture conquest, as the raw  m aterials for an ardent host of C hristians, as poor 

w anderers in  darkness w ho  w ant to  be  taught rather than  controverted , and  w ho  above all th ings desire to  have their 

sins forg iven , if  they only  knew  the w ay. B ut one  w ord, one  look, w hich  goes to show  that being  in  the  C hurch  and  

being  out of  the C hurch  are not as fearfu lly  far asunder  as light from  darkness, as C hrist from  B elial, w ill rob  G od  of 

m ore souls than  a  priest’s life of  preaching  or a sain t's life of  prayer  has w on. It is an  old  proverb , that the  w orst of 

all corruptions and  counterfeits is the corruption  and  counterfeit of  that w hich  is m ost excellent. If  charity  then , both  

in  heaven  and  on  earth , both  for tim e and  for etern ity , is the m ost excellent of  gifts, how  sad  m ust be  the  desolation , 

how  w ide the m in, how  incurable the w ound, of spurious charity  , w hich satisfies its ow n  w orth less good-nature at 

the expense of  G od's tru th  and  its neighbor’s soul!

B y far the greater num ber of objections w hich  are urged  against the C atholic  doctrines have  their root in  

tliis obliv ion of the respective positions of creature and C reator. A nd th is is equally tree of difficu lties w hich  

som etim es haunt and  harass C atholics them selves, and  of  difficu lties w hich seem  to  prevent others from  receiv ing  

the teaching  of the C hurch  at all. If w e rem ove from  the objections urged against the Incarnation , or against the  

B lessed  Sacram ent, or against the doctrine of  grace, all those  w hich  are founded in  an  inadequate view  of G od. or 

are derogatory ' to H is perfections as reason  represents them , or to  H is rights as im plied  in  the  very  fact of  H is being  

our C reator, very little indeed w ill be left to answ er. N either w ould  it be difficu lt to show  that m ost of the m is

conceptions about C atholic devotions and  practices have their rise  from  the sam e copious fountain. A ll w orld liness 

com es from  it. W ho  w ould  be w orld ly  if  he  alw ays rem em bered  the  w orld  w as G od ’s w orld , not Iris? A nd  as to  sin , 

it m ust of  necessity  be  either a  forgetfu lness  of  w hat it is  to  have a  C reator  or  a  revolt against H im .

B ut— w e speak  now  to m ore loving  souls— there is another m ischief  w hich  com es from  the sam e error. In  

all ages of the w orld it has been a tem ptation to good and thoughtfu l m en, and the speculations of m odem  

philosophy have perhaps now  increased the num ber, to  take inadequate view s of G od's  love. N othing  is m ore fatal 

to the soul, nor m ore dishonorable to G od. T he w orld , w ith the sun extinguished, and the hideous black m oon  

w hirling  round  our  benighted  planet, is but a  feeble picture of  w hat life  becom es to a susceptib le  conscience  w hich  

pu ts G od ’s love  of  m an  too low . T ake w hat view s w e  w ill of  grace, it m ust com e  to  th is, that the  im m ensity ' of  G od ’s 

love is our only security , [footnote: “ D i e u  a i m e  a u t a n t  c h a q u e  h o m m e  q u e  t o u t  l e  g e n r e  h u m a i n . L e  p o i d s  e t  l e  

n o m b r e  n e  s o n t  r i e n  à  s e s  y e u x . E t e r n e l , i n f in i , i l  n  ’a  q u e  d e s  a m o u r s  i m m e n s e s . "— Joubert, 1. 103.] B ecause  H e is 

our  C reator, H e  m ust love  us; H is love m ust be  im m ense; H e  m ust com passionately desire  the salvation  of  every  one  

of H is rational creatures; H e m ust grudge every single soul that m aliciously eludes the em brace of H is m ercifu l 

longing, and  escapes from  H im  in to  outer  darkness; H e  m ust do  all but offer  violence to  our  free  w ill in  order  to  save  

us; H is ow n glory m ust, because of H is m agnificence, be in the m ultitude w ho are saved, and, because of H is 



liberality , it m ust also be in  the com pleteness of their salvation , [footnote: " S i c u t  e n i m  g l o r i a  p r i n c ip i s  s æ c u l a r i s  

d i c i t u r  c o n s i s t e r e  p o t i s s i m u m  i n  s p l e n d o r e  e t  m u l t i t u d i n e  a u l i c o r u m , i t a  e x t e r n a  g l o r i a  D e i o b j e c t i v a  c o n s i s t i t  

p o t i s s i m u m  i n  s p l e n d o r e  e t  m u l t i t u d i n e  a u l i c o r u m  c o e l e s t i u m .  ” — L essius.] N ay, on  our view  as Scotists, H e w as 

incarnate because H e  w as our C reator, and  H e is w ith  us in  the B lessed  Sacram ent because  H e is our C reator. E ven  

if  w e  take the  T hom ist view , that the  Incarnation  and  the  B lessed  Sacram ent w ere a  second  love, and  because  of  sin , 

that second  love  cam e out of  the  first love  w herew ith  H e  created  us out of  nothing .

T m e it is, that w e have no  nam e for  the  feeling  w ith  w hich  one m ust regard  a  being  w hom  w e have called  

out of nothing; w e m ay call it paternal love, or  by  the nam e of any other angelic or hum an  love; and  yet w e know  

that it m ust be a feeling far transcending, in  height, and depth , and com prehensiveness, in kind, endurance, and  

degree, all loving  ties w hich  w e can  conceive. Surely w hen  reason  tells us all w as m eant in  love, and  that H e w ho  

m eant that love w as G od, w e m ay w ell trust H im  for details w hich w e cannot understand, or for apparent 

contradictions  w hich  should  not m ake a  son  s heart fail or his head  doubt. O h  uncertain  and  distrustfu l soul! G od  be  

w ith you in those not disloyal m isgiv ings, w hich ailm ent of body or turn of m ind seem  to m ake in your case  

inevitable! T he m ystery of C reation  is the fountain of  your pains. A s it has been  your poison, so take it as your 

rem edy. M editate  long, m editate  hum bly , on  w hat it is to  have a  C reator, and  com fort w ill com e  at last. If  broad  day

light should  never  be  yours on  th is side the  grave, H e w ill hold  your  feet in  the  tw ilight that they shall not stum ble, 

and  at last, w ith  all the m ore love, and  all the  m ore speed  as w ell, H e  w ill fo ld  you to  H is  bosom  w ho  is H im self  the  

light eternal.

BOOK II

T H E  D I F F I C U L T I E S  O F  C R E A T I V E  L O V E

T he  First C hapter

W H Y  G O D  W ISH E S  U S  T O  L O V E  H IM

Q u i d  e r g o  t i b i  a c c e s s i t  a d  b o n u m  q u o d  t u  t i b i  e s , e t ia m s i  i s t a , v e l  o m n i n o  n u l l a  e s s e n t , v e l  i n f o r m i a  r e m a n e r e n t , q u c e  

n o n  e x  i n d i g e n t i a  f e c i s c i , s e d  p l e n i t u d i n e  b o n i t a t i s  t u œ ? — St A ugustine.

A  C H IL D ’S first sight of  the  ocean  is an  era in  his life . It is a  new  w orld  w ithout him , and it aw akens a  new  w orld  

w ithin  him . T here is no  other novelty  to  be com pared  w ith  it, and  after-life w ill bring  nothing  at all like it. A  rapid  

m ultitude  of  questions  rush  upon  the  m ind; yet the  child  is silen t, as if  he  needed  not an  answ er  to  any  of  them . T hey  

are beyond answ ering; and he feels that the sight itself satisfies him  better than any answ er. T hose great bright 

outspread  w aters! the idea of G od is the only echo  to  them  in  his m ind: and  now  henceforth  he is a different child  

because  he  has seen  the  sea.

So is it w ith  us w hen  w e sit by  the ocean  of creative love. Q uestions throng  upon  us; problem s start up  on  

all sides; m ysteries  in tersect each  other. Y et so  long  as w e are children , are child like in  heart and  spirit, the  questions  



are not difficu lties. E ither they answ er them selves, or they do not need an answ er, like questions w hich are  

exclam ations only , or w e w ould  rather not have an  answ er, lest peradventure  som e high  th ing should  be low ered  or 

som e holy  tiling  be m ade com m on. T o gaze— to gaze is all w e desire. T he  fact that so m uch  is m ystery ’ to  us is no  

trouble. It is love. T hat is enough. W e trnst it. W e w ould  alm ost rather it w as not m ade plainer. It m ight be  darker if 

it w ere. W hereas now . though  it is indistinct, it is tranquilizing  also , like the beauty  of a sum m er night. W e have  

thoughts w hich  cannot be  put in to  w ords, but it seem s to  us as if  they m ore than  answ ered all difficu lties. H ow  the  

broad  w aters flow  and shine, and  how  the m any-headed  w aves leap up  to  the sun  and  sparkle, and  then  sink  dow n  

in to  the  depths again , yet not to  rest; and  placid  as the  azure expanse appears, how  everm ore it thunders on  the  hard  

w hite sand, and  fringes the coast w ith a  bew itching  silver m ist! W hy should  w e ever stir from  w here w e are? T o  

look on  the sea seem s belter than  to learn  the science of its storm s, the grandeur  of its steadfastness, or the m any  

m oods of  its beautifu l m utabilities. T he heathen  called  the  sea-spirit father. T here  w as m uch  in  the  thought.

B ut w hen  w e cease to be children and to be child like, there is no m ore th is sim ple enjoym ent. W e ask  

questions, not because  w e  doubt, but because  w hen  love  is not all in  all to  us, w e m ust have  know ledge, or  w e chafe  

and pine. T hen a cloud com es betw een the sun and the sea, and that expanse of love, w hich  w as an  undefined  

beauty . a confused m agnificence, now  becom es black  and ruffled , and breaks up in to dark w heeling currents of 

predestination , or m ountainous  w aves of  divine anger and  judicial vengeance, and  the  w hite surf  tells us of  m any a  

sunken  reef, w here w e had  seen  nothing  but a  sm ooth  and  glossy  azure  plain , rocking  gently  to  and  fro , as unruffled  

as a silken  banner.

W e shall be  children  once again , and  on  the  sam e shore, and  w e shall then  never  leave  it m ore, and  w e shall 

see  dow n  in to  the  crystal depths of  th is creative love, and  its w ide  w aters w ill be  the  breadth  and  m easure of  our  joy , 

and  its glancing  splendor  w ill be  the  light of  our  eternal life , and  its soft thunder  w ill be  the  endless, solem n, thrilling  

m usic of  our  beatitude. O h  happy  w e! but w e  m ust be  changed  first of  all, and  perchance  by  fire!

B ut w e m ust not altogether cease to be child like, w hen  w e begin  to ask  and answ er questions. Pride can  

understand nothing  about G od. W e  m ay  question  then , but it m ust be  in  faith  and  trust and  love, content w ith  half  an  

answ er w hen  m ore cannot be given, and  to  be left w ithout answ er at all, w hen  the heights of G od ’s goodness soar 

beyond  all vision  but that of  faith , w hose  prerogative it is in  som e sense to  equal and  to  com prehend  its G iver  and  its 

A uthor.

W e have  endeavored  so  far  to  get som e idea  of  w hat it is to  be  a  creature and  of  w hat it is to  have  a  C reator; 

and  it seem s to have taken  m any  w ords to  explain  those sim ple  th ings. O ur next step m ust be  to  ask  and  answ er, as 

w ell as w e can. five questions w hich  concern  so m any  w onders of  divine  L ove; and  w e shall then  be in  a  condition  

to exam ine certain phenom ena in the actual life of the w orld , w hich seem  at variance w ith our doctrines. T hus, 

speaking  generally , the present treatise m ay  be said  to have three  parts. T he first w hich stated  the case, and  w hich  

w as concluded  in  the last chapter: the second, w hich  is concerned  w ith  the  five  m ysteries of  tire relation  betw een  the  

C reator and the creature, and w hich  w ill occupy th is and  the next four chapters: and the th ird , w hich  deals w ith  

certain objections from  the state of th ings in the w orld , and w hich w ill occupy the ninth , ten th , and eleventh  

chapters. A fter w hich nothing  w ill be left to close the w ork and leave it to the blessing  of G od and St M atthew , 

under w hose invocation w e have ventured  to place it, and to the  judgm ent and reflection  of the reader. T he five  

questions now  to  be asked are as fo llow s: (1) W hy G od should  w ish  us to love H im ; (2) W hy H e H im self  should  

love us; (3) W hat sort of love w e have for H im ; (4) In  w hat w ay  w e repay  H is love for us; and  (5) In  w hat w ay H e  

repays our love of  H im . T hey are all abysses of creative love, and  w onders w hich m ake us w iser even  w hen  they  

retuse  to  give  up  the  secrets w hich  they  contain .

W e have therefore now  to inquire w hy it is that G od  w ishes us to love H im . A t first sight it seem s one of 

those  facts w hich  are so  very ' obvious  that w e never  th ink  of  asking  the reason  of  them . B ut on  reflection  th is old  and  



com m onplace  fact unfolds so  m uch  that is strange and  w onderfu l, that w e alm ost unconsciously ask  ourselves if  w e  

are  quite clear of  the  fact, if  it is really  so  com pletely  beyond  all doubt that G od  w ishes us  to  love  H im .

T he difficulties, w hich  m ake us begin alm ost to doubt tire fact, are som e such as these. T hat G od should  

w ish  us to  love H im  appears to  im ply som e sort of  w ant in  H im . A  desire is a  kind of confession  of im perfection; 

and  according to  the strength of  the desire so is the appearance of im perfection and  incom pleteness. Y et w e know  

that to attribute any sort of  w ant to the C reator w ould  be sim ple blasphem y. T hou  art m y G od, says the Psalm ist,  

b e c a u s e  T hou desirest none of m y goods. B ut our love is our greatest good, the affections of our heart are the  

noblest of  our  possessions, and  G od, w e are to ld , earnestly  desires to have  them . B esides, if  w e once grant th is fact, 

w e are led in to a further difficu lty . For im m ediately th is fact assum es such an im portance that it becom es the  

in terpretation  of  all G od ’s doings. A lm ost all w e  know  of  H im  has at once  to  be  resolved  in to  th is desire. A  hundred  

other difficu lties com e up and  claim  to  be explained  in  the sam e w ay. W e cannot conceive  of G od except as our 

C reator, nor of  our C reator except as our  Father, for creation  is unintellig ib le unless it is defined  to  be a  free act of 

eternal love, and  then  everyth ing  H e does is the  act of  a  Father, and  is to  be  understood  by  the  fact of  our  being  H is 

sons. W e see that G od  cannot, sim ply  because  H e is G od, be  m oderately good  to  us. If  w e grant that H e cares for us  

at all, then  forthw ith  w e see that H e  m ust care for  us so  very  m uch, that the  vision  of  it tries our  faith . So  G od  cannot 

desire our love  w ith  a  w eak  and  indifferent desire. If  H e desires it at all, H e m ust desire it w ith  all the  m ight of  H is 

ever-b lessed perfections, and it requires strong  faith  and stronger love to look at th is consequence, and not draw  

back  before  its seem ing  audacity .

If  H e reveals H im self  to  us at all, it is  because H e  w ants us  to  serve  H im , and  as w e saw  in  the  last chapter, 

H e  being  w hat H e is and  w e  being  w hat w e are, the  creature cannot serve the C reator  w ith  any  other  than  a  service  

of  love. T his is w hat the  C hurch  m eans  w hen  she  tells us, that w ithout som e love  in  our  repentance, w e  are incapable  

of  absolu tion . If  H e gives us positive  precepts or an  acceptable cerem onial, it is as a  w ay  to  H im , because H e w ould  

fain  secure our  love. If  H e sends H is Son  to  save sinners, it is  because  H e  vouchsafes to  appear  as if  H e cannot m ake  

up  H is m ind  to  lose the  love of  m en. If  H e takes us to  H im self in  heaven, it is that H e m ay have us w ith  H im . and  

feed  H is glory on  our love. For w e creatures caim ot be H is end: H is end m ust be H im self, and nothing can  exist 

except for H is glory . If  H e detains us in  purgatory , it is to m ultip ly  earth ’s harvest of  love, and  to m ake a  greater 

profit on  im perfect souls. If, dread thought! H e lays us in  the hopeless dism al deep of fire, it is because w e have  

frustrated  H is  yearnings, and  refused  H im  the  love  H e  vouchsafed  so  incom prehensib ly  to  covet.

B ut th is is not all. H e seem s to forget that H e is G od, because of  the greatness of th is desire. H is ever- 

blessed  M ajesty  w ill forg ive  us w ords of  th is sort, by  w hich  alone w e can  force upon  our dull hearts the conviction 

of  the im m ensity  of  H is love. H e appears to deny  H is ow n  nature and  greatness in  order to obtain  our love. Is the  

facility  of  pardon consistent w ith  the rigor of  H is vindictive  justice, or w ith  the spotlessness of  H is overw helm ing  

sanctity? Is it easy to see how  H e should require the unspeakable sufferings of our dearest L ord, and should take  

them  as an  expiation for the sins of others, and for sins that w ere not to  be com m itted  till hundreds of  years had  

com e and gone? Is it easy to see w hy baptized infants should be adm itted to enjoy the B eatific V ision , or to  

reconcile w ith  our  notions of  right that he  w ho  cam e to  to il only at the  eleventh  hour should  receive the sam e w ages 

w ith  him  w ho  had  bom e  the  burden  and  heat of  the day? D oes G od  seem  to leg islate so m uch  for H is  justice, or H is 

sanctity , or H is dignity , as for procuring  the  greatest num ber of  souls to love H im , and  for rendering  the harvest of  

redem ption  as enorm ous  as the  perversity of  our  free-w ill allow s?

T here is a  further difficu lty  in  the  unintellig ib le  value  w hich  H e seem s to set upon  our love. T hink  of  w hat 

our love is like, and  of  w hat good  it can  possib ly  be  to G od, and  then  conceive its being  w orth  the price  H e paid for 

it on  C alvary! Y et if  w e do  not suppose it w as w orth  it. w e  bring  a  charge against H is w isdom , as if  the Incarnation  

and  the  Passion  w ere  gratuitous and  exaggerated . A nd  it is no  answ er to  say  that it w as all for  our  sakes, and  rather  a  



proof  of  H is love  for  us. than  of  H is desire  for our  love.

For w e m ust continually  bear in  m ind  w hat sound  theology  teaches us, that G od  alone can  be  H is ow n  end, 

and  not w e creatures. H e can  only  bless us for H is ow n  glory . It is H is perfection , that H e m ust needs seek  H im self 

in  all th ings. H e w ould  not be G od  if  it w ere not so . W e can  hardly conceive of G od  creating , if  H e did  not set a  

value upon  H is ow n  creation . Y et w e could  not bring  ourselves  to  believe that G od set any great value upon  a  few  

m illions of  round  orbs, or  on  their  velocity , or  on  their  fidelity  to  their  orbits, or  to  their  eccentricities, or  to  the  m ere  

vastness of sidereal space, or to the various structure of m atter, or to the threads of m etal in the bow els of the  

m ountains, or to  the vivify ing force of  the solar ray . or to  the gigantic play of  the ubiquitous electricity , or to fine  

trees, or  to  clear  lakes, or  to  sylvan  dells, or  to  the  outlines of  a  sea  coast, or to  the  gorgeousness of  sunsets, or  to  the  

pom p of  storm s, or to  anything  w hatever of  that sort. E ven  w e creatures should  feel that w e w ere low ering  H im  in  

our ow n  estim ation , if  w e  thought that H e set a  value upon, or took  pains w ith , or had  an  in terest in , such  th ings as 

these. Y et w e are to ld  that H e does distinctly set a  value on  the spirits of  angels and  the hearts of m en. M an  is the  

end of the m aterial w orld , but G od alone is the end of m an. Physical philosophers can love strata of rock , or the  

distribution  of  plants, or a peculiar fauna, or the habits of earthquakes, or the occultations of stars, or the  physical 

geography  of  the sea, or  the  delicacies of  chem istry , m ore than  they  love  the hearts of  m en, the slaves of  the south , 

or the inm ates of an hospital. B ut G od cannot do so . A ll H is ow n m aterial creation is w orth less to H im  in  

com parison w ith one peasant’s heart, or w ith one child ’s first serious prayer. H e has given aw ay, w ith the  

indifference of  in term inable  w ealth , all the  rest of  H is creation; but hearts  H e  has kept for H im self, and  w ill not even  

share  them , m uch  less surrender them . Y et w here  is their  value? W hat is fin ite  love  to  an  infin ite  beatitude? R eally  it 

is not easy  to  see. Y et can  w e doubt that it is som ething, and  som ething  very  precious in  H is eyes to  w hom  all th ings  

else  are nothing  w orth?

O ne difficu lty  m ore. W hat is the  m eaning  of  that surpassing  joy  w hich  hum an  love causes in  G od? Surely  

th is is a profound  m ystery . T he life of G od  is  joy , joy  illim itable, joy  ineffable, joy unim aginable, joy eternal. T he  

w hole bew ildering  im m ensity  of  angelical and  hum an  joy  is but a tiny drop  out of  the  boundless ocean  of  the  joy  of 

G od. W hat a  variety  of  joys  there  are in  each  hum an  heart! N o  tw o  of  these  joys  are exactly  the  sam e. T hey  differ  as 

one note differs from  another note in  m usic. T hey m ake new  joys  by new  com binations. D ifferent scenes, different 

phases of life , different ages, all diversity the throng  of  joys w hich one hum an heart can experience. Y et no tw o  

hearts are exactly  alike; so that the  m ultitudinous  joys of  the  heart are to  be  m ultiplied  by  the  m yriads and  m yriads  

of  hearts, dead, alive, or  y  et unborn . N ow  every  one  of  these  joys  has its representative  in  the  sim ple plenitude of  the  

joy  of  G od. B ut w hat are  hum an  joys to  joys  angelical? Y et they  too  are  all but a  m anifo ld  um brage  of  the  one  joy  of 

G od. T he  joys of  the anim al creation , their  joy in  health  and strength , in  light and  air, in  cold  and  heat, in  w et and  

dry , in  their sw eet songs or  their  loud  w ars, in  their speed  of  flight or  their spring  of  m uscle, in  tending  their  young  

or tearing their prey , all are shadow s, low est, dim m est, fain test, poorest shadow s of the  joy of G od. A nd  w ho is 

sufficient to com pute these th ings? A nd  w hat if  the  joys of the Im m aculate H eart of the divine M other are to  be  

reckoned  also , and  those  of  that Sacred  H eart w hich  the  Person  of  the  W ord  deluged  w ith  its oil of  gladness, and  yet 

left it hum an  still? Y et w hen  w e  have  gone so  far, w e  can  hardly  be  said  to  have  begun.

W ho can  tell the  joy of  the  Father in  H is innascib ility , or the  joy of  the Son  in  H is eternal and  perpetual 

generation , or the  joy of  the H oly G host in  H is everlasting  and  incessant procession  from  the  Father and  the Son?  

T he Jubilee of the Father and  the Son  is H im self, not a th ing  or a perception , but an  eternal Person, H im self  the  

illim itable L im it of  the illim itable  G od. W ho  w ill dare to  picture to  him self  the aw ful and  m ajestic  jubilation of  the  

august T rin ity  in  the threefo ldness of  Persons and  the  unity  of  E ssence? G od ’s joy  in  H is ow n  O neness— w ho can  

look  at it except either he  be stricken  w ith  an  ecstasy of  rapture or  be dissolved  in  tears of  believing  love? A nd  is all 

th is not enough? Is G od  seeking  joy , m ore  joy , joy  elsew here? A nd  is it  joy  in  creatures, created  joy? C an  H is ow n  



joy  hold  m ore, can  it grow , can  it receive, can  it w ant? If  not. w hy break  the silence of etern ity to create, w hy th is 

hunting  after  hum an  love, w hy  th is ardent patient pursuit after sinfu l hearts, w hy  th is  joy  over return ing  sinners, w hy  

th is preciousness in  H is sight of  the death  of  H is sain ts? W e m ay indeed  ask , w hy: but can  w e give an  answ er? O  

heaven  and  earth! O  angels and  m en! W hat a  being  G od  is! W hat a  joy it is to  be  a  creature! W hat a  glory to have a  

C reator!

W hat is to be done w ith  all these difficu lties? O ne th ing is plain . W e need not try to answ er them . St 

T hom as him self, if  he rose from  the  dead, could  not answ er  them . B ut there is one  th ing  to  be observed  about them , 

and  it is th is. W hile they are such  difficu lties  as m ake us doubt w hether G od  really does desire our  love, they  are at 

the sam e tim e irrefragable proofs of the fact of H is desiring it, and of H is desiring it w ith a m ost m ysterious 

in tensity . T hey  prove  the  fact, if  they do  not account for it; and  they prove it in  such  a  w ay  as that w e need  not have  

it accounted  for, in order to receive it. For w e can have no doubt about the fact. B ut can w e approxim ate to a  

solution  of  the  problem ? C an  w e  throw  any kind  of  light upon  the m ystery? C an  w e dim inish  the  difficu lties  w hich  

w e confessedly are unable  to answ er? T his m ust be our next endeavor; and  w hether w e succeed  or not, w e shall at 

least gain  a great am ount of  additional evidence to  the fact that G od does desire our love. W e have our m isgiv ings  

w hether w e shall do  m ore  than  th is.

L et us look, first of  all, at the  kingdom  of  nature, w hether divine, angelical, or  hum an, and  see if  it does not 

disclose  to  us reasons w hy G od  should  so  yearn  for the affection  of  hum an  hearts. O ne reason  w hy  it is im possib le  

for us to  com prehend  the  divine nature, or even  to  m ake an  im aginary picture  of  it, is its extrem e and  adorable sim 

plicity . Properly speaking, G od has no perfections. H e is H im self H is ow n  one sole perfection , the perfection  of 

perfections. W hat w e call the  divine perfections are only  our im perfect w ays of approaching  tow ards a  true idea of 

H im .

N evertheless w e are capable of considering  H im  as not our C reator, and then again as our C reator. W e  

know  that although  G od  is im m utable, still there  w as a  tim e w hen  H e had  not created  us, and  again  a  tim e  w hen  H e  

had  created us. O r if  w e consider that H e had  alw ays created  us in  H is ow n  m ind, sti  11 w e can, from  w hat H e has 

been  pleased  to tell us of  H im self, conceive of  H im  as being  w ithout any  creatures at all. A s a  w orld is the largest 

th ing  w e know  of, a cosm os, an order, a beauty , all on  the vastest scale, so w e m ay dream  of the great G od as 

fourteen w orlds in  H im self, of surpassing  beauty and  variety , yet all w ithout lim it and circum scrip tion , and one, 

absolu tely  one, in  their ow n  sim plicity , although  fourteen  in  our  conceptions.

Four  of  these w orlds seem — rem em ber  how  utterly short of  the  m ark, and  beside it, hum an  w ords are  in  the  

m atter— to contain the inm ost life of G od. W e call them  H is Infin ity . H is Im m ensity , H is Im m utability , and  H is 

E ternity . T hey are at once conditions of H is E ssence, and of all the perfections w hich w e can attribute to H is 

E ssence. A round  them  stand  four  other  w orlds, of  ravish ing loveliness  enough  to  separate  body  and  soul if  w e m ight 

see them  uncloudedly . T hey are O m nipotence, W isdom . Perfection , w hich is the natural goodness of G od, and  

Sanctity , w hich  w e m ay call H is m oral goodness. N ow  in  these eight w orlds there is not necessarily any respect to  

creatures. T hey  belong  to the eternal self-sufficiency of  G od  independent of  any creation  w hatever. T hey  furn ish  us  

w ith  no reason  at all w hy G od  should  desire our love. O n  the contraiy , they are so m agnificently self-sufficing , so  

adorably com plete, that they  are  rather so  m any  argum ents against the  existence  of  any  such  unfathom able  desire.

A round  these eight w orlds are six  other w orlds, to  be  m entioned  only  w ith  the  w ondering  hum ility  of  filial 

and m ore than  filial love, w orlds w hich  concern ourselves and are colored by our destin ies, w orlds in  w hich  w e  

ourselves also dw ell from  etern ity , and  w hich  are at th is hour, and  w ill be  everm ore, our only  country  and  our only  

hom e. T hey are the divine B enignity , D om inion, Providence, M ercy, Justice, and  that perfection  of G od  w hich  w e  

call H is being  the  L ast E nd  of  all th ings. If  G od  w ere  to  be  conceived  w ithout creatures, nothing  can  be  added  to  the  

first eight w orlds and  nothing  taken  from  them , w ithout H is ceasing  to  be G od. If  H e  be  conceived  as w ith  creatures, 



as H e is actually , then  the addition  of  anything to the w hole fourteen w orlds, or the subtraction of anything from  

them , w ould  inevitably  alter  our  idea  of  G od. W e m ay  use  m any  other  great w ords of  H im , but the  m eaning  of  them , 

the  excellence  in tended  by  them , is already  im plied  and  included  in  one  of  these  fourteen  w orlds.

N ow  the  very  existence of  those  six  w orlds in  G od  of  itself  w ill furn ish  us w ith  m ost overw helm ing  proofs 

of  H is desire that w e should love H im . Y et it does not appear that it in  any w ay accounts for the existence of  that 

desire. A nd  the  fact that th is desire is founded  in  the  very  nature  of  G od, and  the  very ' im m ensity  of  H is perfection , is 

the  m ore overw helm ing  w hen  w e reflect that although  w e can. by  an  aib itrary act of  our im agination , conceive G od  

to  be  w ithout creatures, yet in  point of  fact H e never w as so , as H e had  created  the w orld  in  H is ow n  m ind  from  the  

beginning: and  thus the  idea  of  C reator, and  consequently of  all that it im plies, is  inseparable  from  H im .

T he etern ity ' of G od  before creation  is a  collection  of m ysteries, w hich  it is vain  for us to sound. In  w hat 

w ay H is decrees, enclosed  in  H is ow n  m ind, m inistered  to  H is glory ', or gave exercise  to  H is m ercy or H is  justice or 

H is providence, w hy the prim al creation of the angels took  place as soon as it did . or w hy it did not take place  

sooner, w hy H e— not broke, not in terrupted , not disturbed, all that is im possib le— but w hy H e superadded to the  

tranquil self-sufficiency of that etern ity ', not the effort, not the to il, but the fu lfilling of H is w ill, in the act of 

creation , w hether the absence of a heaven  fu ll of rational and  beatified  w orshippers could in  any sense at all add  

anything to the  uncreated  solitude of  the  three divine  Persons, w hether their  foreseen  w orship  in  H is m ind, to  w hom  

there is no past or friture, but only one active unsuccessive present, w as precisely the sam e to H im  as its actual 

ex istence  external to  H im self, how  it w as that th is w orship  did  not in  any  w ay  illustrate or beautify G od's  perfection  

in  H is ow n  esteem — w hat can  w e say of  all these th ings  than  that they ' are  beyond  us: and  yet also  that they m ake  us  

feel how  astonish ingly  in tim ate to G od is H is desire of H is creature ’s love? Surely in  th is w ide field of colossal 

m iracles, here  is fresh  proof  of  the  desire, fresh  exam ple of  its in tensity , y et no  solu tion  of  the enigm a.

W e have nothing  to do  here w ith  theological disputes regarding  the order of  the divine decrees. W e know  

that none could  have any precedence or priority in  respect of tim e. T heir order could be only that of dignity and  

em inence. B ut w hat a  fountain  of  affectionate thoughts, thoughts honorable  to  G od  in  the  highest degree, is opened  

up  in  the dark  depths of H is m ysterious  predestination . W e know  that G od  is free, and  that nothing  can im pair  the  

spotlessness  of  H is transcendent liberty . Y et how  can  w e conceive  otherw ise of  predestination  than  as G od  binding  

H im self, putting conditions, like fetters, on  H is ow n  royal and  everlasting  liberty ; and  for our sakes, out of love of 

us. in  order to have our love? Inconceivable m ystery  ! how  can w e believe it w ithout a  very m iracle of grace and  

infused  faith?

M en  talk  as if it w as t h e i r  liberty w hich  suffered  in  the  act of  predestination . N ay. rather it is the  liberty ' of 

G od. W ayw ard  m en! as if  w e  w ere  to  be  alw ays suspecting  G od, alw ay  s on  our  guard  against H im , as if  H e  could  be  

infringing  our  liberty , w ho has already given  us H is glory ' to m ake as free w ith alm ost as w e please! H ow  can  that 

act in jure  our liberty , w hen  w ithout it w e should  not even  have had  life? W e ow e our  liberty  to  our hfe, and  our  life  

to G od ’s predestination . W e are free as air, only too free, all th ings considered . B ut it has puzzled the w isest 

understandings of  m ankind  to see how  the m agnificent liberty ' of  G od  rests  unim paired  by  the  prodigal com passions 

of H is eternal predestination . B ut it w as as if a necessity ' w ere upon  H im . G ive m e children or I die. said  the im 

petuous R achel, longing  to  be a  m other. So, at all costs. G od  m ust have creatures to  love  H im . sons to  honor and  to  

serve him , and to keep H im  im m ortal com pany. A t any cost H e m ust have created love, over w hich to outpour  

H im self  w ith  a  stupendous com m unication  of  uncreated  love, com placency, and  joy .

H ence w ho does not see that H e created all m en. together w ith all angels, to  be saved; and  yet by  that act 

H e left their freedom  unim paired?  B efore— w e are speaking as w ords com pel us— before H e had foreseen aught 

else, and  m oved  only by the excess of  H is ow n  unspeakable goodness. H e decreed to create the natures of angels  

and  m en, sim ply that H e m ight raise  them  to the vision  of  H im self  and  to  participate  in  H is beatitude. H e chose no  



certain  num ber, so as to  exclude  others. In  the adorably real sincerity  of  H is ow n  w ill, H e w ould  have all m en, and  

all angels, saved, and w as ready to give, to each and all, the necessary graces. H ence also cam e that m arvelous 

determ ination of superabundant love to create both  angels and m en in  a state of grace, that they m ight the m ore  

readily  attain  to  their supernatural end, by  beginning  w ith  grace instead  of  having  to  w ait for it.

C reation  in  a state of  grace is the w onder of  creation  doubled . T hen  w hen  H e foresaw  the free and  w illfu l 

dem erits of som e, and  the free loyal correspondence to grace in  others, there w as no energy in that prevision  to  

secure the condem nation of  the first, w hile  H is m ercy rejo iced already to adorn and set aside the crow ns for the  

second. N or w as it, as w e suppose, until after th is prevision  that there  w as any  absolu te  election  or reprobation . A nd  

thus m an ’s liberty  w as secured  throughout: and  the result is, that of  all the m ultitudes of  those w ho  are lost, not one  

can  attribute his m in  to  any predeterm ining act of G od. but sim ply to  their ow n  efforts to  free them selves  from  the  

solicitudes  of  H is grace, w hile  of  all the  countless souls and  spirits of  the  blessed , there  is not one  w ho  does not ow e  

his joy to the eternal predestination  of his M aker. A nd w hat is all th is but another set of evidences to prove the  

greatness of  G od ’s desire  to  have  our  love, w hile  it still leaves deep  dow n  in  the  abyss of  H is goodness  the  reason  of 

th is desire?

If  w e consider the  arrangem ents of creation  and  natural preservation , w e shall see that they  in  like m anner 

testify  to  the C reator ’s desire to excite our love. It is im possib le  to m ake too  m uch  of  the  fact that both  angels and  

m en  w ere created in  a state of grace. T he m ore w e th ink of  it, the m ore w e see that it is a com plete revelation  in  

itself. T hen  again  there is a  sort of  superabundance in  our  natural gifts. W e have so  m any  m ore  than  seem  absolu tely  

necessary to  our  discharging  the duties for w hich  w e cam e in to  the  w orld . L ife is itself  an  in tense pleasure: so  m uch  

so that m en  prize it above all other th ings. T he m ost m iserable of  m en  w ill hardly  part w ithout resistance w ith  the  

sim ple  pow er  of  liv ing . A ll our  natural gifts also  are so  constm cted  as to  be  avenues of  enjoym ent and  delight. T here  

is not a sense, in  w hose exercise there is not a  keenness and  a peculiarity  of satisfaction , of  w hich  those w ho lack  

that sense can form  no adequate conception . It requires a soul, either in  the strength of its first in tegrity or in  the  

vigor  of  supernatural grace, to  hold  us  back  from  being  sw ept aw ay  by  the  m ight of  sensual  pleasure.

T he  exercise  of  the  various  faculties of  the  m ind  also  opens out new  sources of  the  strangest delight and  the  

m ost thrilling happiness. W e can  th ink of and  count up  a score of different pleasurable feelings consequent on  the  

use  of  our  m inds, not one  of  w hich  w e can  adequately  describe  in  w ords. W hat  then  shall w e say of  the  rom ance  and  

nobility of  the affections of  our hearts, those very hearts G od so m uch  covets? A lm ost as m any loves grow  in  the  

soil of  the  heart as there are w ines in  the  vineyards of  the earth : and  has not the  w hole  w orld  m any a  tim e gone  w ild  

w ith  their  in toxication?

So also in the adaptation of m aterial nature to our dom inion, everyth ing is characterized by excessive  

prolusion , by unnecessary  beauty . E veryth ing alm ost has a sw eetness beyond  and  beside its ow n  proper function . 

T he heathen talked of M other E arth ; and tru ly G od has filled her teem ing bosom  w ith the m ilk of m ore than a  

m other’s kindness. W hether she feeds, or heals, or soothes, or inspires, or sim ply w ins us by the luster of her 

physical beauty , she is ever doing m ore than she prom ises, and enhances her gifts by the fondness of her 

m inistrations. T here is som ething to m ake us trem ble to see w ith  w hat fineness of balance, w ith w hat nicety of 

restrain t, our  C reator  tam es the huge  elem ents  in  our  behalf, and  m akes  us live  at ease am id  the  bew ildering  vastness 

of  their operations, and  close by  the uneasy laboratories of  their titan ic pow er. E veryw here, and  for our sakes. H e  

governs, not through the catastrophes of violent pow er, but through the m eekness of a patient and a pleasant 

un iform ity . H ere is fresh  dem onstration  that H e craves our love, and  no  reason  given  but the blessed  one of  H is free  

benignant w ill.

O nce m ore, before  w e  leave  the  kingdom  of  nature, let us look  at the  w ay  in  w hich  the  B ible discloses  H im  

to  us in  successive dispensations. H e plants an  E den  for H is new -m ade creatures, and  then  com es to  them  H im self 



and  the  evenings of  the  young  w orld  are consecrated  by  fam iliar colloquies  betw een  the creatures and  their C reator. 

H e tests their love by the  lightest of  precepts; and  w hen  they have  broken  it, clear above the accents of  a strangely  

m oderate / anger are heard  the m ercifu l prom ises of a Savior. T hen  com e centuries of  m ysterious strife, like Jacob  

w restling  w ith  G od  by  the  tinkling  w aters of  the  m idnight stream . N o  sin  seem s to  w eary  H im . N o  w ayw ardness is a  

m atch for the perseverance of H is love. M ercifu l and m iraculous in terventions are never w anting . N o gifts are  

thought too  m uch  or  too  good, if  the  creatures w ill but condescend  to  take  them . O n  the  M esopotam ian  sheep-w alks, 

in the E gyptian brick-fields, in the palm -spotted w ilderness, am ong the vineyards of E ngaddi, by the headlong  

floods of harsh  B abylon, it is alw ays the sam e. G od cannot do w ithout us. H e cannot afford to lose our love. H e  

c lings to us; H e pleads w ith  us; H e punishes only  to get love, and  stays H is hand  in  the  m idst; H e m elts our  hearts  

w ith  beautifu l com plain ings; H e m ourns like a rejected lover or a suspected  friend; H e appeals to  us w ith  a sort of 

hum ility  w hich  has no parallel in  hum an  love.

W hat a character of  G od  w e should draw ' from  the B ible only! and  w hat w ould  it all com e to , but that to  

w  in  the love of H is creatures w as the ru ling passion of  the C reator? O h! horrib le beyond  all horrors m ust the heart 

be that w ill not love G od. that particu lar G od  of  the  B ible, the G od  of A braham , Isaac, and  Jacob, the  Father  of  our 

L ord  Jesus C hrist! G od  desiring , and  m an  w ithholding , and  then  G od  getting , as it w ere  by stealth  or  by  caress, less 

than  a  tithe of  H is due from  less than  a  tithe  of  H is creation, and  then  as it w  ere spreading  H im self  out in  a  kind  of 

joyous  trium ph  at H is success— is not th is a  tru thful com pendium  of  the  B ible history?

If  from  nature w e turn  to  grace, w e shall find  that the w hole resolves itself  in to a loving  pursuit of  souls on  

the part of G od. W e shall m eet there the sam e evidence of the fact w ith as little solu tion  of the difficu lty . T he  

kingdom  of  grace, if  it is not founded  on  the  perm ission  of  evil, seem s at least to  im ply it; and  the  perm ission  of  evil 

is nothing  less than  the in tense desire of  the C reator  for the free love of  H is creatures. Surely  that is w hat lies at the  

bottom  of  tliis terrific m ysteiy . A t w hat a  price m ust H e estim ate  the  love of  angels and  of  m en, if  H e w ould  run  so  

fearfu l a  risk  to  gain  it? N ay, it could  be  no  risk  to  H im  w  hose foreknow ledge  m ade all th ings  present to  H im . E very  

possib le, as w ell as every actual, consequence of  that perm ission  w as vivid ly before H im . and  yet H e persisted . It 

w  as w  orth  w hile. It w as for  H is glory ', and  H is  gloty  is  our  inestim able good.

If  evil w as not pennitted . angels and  m en  w ould  not. according  to  the  present dispensation , be  free. If  they  

w ere not free, they could  not serve H im  w ith  a service of love; for freedom  is necessaiy to love. T hey, w hom  the  

sight of H im  now ' confirm s in  holiness for everm ore, w ould  not have w on  their crow ns; and  therefore a  heaven  of 

sain ts ready m ade from  the  beginning  w ould  not in  fact have  been, in  the sam e sense that it is now , a  service of  free  

allegiance and  voluntary  love.*  Y et w hat a  fearfu l  venture, rather  w  hat an  appalling  certain ty , w as that perm ission  of 

evil! T he A ll-m ercifu l saw  before H im  the burning abyss, so sadly populous. It w as to H im  a vision  of m ore  

unutterable  horror than  it could  be even  to  the capacious soul of  M ary ' or  the keen  in telligence of  M ichael. Y et on 

w ard H e drove right through it, in  the plenitude  of that greater and m ore overw helm ing goodness w herew ith H e  

yearned for H is creature ’s love. O  w hat clearness of dem onstration  is there here in the pitchy darkness of that 

in tolerable  secret!

[footnote: A  w orld of reasonable beings, either w ith ungrow ing  m erits, like those of the sacred H um anity , or 

confirm ed  in  grace from  the first, like our B lessed  L ady, is a th ing  of  w  hich  w e have no experience, and  w hich  is 

opposed  to  the  divine law s as exhibited  in  the  tw  o  creations  of  w hich  w e  know , and  from  w hich  alone  w e  can  argue, 

and  not from  the  exceptional cases of  the sacred H um anity or our L ady. W e can  hardly conceive the perm ission  of 

evil to  have  been  sim ply gratu itous, w ithout any  m oral reasons in  the  character of  G od.]

T hen  that grave  perm ission  cam e  to  H is eldest sons, to  that prim eval w orld  of  angels. For  one  m om ent they  

looked at H im  in  all the beauty of  H is kind dom inion, and then  they looked  at self  w ith  its enticing liberty , and  



forthw ith  one w hole m ultitude, a  th ird of  that w ide em pire, ten  m illion  tim es ten  m illion  spirits, a  very  universe of 

loveliness and  gifts and graces, m ade their irrem ediable choice, and  in  the m adness of  their liberty leaped  in to the  

stunning  w ar of the fiery w hirlpool, far aw ay from  the m eek  paternal m ajesty of G od. T heir irrem ediable choice! 

w hat a  thought is  that for  us! T he  angels could  not com plain . T hey  had  had  a  m arvelous  abundance of  love. T he  gifts 

of their nature w ere som ething  beyond our pow er of im agining . T hey w ere so bright and vast and sure as to be  

alm ost a  security in  them selves against a  fall. T hey had  also been created  in  a state of grace, and  doubtless of  the  

m ost exquisite and  resplendent  grace. M oreover  they  had  all perhaps m erited  im m ensely  by  the  first act of  love  w ith  

w hich they greeted their C reator in the exulting m om ent w hen at H is dear w ill their grand spirits spm ng from  

nothingness. Y et one chance, one only! O ur different experience of G od  m akes us trem ble  at the  thought. W hen  w e  

broke  our  light precept, and  forfeited our  orig inal in tegrity, H e  w ould  not lose  us so . H e only  redoubled  H is m ercies, 

and  m ultip lied  our  m eans of  salvation; so  that it has  becom e  alm ost a  doubt in  theology  w hether w e  are not better off 

now  that w e have  fallen , than  w e should  have  been  had  w e  preserved  the  innocence  and  rectitude of  paradise. W hen  

w e consider the  various dispensations w hich  fo llow ed  the fall, the antediluvian  tim es, the  Patriarchal dispensation , 

the L evitical, the C hristian , as if G od  w ould  still leave us free, yet for all that, and  in  spite of  fearfu l losses, w ould  

not be  baffled  in  H is  yearning  for our love, w e m ight alm ost venture  to  com pare  H is infin ite  M ajesty  to  one of  H is 

ow n  insignificant  creatures, to  the spider w ho  w ith  the sam e quiet assiduity  of  to il is ever repairing  its often  broken  

w eb, still trusting  the sam e treacherous site, still braving the sam e alm ost inevitable calam ities. C an  w e give any  

reason  for  th is, or say  m ore, than  that there is a  reason  w hich  G od  has hidden  in  the  greatness of  H is ow n  goodness?

T he Incarnation , that m ystery of  the divine m agnificence, in  w hich  all the in tellig ib le perfections of G od  

pass in array before us as in  beautifu l procession , teaches us the sam e lesson. If G od  w ould have com e to his 

unfallen  creatures, and  been  bom e  w ithin  the w om b  of  a  hum an  M other, and  have shared  our  nature, and  have lived  

am ong  us, and  for three-and-th irty years have unfolded countless m ysteries of glory , surpassing even  those of  the  

paschal forty  days, w hat can  w e say  but that it w ould  have  been  a  proof  of  H is desire for H is creatures ’ love, w hich  

w e could only have adored in silen t thankfulness? A  creature the C reator cannot be; but H e w ill have a created  

nature, and  m ake it unspeakably one w ith  H is divine Person, so  that H e m ay  be m ore like one of  us, and  heighten  

our reverence by the trem bling freedom s of our fam iliarity , if  only H e m ay so enjoy  vast augm entations  of hum an  

love. If  because w e  fell, H e changed  the  m anner of  H is com ing, if  rather  than  abandon  H is com ing  H e plunged  H is 

M other and  H im self in  a  very  ocean  of  sorrow s, if, w ithout hum bling  us by  telling  us of  the change, H e contentedly  

took sham e for glory , suffering for  joy , slavery for a  kingdom , the cross instead  of  the crow n, w hat did  it all show  

but that H e w ould still have our love, and  that w ith  ingenious com passion , w hich  could  only  be divine, H e w ould  

take  the  advantage  of  our  m iseries  to  exalt us all the  m ore, and  so  w in  m ore abundant love? If  H e cam e only  because 

w e had  fallen , if  H e condescended  to  be  but a  rem edy  for an  evil, if  H e stooped  to  fight our  battle  in  person, and  in  

hum an flesh , w ith our trium phant enem y, if  the Incarnation  w as an in terference to prevent H is ow n w orld from  

being  sto len  from  H im , if  it w as a fresh  invention  out of  the  boundless resources of the divine pity , then  still w hat 

does it m ean but that H e w ould not let us go, H e w ould not let us lose ourselves, because in H is strangely  

persevering  goodness  H e  w ould  not lose our  love?

So again w hat is the C hurch  but H is w ay of rendering  the blessings of  H is Incarnation  om nipresent and  

everlasting? W hat is the  B aptism  of  infants but a  securing  prem aturely , and  as it w ere against all reason, the eternal 

love of their unconscious souls? W hat is C onfession , but m ercy m ade com m on, justice alm ost eluded, the m ost 

m ade out of the least? T hese are hum an w ords, but they express som ething true. W hat is the sacram ent of 

C onfirm ation but an  act of  jealousy , lest the w orld should steal from  G od  w hat H e had already got? W hat is the  

sacram ent of M atrim ony, but a tak ing  of  the stuff and substance of hum an  life , its com m on sorrow s and  joys, its 

daily sm iles and tears, the w ear and tear of its rough and sm ooth , and elevating it all by a sort of heavenly  



transfiguration in to a ceaseless fountain of supernatural and m eritorious love? W hat is E xtrem e U nction , but an 

expression  of  affectionate nervousness, if w e m ay so speak, of our dearest L ord, lest w e should  fail him  just at the  

last, w hen so m any risks are run? W hat is the sacram ent of  O rders, but system atizing  and  ensuring  a succession  of 

daily m iracles, such  as consecrations, absolu tions, exorcism s, and  benedictions, each  one of w hich  is to create, and  

then  to fertilize, and  then  to beautify , a  little w orld  of love for H im ? A sk  the divine Solitary of  the tabernacle w hy  

H e lives H is herm it life am ongst us, and  w hat could  H is answ er be  but th is— I w ait, to  show  L ove  and  to  receive it?  

B ut  w ide  as H e  has m ade the am ple  bosom  of  H is C hurch, and  though  H e has m ultip lied  w ith  a  com m onness. w hich  

alm ost in jures reverence, the potent sacram ents, th is is not enough. N one m ust slip  through, if  H e can  but help it. 

N one m ust be lost except in  H is despite. T here m ust be som ething still left, w liich needs no priest, som ething  as 

w ide as air and as free, w hich  m en  m ay have w hen  they cannot have, or at the needful m om ent cannot find , the  

sacram ents of  H is ow n  loving  institu tion .

O ne th ing  there is, and  one only , and  w e are not surely now  surprised  to  find  that one  th ing— love. If need  

be, love can baptize w ithout w ater, can confinn w ithout chrism , can absolve w ithout ordination , can alm ost 

com m unicate  w ithout  a  H ost. For, great as are  the sacram ents, love  is a  higher em anation  of  that priesthood  w liich  is 

for ever according  to  the  order of  M elchisedech. H ow  shall w e read  these riddles, if  they  m ay not m ean  that G od  so  

desires our  love, that H e alm ost tires our  attention  and  outstrips our  im agination  by  the  novelty and  profusion  of  H is 

m ercifu l desires to  secure  th is m arvelously  priceless treasure, the  puny  love  of  fin ite  hearts?

T here  are  m any  difficu lties  in  the  doctrine  of  grace, as w ell as in  those  of  predestination  and  the  perm ission  

of  evil, w liich  seem  to  in terfere w ith  our  perception  of G od ’s love, w ith  its im partiality as w ell as its com pleteness. 

B ut if  w e. each  of  us, rem ove  the  cause  from  the  theological schools  to  the  court in  our  ow n  hearts, these difficu lties 

w ill be  greatly  dim inished, if  not entirely  dispelled .

L et our  ow n  hearts  therefore  be  the  last part of  the  kingdom  of  grace w liich  w e shall exam ine. C an  any one  

of  us say that w e have not received num berless graces to w hich  w e have not corresponded? H ave w e ever sinned, 

not only w ithout its being  w illfu lly done, but also w ithout a distinct resistance to conscience, grace, or contrary  

inspirations?  If  w e  w ere  to  die and  be lost at th is m om ent, is it not as clear as the sun  at noon  that w e  have no  one  to  

blam e for it but ourselves? H as not our  w hole  life  been  one series of  m ercifu l in terferences on  the  part of  G od? H ave  

there not been m any tim es w hen  our petu lance and  w ayw ardness have reached  such a  point, that w e in  like case  

should have given  up  our  dearest friends, our  closest kindred , as past the  possib ility  of  am endm ent, or not w orth  the  

trouble of  reproof? A nd  yet G od  has not given  us up. H is tenderness, H is liberality , H is assiduity , H is patience, H is 

hopefulness, and  if  w e m ay  use the w ord, H is extraordinary  unprovokedness, have  been  beyond  all w ords. A nd  how  

do  w e stand  at th is hour? W e have m erited  hell. Perhaps w e have m erited it a  thousand  tim es over. W e ought to  be 

there  now , if  justice  had  all its rights. B ut it is an  unjust w orld , and  G od  is the  grand  victim  of  its in justice. H e alone  

has not H is rights. H e lets H is  m ercy  do  strange  th ings w ith  H is liberty . W e have  m erited  hell purely  of  our  ow n  free  

w ill: nay, w e have had  to stifle inw ard  reproaches and  to  m ake considerable efforts in  order  to  accom plish  our  ow n  

perdition . T hat w e are not yet in  hell, that w e have actually  a  good  chance of  heaven, is sim ply  because G od  cannot 

find  in  H is heart to  abandon  the  possib ility  of  our  love. In  a  w ord, look  at yourself, for self is the  only  th ing  w hich  

concerns you  in  these difficu lties  of  grace and  predestination . H as G od  ever done you  anything  but good? H as H e  

not done  you  an  overw helm ing  am ount of good? H as H e not sim ply  been  so good  to you, that you  yourself cannot 

conceive of  anything , except the  divine nature, being  so good? E ither in  kind, or in  degree, in  m anner, or in  m atter, 

can  you  so m uch  as conceive of any created  goodness being anything  like so good! O  m ercifu l G od! T hou  art too  

good  to  us. T hou  standest  in  T hine  ow n  light. T hy  m ercies hide  in  one  another; they  go  out of  sight because  they  are  

so tall: they pass unnoticed  because they are so deep: they w eary our thankfulness because they are so num erous: 



they m ake us disbelieve because they are so gratu itous, so com m on, so enduring . W e should m ore readily have  

acknow ledged  w hat T hou  hast done  forus, if  T hou  hadst only  done m uch  less!

A re w e tired  of  th is evidence, especially w hen  it leaves still unexplained the m ystery ' it so am ply proves?  

T his is not the  place to  discuss the  joys of  the  B eatific V ision , although  there is hardly  a  m ore tem pting  province of 

theology. N evertheless w e can hardly close our case w ithout som e consideration of the kingdom  of glory , 

considered  in  reference to  our present inquiry . In  the case of a  parent or a  teacher w e  judge  of  the value set upon  a  

particu lar  line of  conduct, by  the greatness of  the  rew ard  prom ised  and  actually  conferred . N ow  if  w e love G od, the  

rew ard  prom ised  us is nothing  less than  the sight of  G od  H im self face to  face, not transiently , not as a  glorious flash  

of light renew ed once in  ten  thousand  years to  feed our im m ortality w ith  contentm ent and delight, but an  abid ing  

vision , a glory and a gladness, a m arvelous rapture of  the w ill, and an  ecstasy of  vast in telligence, for everm ore. 

T hink how  such  a rew ard transcends all the expectations, all the possib ilities even, of our nature! H ow  G od m ust 

love us, and  how  too  H e m ust love our  love, to have prepared  for us such  joys as these, w hich  eye has not seen , nor 

ear  heard , nor  m an's heart conceived!

W e m ust consider also  that although  our  beatitude, quite rigorously speaking, does not consist so m uch  or 

so  directly  in  love, as in  the  actual vision  of  G od  by  our  understandings, nevertheless love  is that w hich  im m ediately  

fo llow s from  it, and  w hich  is directly con-natural to  it. So  that it com es to  th is: our rew ard is for having  loved  G od; 

it is no  less  a rew ard  than  G od  H im self, not any  of  H is gifts; and  it is an  ability  to  love  H im  infin itely  better than  w e  

have ever done  before, and  also  eternally . H e  takes us to  H im self. H e m akes us H is ow n  com panions foreverm ore. 

H e m ultip lies  H im self  in  us. and  reflects  H im self  in  our  beatified  souls, as if  it w ere  in  so  m any  im ages of  H im self.

“In  other created  th ings." says L essius, “as in  the fabric of the w orld , and  the various degrees of tilings, 

certain th in rays of H is divin ity shine forth , from  w hich  w e can, as it w ere by a conjecture, learn  H is pow er, H is 

w isdom , and  H is goodness. B ut in  our m inds elevated  by  the light of  glory and  united  to  H im  in  the  B eatific  V ision, 

the  w hole plenitude  of  the divinity shines forth , the  w hole of  H is beauty softly  glow s; so  that, although  the  divin ity  

is one in  itself, it is in a m arvelous m anner m ultip lied , so that there seem  to be as m any divin ities as there are  

beatified m inds.” L ove is the reason of the rew ard , love is the consequence of the rew ard , love is the conduct 

rew arded, and  the  rew ard  itself  is love. If  w e  knew  nothing  m ore  of  G od  than  th is, need  m ore  be  know n?

W e m ust not forget also  the huge  price  w hich  th is rew ard  has cost our C reator. W hen  w e had  forfeited  it, it 

required  as it w ere an  effort of  all H is conjoined  perfections to recover it for us once again . A  G od  m ade m an, the  

sham e of a G od. the sufferings of a G od. the  B lood  of  a G od, the death  of a G od! Such  w as the  price of  w hat w e  

shall one day enjoy ' in  heaven. W hat can  w e do  but w eep silen tly? H ow  do all com plain ts about the  perm ission of 

evil and the m ystery of election die aw ay, w hen  w e th ink  of  th ings like these! H ow  ungraceful, ungraceful rather 

than  ungratefu l, do  they seem ! T he  incarnation  of  a  G od, the sham e of  a  G od, the  sufferings of  a  G od, the  B lood  of  a  

G od. the  death  of  a G od! T hat w as  w hat I cost! It is now  m y  daily  bread, m y  daily  light, m y  daily  life . I confess that 

faith  is alm ost overw helm ed  w ith  these considerations. O  for som e com er, the least, the low est, and  the last in  the  

w orld  to  com e, w here  w e  m ay spend  an  untired  etern ity  in  giving  silen t thanks  to  Jesus C rucified!

B ut, if w hat G od paid w as so great, the littleness of w hat earns it on our part is a m ystery alm ost as 

w onderfu l. A  M agdalene's  love  w as but a  paltry  price to  pay  for a  rew ard  so  vast. B ut th ink  of  the  dying  th ief! O ne  

act of love, one act of contrition , the brief tardy graces of a death-bed — w hat m ust be the m ight of our Savior’s 

B lood  w hen  it can  concentrate the w hole m erit of  eternal life in  such  little m om entary  th ings as these? If  w e died  at 

th is m om ent, it is our  firm  hope  that w e should  be  saved; and  yet can  our  hope  rest on  w hat w e ourselves have  done?  

Is there not som ething painful in  confronting  the m agnitude  of our recom pense, w ith  the trifling service w e have  

given G od  but grudgingly , out of hearts only half w eaned from  the w orld , and scarcely w eaned at all from  self? 

Surely  G od  m ust desire  our  love  w ith  an  am azing  fervor  of  desire, w hen  H e gives so  m uch  to  have  so  little  in  return!



T here is one  th ing  m ore to  rem ark  about the  B eatific  V ision , before  w e close our  case. It is a  very  obvious  

reflection , yet perhaps w e do not dw ell upon  it sufficiently , that now , in  our fallen  state, it is not innocence  w hich  

earns the sight of  G od, but love, hum ble, repentant, penance-doing  love. N ay, even  in  an  unfallen  or angelic w orld , 

it w ould only be innocence in the shape of love, w hich could earn the heavenly recom pense. T hus also in our 

journey  heaven-w ards, it is love  w hich  takes even step , and  love  alone. It is not the sharpness of  the  austerity  w hich  

m erits, but the  love. It is not the  patience  in  sickness, or  the silence  under calum ny, or  the  perseverance  in  prayer, or 

the zeal of aposto lic labor, w liich w in  the crow n, but just the  love, and  the love only  that is in  the  patience and  the  

silence and the prayer and the zeal. M arty  rdom  w ithout love is unprofitab le before G od. H e has no longing  for 

anything  but love. H e puts no price on  other tilings. H is taste  is exclusive. H is covetousness is confined  to  that one  

th ing . O  if  w e could  be as sim ple and  as single in  our desires as G od! H e only  w ants our  love, and m ore of  it. and  

m ore, and  m ore. W hy should  not w e also w ant one th ing  only , to love H im . and  to love H im  m ore, and  m ore, and  

m ore? Surely if  w e prayed  only  for that after w hich  H e longs so earnestly , our  prayer w ould  not w ait for its answ er  

long; and  then  in  H is eyes, and  w ho  w ould  w ish  to  be  so  in  other eyes? w e should  soon  be  like  the sain ts.

W e conclude from  all these considerations, that of the fact that G od condescends in tensely to desire our 

love, there  can  be no  possib le doubt; and  w e  th ink  it is m ore  true to  say that th is fact, that H e desires our love, is the  

foundation of all practical relig ion , than  the equally certain  fact that H e loves us. W e m ean  that our duties and  our 

love flow  m ore obviously  from  the one than  from  the  other. T he one com es nearer to  us  than  the  other. B ut as to the  

reason  w hich  w e are to assign  for th is desire on  the part of our beneficent C reator, w e can  only say that often in  

relig ion  the  answ er to  one m ystery ' is another m ystery greater than  the  first. W e can  find  no  better  answ er than  th is, 

H e  w ishes  us  to  love  H im , because  H e so  loves us. U pon  w hich  w e  are obliged  forthw ith  to  ask  ourselves the  further 

question , W hy  does G od  love  us? A nd  th is m ust be  the  inquiry  for  the  next chapter.

M eanw hile  w e are not at all disconcerted  w ith  the  vagueness of  our answ er, nor w ith  the  apparently sm all 

result of our inquiiy . T he fact is, that relig ious tru th is alw ays fru itfu l and enchanting; and G od is our truest 

enjoym ent even  already  upon  earth ; and  as w e shall enjoy  H im  in  heaven, yet never  com prehend  H im , so it is life’s 

greatest  joy on  earth  to  w atch  the  operations of  G od  and  to  m use upon  H is w onders, though  their m eaning  is either  

only  partially disclosed  to  us, or perhaps even  hidden  from  us altogether. O h  is any  one so  dead  in  heart, so  blighted  

in  m ind  and  aspiration, as to  be  able  to  look  all th is divine love  in  the  face, and  not to  be  w on  by  it to  better th ings?

B lessed , blessed G od! W onderfu l father! C om passionate C reator! T his m ystery of  H is desiring our poor 

love should  of  itself  be  a  lifelong  joy  to  us in  our tim e of  pilgrim age. It puts a  new  face  upon  the  w orld . A ll th ings  

glow  w ith  another light. A  feeling  of  security com es upon  us, like a gift from  heaven, and  w raps us round; and  the  

cold  chill goes from  our  heart, and  its dark  spots are  illum inated; and  w e  w ant nothing  m ore now , nothing . E arth  has 

nothing  to give, w hich  w ould  not be a m ere im pertinence after th is desire of G od. O ur hearts are fu ll. W e have no  

room  for m ore. T his desire of G od solves all the problem s of  our im rer life; for it at once calm s us in  our present 

low ness, and spurs us on  to  higher th ings, and  the nam e of  that double state, the calm  and  the spur— w hat is it but 

perfection? G od loves m e— G od desires m y love. H e has asked for it, H e covets it, H e prizes it m ore than I do  

m yself! I w ould  fain  tell the  poor trees, and  the  little birds that are roosting , and  the  patient beasts slum bering  in  the  

dew y grass, and  the  bright w aters, and  the  w anton  w inds, and  the  clouds as they  sail above m e, and  that w hite  m oon, 

and  those flickering  far-off stars, that G od  desires m y  love, m ine, even  m ine! A nd  it is tree, infallib ly  true. O  G od, 

T hou  ait m y G od  because m y goods are nothing  unto  T hee! W hat shall I do? If  I m ay not doubt th is m ystery , w  hat 

can I do  but die of  love? O  T hou, w ho  in  the w orld  above givest us the  light of  glory that w e m ay bear to see T hy  

beauty  , give  us now  the  strength  of  faith  to  endure  these revelations of  T hy  love.



T he Second  C hapter

W H Y  G O D  L O V E S  U S

N e m o  a m a t o r u m  c a r n a l iu m , e t i a m s i s i t  i n  h o c  u l t r a  m o d u m  i n s a n ie n s , s i c  e x a r d e s c e r e  p o t e s t  i n  a m o r e m  d i l e c t œ  

s u œ ,  s i c u t  D e u s  e f f u n d i t u r  i n  a m o r e m  a n i m a r u m  n o s t r a r u m .— St John  C hrysostom .

IF  the  answ er  to  our  first question , w hy G od  w ishes us  to  love  H im , only  resulted  in  a  m ystery , w e m ay  be sure  the  

answ er to  th is second  question , w hy G od  loves us, w ill only  bring  out a  still greater m ystery . N evertheless  w e m ust 

proceed  to  the  discussion  of  it. Inquiry is m ore solid  and  m ore fru itfu l in  divine  th ings, than  the m ost com plete and  

satisfacto iy  results in  hum an  sciences.

T he  w hole  creation  floats, as it w ere, in  the  ocean  of  G od ’s alm ighty love. H is love  is the  cause  of  all tilings  

and  of  all the conditions of  all th ings, and  it is their end  and  rest as w ell. H ad  it not been  for H is love, they never 

w ould  have existed , and  w ere it not for H is love now  they w ould  not be one hour  preserved. L ove is the  reading  of 

all the riddles of nature, grace, and  glory; and reprobation  is practically the positive refusal on  the  part of  the free 

creature to partake of the C reator’s love. L ove is the light of all dark m ysteries, the sublim e consum m ation of all 

hopes, desires, and  w isdom s, and. the  m arvelous in terpretation  of  G od. L ight is not so  universal as love, for love is 

in  darkness as w ell as light. L ife is less strong  than  love; for love  is the  victory over death , and  is itself  an  im m ortal 

life. If it pleased G od  at th is m om ent to  destroy  the air, the planet w ould  have w heeled  but a  few  leagues eastw ard  

before it w ould  have becom e the hom e of  universal death  and  desolation  M yriad  m yriads of  w arm  and  joyous  lives 

w ould  have  been  extinguished  in  one inarticu late gasp  of  choking  agony. N ot only w ould  the streets and  fields have  

been  strew n  w ith  the suffocated  dead, but the birds on  the w ing  w ould  have fallen lifeless  to the ground. T he deep  

blue w aters of  the sea w ould not have screened  their m ultitudinous tribes from  the energy of  the destroying  edict. 

T he subterranean  creatures w ould  have been  found  out and  stifled  in  the crevices of  the rocks, the  black  w aters, or 

the  w inding  w ays beneath  the ground. Sw ift death  w ould  have penetrated  through  the  breath ing-holes of  the  earth  to  

the strange fish  of E gy  pt’s artesian w ells, and  to the fish ing-birds of  the caverns of  L aybach  and C am iola. E arth ’s 

green  vesture  w ould  be  unrolled , and  the  fair  orb  w ould  revolve in  space  an  ugly  m ass  of  dull, discolored  m atter.

Y et th is picture of m in is but a fain t im age of w hat w ould happen  if G od w ithdrew  in to H is ow n self- 

sufficient glory , and called off that im m ensity of gratu itous love w ith w hich H e covers all creation . For the  

destruction  of  the air w ould  be  but a m aterial desolation . It w ould  not invade the  vast kingdom s of  m oral beauty , of 

spiritual life, of natural goodness, of  infused  holiness, of  angelical in telligence, or of  the beatitude of  hum an  souls. 

A s far as creation is concerned, G od, as it w ere, concentrates all H is attributes in to one, becom es only one  

perfection , and  that one perfection  is to  us the w hole of G od: and  it is love. G od  is love, says St John  briefly ; and  

after  that, nothing  m ore  w as needed  to  be  said . H e  has infin ite pow er, boundless w isdom , indescribable  holiness, but 

to us the pow er, the w isdom , and the holiness com e sim ply in  the shape of love. H is justice is one of H is m ost 

ravishing  beauties, but it ravishes us by  being  such  a glorious illum ination  of  H is love. W hat looks like  justice far 

off  is but a  higher kind  of  love w hen w e com e near. T o  us creatures H is infin ity  , H is im m ensity , H is im m utability, 

H is etern ity  are sim ply  love, infinite , im m ense, im m utable, eternal love.

W hen  w e proved G od ’s desire of  our  love, w e at the sam e tim e proved  undoubtedly  H is love of  us. R eason  

and  revelation, science and  theology, nature, grace, and  gloiy , alike establish  the  infallib le tm th  that G od  loves H is 

ow n  creatures, and  loves them  as only G od  can  love. T he  question  is, w hy  H e  loves us; and  our  first step  tow ards an 



answ er m ust be  to  exam ine the  character and  degree of  th is love. T he nature of  a  th ing  is often  the  best explanation  

both  of  its existence  and  its end. L et us see w hat G od ’s love  of  us is like.

In  the  first place, it passes all exam ple. W e have nothing  to  m easure it by, nothing  to  com pare it w ith . T he  

creatures, w hich G od has created , furn ish us w ith ideas by w hich w e can im agine creatures w hich H e has not 

created . W e could  not have conceived of a tree, if G od had not m ade one. B ut now  w e can  im agine a  tree w hich  

shall be different from  any  actual tree, either in  size, or in  fo liage, or in  flow er, or in  fru it, or in  the  character of  its 

grow th and outline. So also of an anim al, or even of a possib le w orld . W hether w e are unable to im agine any  

possib le th ing , w hich  shall be  m ore than  a  com bination  of  certain  actual tilings, or a  variety  of  them , or an  excess of 

them , is a  question  w hich  w e do  not touch. G od  gives us som ething  to  build  our im aginary  creatures upon, because  

H e has surrounded  us  w ith  a  countless  variety  of  creatures; and  w e can  judge  of  im aginary  tilings in  poetry , painting , 

or sculp ture, according  to the standard of nature. B ut w e have no such help in  understanding G od ’s love of H is 

creatures. It is w ithout parallel, w ithout sim ilitude. It is based upon  H is ow n eternal goodness w hich  w e do not 

understand.

T his leads us to its next feature, that it does not resem ble hum an  love, either in  kind  or in  degree. It does 

not answ er to  the description  of a creature’s love. It m anifests itself in  different w ays. It cannot be  judged  by the  

sam e princip les. W e cannot rise to the idea of it by successive steps of greater or less hum an love. T he ties of 

paternal, fraternal, conjugal affection all express tm ths about the divine love ; but they not only express them  in  a  

very im perfect w ay; they also fall infin itely short of  the real tm th . of  the w hole tm th . If  w e throw  together all the  

m utual love of  the angels, of w hich  doubt: less am ong  the  various choirs there are m any nam eless varieties, if  w e  

cast in to  one heap all the  passionate  fidelity  and  heroic loyalty  and  burning sentim ent of  all the  husbands and  w ives, 

parents and  children , brothers and  sisters, friends and  neighbors, that ever w ere, ever w ill be, or in  the  vast expanse  

of  om nipotence  ever can  be. our  to tal w ill be som ething inconceivably m ore short of  the  reality  of  G od ’s love  for  us. 

than  the  drop  is short of  the  ocean, and  the m inute  of  etern ity . If  w e  m ultip ly  the sam e to tal  by  all the  figures w e  can  

th ink  of w ithout losing our heads in  the labyrin ths of m illions and  billions, w e shall not m end m atters. W hen w e  

have com e to an  end  w e have not got the shadow  of an  idea of  the degree of fervor w ith  w hich  G od  loves us. A nd  

then  if  w e contrived  to com prehend  the degree, w here should w e be in  our reckoning? T here rem ains the fact that 

G od ’s love  of  us is a  different  kind  of  love  from  any  for w hich  w e have  got a nam e. O h  how  it gladdens our  souls to  

th ink  that w hen  w e shall have  been  a  m illion  of  years in  the  bosom  of  our  H eavenly  Father, w e shall still be sinking  

dow n, deeper and  deeper, in  that unknow n  sea  of love, and  be no nearer the bottom  of its unfathom able tm th and  

inexhaustib le  delights!

T his is our  th ird  feature of  it, that not even  a  glorified  soul can  ever understand  it. T he im m aculate M other  

of G od  at th is hour is alm ost as ignorant of it as w e are. A lm ost as ignorant, for there can scarcely be degrees in  a  

m atter w hich is infin ite . T he gigantic in telligence of St M ichael has been fathom ing the depths of divine love  

through  countless cycles of revolv ing ages, longer far than even  those seem ingly in term inable geological epochs  

w hich  m en  of  science claim , and  he has reported  no  soundings yet. A nd  still these  endless calculations  are  the  happy  

science of the B lest. Still the sain ts on earth , in ardent contem plation , w ork th is problem  w hich they know  

beforehand they shall never solve. A nd w e, w ho creep upon the ground, w hat better can w e do than bew ilder 

ourselves in  these m azes of  celestial love? For w e shall still be learn ing  to  love G od  m ore, still learn ing  to w onder  

m ore at w hat H e has done for us. and  to  w onder m ost of  all at the  nothing  w hich  w e do  for  H im . If  even  they  w ho  

see G od. cannot com prehend H is love, w hat m anner of love m ust it necessarily be? A nd  yet it is ours, our ow n  

possession; and G od ’s one desire is. by hourly influxes of grace, to increase  that w hich  is already incalculable, to  

enrich  us w ith  an  apparently  unspeakable  abundance  of  that w hose  least degree is beyond  the science of  archangels, 

beyond  the  glory-strengthened  eye  of  the  M other of  G od  herself!



It is another feature of  th is love, that it seem s so to  possess G od  as to  m ake H im  insensib le to  reduplicated  

w rongs, and  to  set one attribute against another. A t all costs love m ust be satisfied . T here is nothing  like G od ’s love  

except G od ’s unity . It is the w hole of G od. M ercy, the m ost exquisite , tender, delicate, susceptible m ercy, m ust be  

risked  by  the perm ission of  evil; and  the  very  risk  is  but a  m ore  beautifu l m anifestation  of  it. T hat choice  perfection  

of the M ost H igh, H is in tolerably shin ing , unspotted , sim ple sanctity , m ust be exposed  to  inevitable  outrage by  the  

freedom  of created  w ills. O nly, love m ust be satisfied . T he m ost stupendous schem es of redem ption  shall seem  to  

tax  the  infin ity of  w isdom , so as to satisfy  justice, provided  only  that the satisfaction  be not m ade at the  expense of 

love. L ove is the  favorite . L ove appears— oh  these poor  hum an  w ords!— to  stand  out from  the  equality  of  the divine  

perfections. Y et even  love, for love ’s ow n  sake, w ill com e dow n  from  the  em inence of  its dignity . It w ill take  m an ’s 

love as a return  for itself. It w ill consider itself  paid , by a  kind  of  affectionate  fiction . It w ill count that for a  return , 

w hich  bears no  resem blance  to  the  th ing  to  be  returned, either in  kind  or  in  degree. T he m utual love  of  G od  and  m an  

is tru ly a  friendship , of  w inch  the reciprocity is all on  one side. C om pared  to  the least fraction  of G od ’s enorm ous  

love  of  us, w hat is all the  collective love  H e receives  from  angels and  from  m en, but as less than  the least drop  to  the  

boundless sea? A nd  yet. in  the  divine  exaggerations  of  H is creative  goodness, the  w hole  m agnificent m achinery  of  a  

thousand  w orlds  w as a  cheap  price  to  pay  for  th is.

H ence  w e m ay w ell reckon  as a  fifth  feature of  th is love, that its grandeur is a  trial even  to  the  faith  w hich  

finds no difficu lty in  the B lessed  Sacram ent, nor even  in  the m ystery of  the U ndivided  T rin ity . If w e have had  to  

w ork  for G od  as priests, have w e not found  m ore m en  puzzled  and  tem pted  by  the love of G od  than  by  any other 

article of the faith? Indeed m ost of  the tem ptations against the faith , w hen  properly analyzed, resolve them selves 

in to  tem ptations  arising  from  the seem ing  excesses of  divine love. W e m ight dare to say that G od  H im self, in  spite  

of  our daily  prayer, leads us in to tem ptation  by  H is incredib le  goodness. It is the excessive love of  the Incarnation  

and  the Passion , w hich  m akes m en  find it hard  to believe those m ysteries. It is the very inundation of love w ith  

w hich  M ary is covered , w hich  really m akes her a stum bling-block  to proud or ill-established faith , or to inquiry  

w hich  has not yet reached  the strength of  faith . T he B lessed Sacram ent is a difficu lty , only because it is such an  

exceedingly  beautifu l rom ance  of  love. If  G od ’s love had  not as it w ere  constrained  H im  to  tell us so  m any  of  H is in 

com prehensib le  secrets, the  doctrine  of  the  H oly  T rin ity  w ould  have  been  less fertile  of  objections.

W e confess it seem s to  us that he  w ho, on  reflection , can  receive and  em brace  those  tw o  propositions, that 

G od  loves us, and  that G od  desires our love, can  find  nothing  difficu lt hereafter in  the  w onders of  theology. T hey  

exhaust and absorb all the possib le objections a fin ite in tellect can m ake to the incom prehensib le dealings of its 

infin ite C reator. O  how  often in  the fluent course of prayer does not th is sim ple fact, that G od is loving us, turn  

round  and  face us, and  scatter all our  thoughts, and  strike  us in to  a  deep  silence, and  repeat itself  out loud  to  us, and 

the soul answ ers not, and  is not asleep  and  yet is not aw ake, and  then  the tru th  passes on, and  w e are left w eak  in  

every lim b, and  sw eetly  w eary , as if  w e had  been  hard  at w ork  for hours upon  som e deep study or  to ilsom e  deed  of 

charity! W e saw  no  vision: only  G od  touched  us, and  w e shrank, and  now  are m arvelously  fatigued.

A nother feature of  th is love is that it is eternal, w hich  is in  itself  an  inexplicable m ystery '. A s there never 

w as a m om ent w hen G od  w as not, in  all the  plenitude  of  H is self-sufficient m ajesty , so there w as never a  m om ent 

w hen  H e did  not love  us. H e  loved  us not only  in  the  gross, as H is creatures, not only  as atom s in  a  m ass, as units in  

a m ultitude, all grouped  together and not taken singly . B ut H e loved us indiv idually . H e loved us w ith  all those  

distinctions  and  indiv idualities w hich  m ake  us ourselves, and  prevent our  being  any  but ourselves.

A s the eternal generation of the Son  and  the eternal procession of the H oly G host w ere in  G od  w hat are  

called  in  theology  necessary acts; because  w ithout  them  G od  w ould  not be  O ne G od  in  T hree  Persons; so  H is eternal 

love of us w as G od ’s first free act. It w as the glorious liberty of G od spreading beyond  H im self in the form  of 

creative  love. W hat is predestination  but the  determ ining  of  th is sw eet liberty ’ by  alm ighty  love? W hat is our  election  



but the  eternal em brace of  our C reator’s unbeginning love? E ver  since  H e  w as G od  and  H e w as alw ays G od, H e has 

been  caressing  us in  the com placency  of  H is delighted foresight. W e w ere w ith  H im  before ever the planets or the  

stars w ere m ade, before angelic spirit had  yet stream ed  out of nothing , or the hollow  void  been  bidden  to  build  up  

m illions of round  w orlds of ponderous m aterial substance. W hat m ust a love be like w hich  has been eternal and  

im m utable? A nd  is it sim ply  to  be  believed  that I, a speck  in  the  w orld , a  point in  tim e, a  breath  of  being, fain ting  

back in to m y orig inal nothingness every m om ent, only that an act of G od ’s w ill and influx keeps m e in  life by  

force— that I, m ost in tellectually  conscious to m yself that I have never of m yself done or said one w orthy, one  

unselfish  th ing , one  th ing  that w as not vile and m ean  ever since I w as bom — that I, such  as lam , or even  such  as I 

m ay hope to  be, have really been  loved  by  G od w ith  an  everlasting love? W hy w hat m ean  all those controversies  

about the  counsels of  perfection?  Is it possib le  that G od ’s children  can  be  talk ing  together, to  see  how  m uch  they  are  

obliged to do  for G od, and  how  little is enough  to save them ?  Y es! yes! eternal love allow s even  th is, brooks even  

th is, and  to all appearance is content! If  w e w ill not give, G od  w ill bargain  w ith  us, and  buy. O  inexplicable love! 

T hy  doings are  alm ost a  scandal to  be  put in to  w ords!

O nce m ore. T he seventh feature of th is love w hich G od bears us; is that it is in every w ay w orthy of  

H im self, and  the result of H is com bined  perfections. It w ould  be of course an  in tolerable  im piety  to suppose the  

contrary . N ay rather, it is the m ost perfect of H is perfections, H is attribute of predilection , if w e m ight dare so to  

speak. If  it be a  fin ite love, w here is its lim it?  If  it w ent to  the C rucifix ion , if  it com es daily  to  the  T abernacle, w ho  

can  say  w here it w ill not go, if  need  should  be? Jesus has m ore than  once to ld  H is sain ts that H e  w ould  w illingly  be  

crucified  over again  for each  separate soul of  m an. W here can  such  L ove stop? If  it be  a  love  short of  im m ense, w ho  

has ever exhausted  it? W ho  ever  w ill exhaust it? L ook  at it in  heaven  at th is m om ent— oh  that w e too  w ere  there!— it 

is ro lling  like  boundless silver oceans in to  countless spirits and  unnum bered  souls. H ow  M ary ’s sin less heart drinks  

in  the shin ing  and  abounding  w aters! H ow  the Sacred  H eart of  Jesus seem s to em brace and  appropriate the w hole  

gracious inundation  in  itself! A  few  years, and  you  w ill be  there  yourself, and  still the sam e vast flood  of  love. A ges 

w ill pass uncounted , and  still the  fresh  tides w ill ro ll. Is not th is an  im m ensity  of  love? O  beautifu l gatew ay  of  death! 

thou  art a  very  trium phal arch  for  the souls w hom  Jesus has redeem ed.

If  H is love  be m utable, w hen  did  it change? Is a  w hole  past etern ity no  w arrant for its perseverance? Is not 

fidelity its badge  and  token, a  fidelity w hich  is like no created  th ing , although  w e call it by  a  hum an  nam e? If  it be 

not eternal, w hen  did  it begin , and  w hen  w ill it end? T he day  of  judgm ent, w hich  w ill be the end  of  so  m any  th ings, 

w ill only  be the  beginning  of  a fresh  abundance of  th is love. If it w ere a love less than  om nipotent, could  it have  

created w orlds, could it have assum ed  a created nature to an uncreated Person, could it have accom plished  that 

series of  m arvels required  in  the  consecration  of  the B lessed  Sacram ent? C ould  it have been  unhurt by  the  coldness 

of  m en, or unim paired by  their rebellion?  Is it not a  w ise love? Shall w e dare to  say , even  of  its excesses, that they  

are inconsistent w ith faultless w isdom ? H ad its w isdom  been at all less than inexhaustible, could it have  

accom plished  the redem ption of m ankind  as it has done, could  it have distributed  grace w ith such profound  and  

unerring  decision , could  it have m ade the com plicated  arrangem ents of  a  vast universe testify  so uniform ly  of  itself, 

could it judge the w orld w hen the tim e shall com e? Is it any w ay an im perfect love? W here does it fail? W hat 

purpose  does it not fu lfil? T o  w hom  does it not extend? For w hat need  is it not sufficient? Is it an  unholy love? T he  

very ' thought w ere  blasphem y. O n  the contrary ', it is the  very ' highest expression  of  G od ’s ineffable holiness. Is it not 

also  a  benignant love? a  m ercifu l love? a  just love? Is it not a love w hich  directs the  w hole  providence of G od, and  

m akes H is absolu te dom inion  over us our m ost perfect freedom ? A nd  finally  , is it not its very characteristic  that it 

should  be itself  our  end. our  rew ard , our  consum m ate  joy  in  G od? T hus it is the result of  H is com bined  perfections, 

a  sort of  beautifu l external parable  of  H is incom m unicable  unity .

B ut not only  is  love  the  preacher of  G od ’s unity ; it expounds the  T rin ity as w ell. L et us confine  ourselves to  



the single  act of  creation . T he eternal generation  of  the  Son  is produced  by  G od ’s know ledge  of  H im self. T he  eternal 

procession  of  the H oly Spirit is produced  by H is love of  H im self. T he Father’s know ledge of  H im self  produces a  

divine  Person, co-equal, co-etem al, consubstantial  w ith  H im self. T he love  of  the  Father and  the Son  produces also a  

divine  Person, co-equal, consubstantial w ith  the other T w o. from  w hom , as from  a  single princip le, H e everlastingly  

proceeds. N ow see how , w ith aw ful distinctness, creation shadow s forth and adum brates th is adorable and  

surpassing m ystery ', how the free acts of G od outside H im self are shadow s cast by the necessary acts w ithin  

H im self! C reation  is in  a sort a son  of G od. a m ighty fam ily of sons, expressing  m ore or less partially  H is im age, 

representing  H is various  perfections, and  all w ith  sufficient clearness  to  enable  the  apostle to  say  that w e  are  w ithout 

excuse if w e do not perceive the Invisib le by the th ings that are seen . C reation  is a know ledge of G od, a m ani

festation of H im  given forth by H im self, and w hich, w hen com plete, H e view ed  w ith divine com placency. B ut 

creation is especially a  know ledge and m anifestation  of G od's love; it is H is love to us, and our love to H im . H e  

created  us because H e loved  us, and  H e created  us in  order that w e m ight love H im . C reation  w as itself  the external 

jubilee of that im m ense perfection , of w hich the inw ard  jubilee w as the everlastingly proceeding Spirit. A s the  

im age of  G od ’s perfections, creation  w as the  fain t shadow  of  that m ost gladdening  m ystery . the  eternal generation  of 

the Son: and Scrip ture lays stress on  the fact that G od  produced  the w orlds by  H is Son. A s the com m unication of 

H is love, and  the love of  H is ow n  gloiy . creation also dim ly pictured  that unspeakable necessity of  the divine life , 

the eternal procession  of  the  Spirit.

W e have already seen  that creation w as only and altogether love. A s the Son  is produced by the inw ard  

uncreated  know ledge w hich G od  has of  H im self, so is creation  the  outw ard  and  created  know ledge  of  H im self; and  

as the H oly Spirit is produced by the inw ard uncreated love of G od, so is creation H is outw ard and created  love. 

C reation  is a m irror of  H is perfections to H im self, as w ell as to  H is creatures; th is m ust be alw ays borne in  m ind; 

and  as H e is H is ow n  end, and  seeks necessarily  H is ow n  glory ’ , creation  is H is love  of  H im self  strongly  and  sw eetly  

attain ing its end  through  H is love of H is creatures and  their love of  H im . Perhaps all the w orks of G od  have th is  

m ark of H is T riune M ajesty upon them , th is perpetual forth-shadow ing of the G eneration of the Son and the  

procession of the Spirit, w hich have been, and  are. the life of G od from  all etern ity . N ature, grace, and glory , the  

Incarnation , the B lessed Sacram ent, and the B eatific V ision , m ay thus perhaps all be im prin ted w ith  th is m ark of 

G od, the em blem , the device, the m onogram , of the T rin ity in  U nity . A nd  thus, w hen  H ie W ord has enlightened  

every m an  that com es in to the w orld , and  the Spirit has brought all w illing  hearts to loving  obedience  and  accepted  

sanctity , through  the grace of the sacred hum anity of  Jesus, it is m ysteriously w ritten  by  the apostle, that our L ord  

shall deliver up  the  kingdom  to G od  and  the  Father, and  the Son  also  H im self shall be subject in  H is hum an  nature  

un to  H im  that put all th ings under  H im , that G od  m ay  be all in  all. T he  Father has created  us, the Son  redeem ed  us, 

and  the  H oly G host sanctified us; and  w hen  the Son  and  the  H oly Spirit have brought us from  our w anderings, the  

Father shall give  H im self  to  us. and  then , as the apostle said  to  Jesus, It suffices us. T hen  w ill H is love be  perfected , 

H is m ost dear w ill accom plished, and  H is creation  crow ned.

T he likeness of creation  to the generation of the Son  and  the procession  of the H oly G host is still m ore  

strik ing , w hen w e com e to consider the real nature of that perpetual and in tim ate conservation by w hich G od  

sustains and  preserves all tilings. C reation  and  preservation are not tw o  different actions. T hey  can  be separated  only  

in  idea. T he one is the going  on  of the other. It is an  opinion  w hich  has found  favor in  the schools, and  w hich  is 

peculiarly  in  harm ony  w ith  the language of  the  ancient fathers, that no  less an  influx  of  G od  is required  to  preserve a  

th ing  in  being  than  to  call it at first out of  its orig inal nothingness. In  treating of  th is question  theologians  necessarily  

cam e to exam ine the real character of  the act of creation . D urandus expressly says, “A s it is alw ays tm e in  divine  

th ings to say  that the  Son  is ever being  begotten  of  the  Father, so  is it tm e  to  say of  the creature, as long  as it exists,



that it has been  created  and  is being  created  by  G od; for the  creation  of  th ings is the  sam e  act as the  preservation of 

them .”

Scotus says, “A  tiring m ay be alw ays said  to be being created , as long as it abides, because it is alw ays  

receiv ing  its being  from  G od,” and  he quotes St A ugustine as saying  that “w ith  respect to G od  a creature is never 

ultim ately m ade, but is alw ays being  m ade.” V asquez  declares that “ the  continuous preservation of  th ings  by G od  is 

a true creation out of nothing .” M olina says, “B y the sam e influx of an i n d i v i s i b l e  action  by w hich G od first 

conferred  being  upon  an  angel, H e also now  preserves him , and confers the sam e being  upon  him  throughout the  

w hole course of tim e.” Suarez in his m etaphysics teaches the sam e doctrine. L essius says, “A  created th ing is 

nothing else than  an assiduous creation  and actual production of its being:” and Scotus again m arvelously says, 

“C reated essence of any kind is nothing  else than a dependence upon G od.” It is needless to point out how  th is  

indiv isib le  continuity of C reation  adum brates the  perpetual G eneration  of the Son. and  the incessant procession  of 

the  H oly  G host.

[footnote: T his very in teresting  question of preservation is discussed  by L essius in his th ird book, D e  S u m m o  

B o n o ;  and  then  at greater length in  his ten th  book, D e  P e r f e c t i o n i b u s  D i v in i s . In  the opinion  given  in  the tex t that 

creatures bear on  them  the m ark, not only  of a C reator, but of a T riune C reator. I have ventured  to differ from  D e  

L ugo. T he w hole subject is one of great in terest; but I cannot do m ore than  advert to it here. It is com m on w ith  

theologians to regard  our B lessed  L ady as a w orld  by herself, a sort of exem plar and epitom e of  creation; and  the  

fo llow ing  passage from  F. B inet’s C h e f - d 'o e u v r e  d e  D i e u  illustrates the view  that I have put forw ard  in  the tex t. 

Speaking of our  L ady ’s soul, he says. “ N 'e s t - e l l e  p a s  v é r i t a b l e m e n t  l e  m i r o i r  d e  l a  M a j e s t é  d e  D i e u , r e p r é s e n t a n t  

n a ï v e m e n t  c e  q u i  s e  p a s s e  d a n s  l e s  s p l e n d e u r s  d e  l ' é t e r n i t é , o ù  p a r  u n e  g é n é r a t i o n  é t e r n e l l e  e s t  e n g e n d r é  l e  F i l s  

d a n s  l e  s e in  d e  s o n  P è r e ,  o ù ,  p a r  u n e  é m a n a t i o n  i n e f f a b l e , l e  S a i n t - E s p r i t  p r o c è d e , d u  P è r e  e t  d u  F i l s ?  ”  (Partie 1ère, 

cap. 5, sec. 11 ).— See also the conclusion  of St T hom as in  the 45th  question . 7th article of the P. Prim a: " I n  

r a t i o n a l i b u s  c r e a t u r i s  e s t  i m a g o  T r i n i t a t i s : i n  c c e t e r i s  v e r o  c r e a tu r i s  e s t  v e s t i g i u m  T r i n i t a t i s ;  i n  q u a n t u m  i n  e i s  

i n v e n iu n t u r  a l i q u a , q u c e  r e d u c u n t u r  i n  P e r s o n a s  D i v i n a s .  "  Since w riting the passage in  the tex t I have found  the  

sam e  view  in  som e hitherto  unedited  w orks of  R uysbroeck. published  by A m sw aldt at H anover, 1848. T he  treatise  

is entitled  S p i e g e l  d e r  S e l i g k e i t . }

Such  is the  love of  G od; such  its character  and  its degree. T his is the  love H e is loving  us  w ith  at th is  very  

m om ent: a  love  passing  all exam ple, a love  rising  above  all created  loves, a  love  w hich  even  a  glorified  spirit cannot 

understand, a  love  w hich  seem s to  govern  G od, a  love  that tries our  faith  from  its sheer im m ensity , a  love  w hich  is 

eternal, and  a  love w hich  is in  eveiy  w ay  w orthy  of  G od  H im self, and  the  result of  H is com bined  perfections. L et us  

pause to  th ink . A t th is very m om ent G od  is loving  m e  w ith  all that love. L ord! I believe; help T hou  m ine unbelief. 

O h  w hat then are all th ings else tom e? Pain or ease, sorrow  or  joy . failure or success, the w rongs of m y fellow 

creatures or their praise— w hat should  they all be  to  m e  but m atters of  indifference? G od  loves m e: now  is the  tim e  

to  die.

B ut w e have next to seek  for the reasons of  th is love. T hey  m ust be either on  our side, or on  G od ’s side, or 

on  both . L et us exam ine  our  ow n  side  first.

T he first th ing  w hich  strikes us is that m an  is in  him self  nothingness. H is body  has  been  form ed of  the dust 

of the earth , and his soul has been directly created  out of nothing  by G od H im self. C onsequently w e can have  

nothing  orig inal in  us  to  attract th is  love  of  our  C reator. N ay, the  very act of  our  creation  show ed  that H is love  for  us  

existed  before w e did  ourselves. O ur very being  w as because of  H is love. T his consideration alone w ould seem  to  

settle  the  question  of  m an ’s independent possession  of  any  title to  the  love of  G od. W e have sim ply nothing  of  our 

ow n, nothing  but the disgrace of our orig in . T here is not a  gift of  our nature but. if G od  loves it. H e is only  loving  

w hat is H is ow n, and  w hich  in  the  first instance  cam e to  us  from  H is love. T here  can  be  nothing  therefore  in  our  ow n  

being  to  love  us for, w hen  that very  being  is nothing  m ore  than  the  effect of  a  pre-existing  love.



M oreover, w hen  G od  had  once called  us in to life, our extrem e littleness seem s a  bar against any claim  to  

H is love, founded on  w hat w e are in  ourselves. W e are only a speck even am idst rational creatures. W hat are w e  

indiv idually? W hat is our im portance in our country , or even our neighborhood? W hat is our m oral or our in 

tellectual greatness?  W e are alm ost lost in  the  num ber of  m en  w ho  are  now  liv ing  on  the  earth . O ur leaving  it, w hich  

m ust happen  one day, w ill hardly  be  perceived . W e shall leave no gap  behind  us. W e shall hardly  w ant a  successor; 

for w hat w ill there  be to succeed  to? A nd  if w e are m ere atom s in  the huge m ass of m en  now  liv ing , w hat are w e  

com pared  to all the m ultitudes of m en  w ho have ever lived , or the enorm ous hosts w ho are yet to live before the  

judgm ent-day?  A nd  after  the  judgm ent-day, if  G od  goes on  filling  the  im m ensity  of space, and  the  num berless oibs  

of  the nightly heavens, w ith  new  rational creations, new  subjects of  the sacred hum anity of Jesus, m ore angels, or 

m ore m en, or  beings that shall be neither angels nor m en, w e shall becom e im perceptib le  m otes in  the  great beam s 

of creative love.* A nd even now there are the angels, and w ho shall tell their num ber? For w e know  that 

m ultitudinousness is one peculiar m agnificence of their glorious choirs. It is even said  by som e, that the low est 

choir, w hich is the  least in  num ber, far outnum bers all the  m en  that shall have been  bom  from  A dam  to  the day  of 

doom . W hat have  w e  to  present to  the  eye  of  our C reator  but an  alm ost indescribable  insignificance?

[footnote: T he hypothesis hazarded here, and  at page 333 of  the B l e s s e d  S a c r a m e n t , that the creations of  angels  

and of m en  w ere possib ly the  beginnings of creations, and  that other planets and  fixed stars m ay be hereafter the  

seats of new  creations of reasonable beings, eludes som e difficu lties arising to the doctrine of C hrist’s G race of 

H eadship  from  previous or contem porary w orlds of such  beings. Y et such  an  hypothesis is in  now ise necessary to  

the coexistence of  that doctrine w ith  any such  actual w orlds. I have since learned  that in  G erm any H . Steffem  has 

suggested  the sam e idea in  his C h r i s t i . R e l i g i o n s - P h i l o s o p h i e , and  H egel seem s to say som ething  very like it. T he  

reader w ill understand at once, how  in tim ately  th is hypothesis is connected  w ith  the Scotist view  of  the  Incarnation . 

H ence  that view  has also com e up  again  am ong  G erm an  Protestants. K urz m aintained  it in  the earlier editions  of  his 

E x p o s i t i o n  o f  t h e  B i b l i c a l  C o s m o l o g y , but rejected  it in  his th ird  edition , evidently  from  a  to tal m isconception  of  it. It 

is upheld  by  L iebner, D om er, M artensen , and  L ange, and  denied  by  T hom asius. and  Julius M uller. I venture  to  th ink  

that the  m ore philosophical a  m an ’s idea of  creation  becom es, the  m ore he w ill incline to  the Scotist view . It is re

m arkable that the  revival of  th is view  in  G erm an  Protestant theology  should  he contem porary w ith  a  m ore enlarged  

and  system atic  study  of  nature.]

If  there  is anything positive about us at all, it is our  badness. T o  our nothingness  w e have contrived  to  add  

rebellion . T hat really is som ething  of  our  ow n. W e have  thoroughly  m astered  w ith  our  understandings  the  difference  

betw een right and w rong, and have deliberately chosen the last and rejected the first. W e have looked G od ’s 

com m andm ents  in  the  face, and  then  broken  them . G race has com e  to  us w ith  quite  a  sensib le heat and  force, and  w e  

have sum m oned  up  our  pow er of  w ill, and  resisted  it. T he H oly G host has spoken, and  w e have listened, and  then  

returned  an  answ er  in  the  negative. C onscience has proclaim ed  the  rights of  duty , and  w ithout so  m uch  as tak ing  the  

trouble to deny the assertion , w e have refused obedience to the m andate. W e have looked calm ly at eternal 

punishm ent, w e have clearly perceived  that nothing short of an om nipotence of anger has been required for the  

creation  of  those unutterable  tortures, and  then  for an  hour of sin  w e have  braved  it all. T im e after  tim e w e have put 

G od  in  one scale, and  som e creature in  the other, and  then  of our ow n  w ill have pressed  dow n  the scale, and  m ade  

the  creature outw eigh  the C reator. W e have neglected  G od  and  outraged  H im  also . W e have at once disobeyed  H im  

and  forgotten  H im . W e have  both  ignored  H im  and  yet have insulted  H im  as w ell. A ll th is is our ow n. T here is no  

one  to share it w ith  us. T ruly w e are w onderfu l creatures, to  have done so  m uch  in  so short a  tim e, to  be able indeed  

to  do  such  th ings at all. Y et are  w e m aking  out a  very  prom ising  case  for a  title  to  eternal love?

W e have  said , there  w as no  one  to  share  these m iserable prerogatives  w ith  us. It is tm e, and  yet it is not tm e  

either. For th ink  aw hile. H as not Jesus at least offered  to  share  them ? T here have been  tim es w hen  their real nature, 

their aw ful w retchedness, cam e hom e to us, and  a  w orld  w ould  have been  a cheap  paym ent to get rid of  the guilty  



past. T o be a  door-keeper in  the house of G od  seem ed  then  an  infin itely better lo t than  a thousand  years am id the  

splendors of ungodliness. A nd Jesus cam e to us in one of those tim es. H e offered to take all th is horrible  

accum ulation of rebellion  and  self-w ill, and  to m ake it H is ow n, and to give H is sufferings for it, and  to pay H is 

B lood  to  ransom  us from  the in to lerable debt of  fire, w hich  w e had  w illfu lly  and  scornfully incurred . A nd  w e w ere  

too  glad  to  accept an  offer of  such  alm ost fabulous love. A nd  then  in  a little w hile, leaving  all that old  debt on  H im , 

w e left H is service also . W e lookback  our rights: w e re-entered upon  the  exercise of  our  unhappy  prerogatives; and  

tram pling  m ercy underfoot now . in  addition  to the other divine perfections w e had  outraged  before, w e once m ore  

earned  for ourselves an  endless death , and  preferred  to the holy love of G od  the  blackness of everlasting  fire. A nd  

perhaps tliis process has been repeated a score of tim es, in our short lives, or a score of scores of tim es. A nd  

certain ly such conduct is all our ow n. A n  angel never had  the opportunity given  him  of such new  choice of evil. 

H ere is the  first tim e in  w hich  w e com e in  sight of  anything  w hich  belongs undoubtedly  to  ourselves as m en; and  it 

w ere strange  indeed  if  such  excess of  guilt should  be  the  blissfu l cause of  such  exceeding  love.

B ut if. instead  of  being  such  quite incredib le sinners, w e  w ere  equal both  in  our  faculties and  our  innocence  

to  the highest angels, should  w e  be  m uch  better able to establish  our  right and  title  to  the inestim able love of  G od?  

W hat can  w e do  for G od? W hat can  w e  add  to  H im ?  W hat can  w e give  H im , w hich  H e  does not possess already, and  

possess to  an  infin ite extent and  w ith  an  infin ite enjoym ent? Is there one of  H is  perfections to  w hich  w e could  put a  

heightening touch, an  additional  beauty? C ould  w e  by  any  possib le  contribution  of  ours sw ell the  overflow ing  ocean  

of  H is essential  glory? Is there  a  little  joy , how ever  little, w hich  w e can  give  H im , and  w hich  is not H is already? W e  

could  not even  be of  any real help  to  H im  in  the governm ent of  the w orld . If  H e condescended  to m ake use of our 

m inistrations  w e should  only  add  to  the  w eight on  the shoulder of  H is om nipotence, not take anything from  it. For 

H e w ould have to concur to every act w e did , to every m ovem ent w e m ade. H e w ould have actively to fill our 

nothingness w ith life , to fortify our feebleness w ith  strength , to illum inate our darkness w ith  H is light. T he m ost 

m agnificent of  the  angels is no  help  to  G od. O n  the  contrary , if  w e m ay  use  the  w ord, he  is rather a  drain  upon  H im . 

For  the  creature  th irsts  for  the  influx  of  the  C reator, and  the  m ore capacious his nature  the  m ore  vast are  his needs, to  

be supplied from  the  undim inished  plenitude of G od. W hen  G od  lets H is creatures w ork  for H im , it is rather that 

they m ake m ore w ork  for H im  to  do, as children  do  w hen  they  pretend  to  help  their father. It is a  condescension , an  

honoring of the creature, the clearest proof of G od ’s exceeding  love for us. T hus though  St M ichael’s brightness  

dazzles us, w hile w e look at it. until w e gaze upon it through the m any-colored  veil of a creature ’s necessary  

im perfections, w e can  see even  in  him  no  right or title to  his C reator’s love, except the  gifts w hich  that love  placed 

there  first of  all. B ut w e are not St M ichael. W e are not m agnificent angels. W e are  but the  m ost m iserable of  m en, 

relapsed  sinners, even  now  perhaps only  half  repentant, w ith  a  m ost cow ardly repentance.

If then w e m ust judge of ourselves by hum an rather than angelic princip les, let us apply these hum an  

m easures to our actual service of our M aker. W hat is our service of G od like? W hat is its w orth , w hat its true  

character? L et us for a  m om ent put aside from  G od  the  consideration  that H e is G od. H e is our  Father, our  M aster, 

our B enefactor, our fondly loving  Friend. In  H is im m ense longevity  H e has been  busy doing  us good. It seem s to  

have  been  H is one occupation . H e lived  for us. W e w ere H is end. W ords caim ot tell the  am ount of  self-sacrifice  H e  

has m ade for us. H e slew  an  only Son  to  keep  us out of  harm . Figures could  not put dow n  the  num ber of  graces H e  

has given and is hourly giving to us. H is life w ill be prolonged, not for H is ow n sake, but for ours, som e m ore  

centuries, in  order  that H e  m ay go  on  and  com plete  the sum  of  H is prodig ious  benefactions. It is not easy  to  tell w hat 

H e has been  to  us. W e feel that w e do  not half know  it ourselves. Suffice it to say , that th is ancient earth  has never 

seen  a Father like th is Father, or a M aster half so kind or half so like an equal, or a B enefactor m ore prodigal or 

m ore self-forgetting , or a  Friend  m ore ardently rom antic in  his attachm ent. A nd  w e have all th is love to  return . A nd  

how  do  w e return  it? A  certain  am ount of  pious feeling , a scant obedience of a few  easy  com m andm ents, a  respect 



for H is expressed  w ishes w hen  they do not too m uch  clash  w ith  our ow n  in terests, a fluctuating quantity of  prayer 

and  of  thanksgiv ing ,  but w hich  engrosses us so little that w e are generally th inking  of som ething  else all the tim e. 

T his is w hat w e do  for  H im  in  a  very ' irregular  and  perfunctory  kind  of  w ay. A nd  if  w e ourselves w ere good-natured  

hum an  fathers, should  w e be satisfied  if  our sons did  as m uch  for us as w e do  for G od, and  no  m ore? If  a friend of 

seven  years ’ standing  repaid  thus our love and loyalty , should w e not th ink his friendship and his service alm ost 

insulting? Should  w e not th ink  it so cold , so fitfu l, so self-seeking , so  unjust that, although charity hopes all th ings 

and  believes all tilings, w e should  consider ourselves  justified  in  saying  that it w ould  be  utterly im possib le, how ever  

disposed  w e m ight be to  w aive  our rights and  to stretch  a  point, to  put a  favorable construction  upon  the  conduct of 

our  friend?

B ut all the w hile  it is G od, not m erely  a  friend  and  benefactor, but G od  w hom  w e are thus treating , w ith  H is 

ten  thousand  other  ties upon  us. and  H is incom parably  greater tenderness, and  H is absolu tely eternal love! O h. is it 

not hum iliating  to th ink  of these tilings? B ut w e have not yet drunk our vileness to its dregs. W hile w e are thus 

abusing the long-suffering  of G od by our ungraceful slackness, by our in jurious coldness, and by our insulting  

scantiness of  serv ice, w e have the effrontery  to  persuade ourselves that w e are doing  som e great th ing  for H im , that 

w e are alm ost lay ing  H im  under an  obligation  to us, and that any one w ho urges upon  us a higher perfection is a  

troublesom e  dream er, w ho  is far from  doing  justice  to  the  reasonable  and  m oderate  profession  of  piety on  w liich  w e  

pride  ourselves. A nd  all th is to  G od, rem em bering  w ho  G od  is! A nd  all th is after all H e  has done  forus, and  is doing  

now ! A nd  all th is, w hen w e have so m uch  of  the crim inal past to  undo, so m uch  lost tim e to m ake up, so m uch  of 

actual rebellion to repair and expiate! Surely it w as not too m uch  to say that even on  hum an  princip les our very  

service of  G od  is alm ost insulting , our  very  reparations  a  new  affront. If  they  be  not so . to  w hat is it ow ing  but to  the  

unlim ited forbearance of H im  upon w hose paternal love experience teaches us w e can w ith so m uch security  

presum e?

B ut if  G od  is H is ow n  end, and  by a sort of  necessity  cannot but seek  H is ow n  glory in  all th ings, it w ould  

seem  as if  to  be like G od  w ould  be  a leg itim ate  title  to  H is love. H e w ill look  w ith  com placency upon  that w hich  

reflects H im self. Still if  even  on  th is account G od  loved m en. it w ould  be a reason  rather on  H is side than  on  our 

ow n. N evertheless let us see w hat the real tm th of  the m atter is. W e are the contradictory of G od  in  alm ost every  

respect. T o say nothing  of  the fin iteness and  feebleness  belonging to  us as creatures, our m oral qualities present a  

m ore  fearfu l dissim ilarity  from  H is holiness and  perfection . W e  are  deficient in  the  very  virtues  w hich  w e  are able  to  

acquire, and  for the acquisition  of w hich  H e has given  us special aids of  grace. N ay. w hen  H e has sum m ed  up  all 

that shall entitle us to  the  forg iveness of  our  sins, all that shall w in  for  us the  veiy  kindness and  favor  w hich  w e seek  

from  H im . in to one sim ple precept, and  to ld  us to  forg ive  if  w e w ould  be  forg iven , and  to  do  to  others as w e w ould  

H e. as w ell as they , should  do  to  us, our  corm pt nature  finds  the  sim ple  lesson  an  infin ite hardship  in  practice.

T im es have been, alas! w ho  w ill say those  tim es are not now ? w hen  the  w orld ’s sins have so sickened  G od  

that H e has repented, im m utable though  H e  be, that H e ever created  m an. A nd  now  w hat in  all the  w orld  does H e  

behold  like  H im self? N othing  but the  grace  H e has planted  there, like an  ailing  exotic in  an  uncongenial soil, stunted  

in  grow th , w ith  a few  pale leaves scarcely hanging on  to its boughs, flow ering hardly ever, and  only under great 

forcing  heat, and  bearing  fm it in  tliis clim ate never. Is that the heavenly tree? W ho  w ould  know  it in  such  w oeful 

plight? O f  a  tm th  G od  has m uch  to  bear not to  be  dow nright offended  w ith  the  grace  H e  sees on  earth , to  say  little  of 

the nature there, and  still less of  the  prolific  sin . W e know  our  ow n  hearts far too  w ell: and  can  w e  believe that G od  

can look dow n from  heaven, and see H im self reflected there? E arth has but one consolation . T ruly there is 

som ething on  m an ’s side, som ething  w liich  is m an's ow n, on  w hich  G od's eye can  rest, and  love not only w hat it 

sees, but be  so  ravished  thereby, that it w ill pour itself  out in  floods, and  rnn  over, and  deluge  the  universe w ith  light 

and loveliness; and  that sight w hich is m an's ow n. though it is not in  m an, is the B lessed Sacram ent, w here the  



patience  of  G od  securely  rests  its foot, and  the  divine  anger  reposes, and  sleeps sw eetly , and  w akes not to  rem em ber 

its errand  of  vindictive purity .

T here is one characteristic of m an w hich  especially precludes our finding in him  the reasons of G od ’s 

am azing love. It is not exactly sin . It is not precisely any one of  the im perfections to  w hich  as a  fin ite  being  he is 

subject. It is rather  the  com bined  result of  all his im perfections. H e  is characterized  by  m eanness. W hen  w e do  really  

great th ings, w e fail in som e little point of  them . T here is a flaw  of m eanness running  across our generosity, and  

debasing  every one of  its products. O ur love and  hatred , our  praise  and  blam e, our anger and  our good  hum or, have  

all got the  sam e crack  in  them , th is flaw  of  m eanness.

W ith  ourselves, w hat is self-deceit but m eanness, w hat is slaveiy to bodily com forts, w hat greediness at 

m eals, w hat rudeness in  m anners, w hat personal vanity , w hat a hundred  id le extravagances of self-praise  in  w hich  

w e daily  indulge, w hat the  inexhaustib le  pettiness of  w ounded  feeling , but m eanness, dow nright m eanness?

In  our in tercourse w ith  others, w hat is ly ing  but m eanness, w hat are pretence, selfishness, irritab ility , and  

m ore  than  half  the  w orld ’s conventions, but m eanness, system atized  m eanness?

In our relations w ith  G od, w hat are lukew arm ness, and hypocrisy , and self-righteousness, but m eanness; 

w hat is  venial sin  but m iserable  m eanness? M any  a  m an, w ho  has found  it hard  to  hate  him self, w hen  he  looked  only  

at his sins, has found  the  task  m uch  easier w hen  he had  the courage to  hold  close  to  his eyes for a  good  long  w hile  

the  faithfu l picture  of  his incredib le m eanness. W hat a  piercing , penetrating  vision  it is, running  all through  us w ith  a  

cold sharpness, w hen  grace lets us see how  low  and  vile, how  base and  loathsom e, how  little and  how  sneaking—  

forg ive the  w ord, w e cannot find  another— w e are in  everyth ing . E verybody seem s so good, except ourselves; and  

w e, oh  so in tolerably  hatefu l, so  ugly , so  repulsive, such  a  burden  to  ourselves! A nd  if  th is  can  be  m ade plain  to  our 

dull, gross sight, w hat m ust it be  to  the  clear penetration  of  the  all-holy  M ajesty  of  G od?

B ut surely it is useless going  on. W e have doubtless  by  th is tim e lost sight of  all claim s to  love, w hich  w e  

m ight have fancied  w e had  w hen  w e started . It is plain  that the reasons for G od ’s love of m an  are not at all to  be  

found  on  our  side, and  therefore  they  m ust be  on  the  side  of  G od. If  any  tru th  in  the  w orld  is established , th is  is. C er

tain ly  the  extrem ity  of  our  low ness m ay  be  the  m easure of  the  height of  G od ’s love, but it cannot furn ish  us w ith  the  

reason  of  it. W e are  often  tem pted , w hen  reflecting  on  these  m atters, to  say shortly  that G od  loves us  because  w e  are  

so  peculiarly unlovable. T his m ay do  w ell enough  for a  paradox  in  the pulpit to strike sleepy auditors; but w e m ust 

go  deeper  dow n  than  th is w hen  w e read  or  m editate.

N ow  every one of  the reasons for G od ’s loving  us  being  on  H is side, not on  ours, is it not rem arkable that 

in  our service of G od  w e should  feel as if  it w ere a  bargain  betw een  tw o m ore or less equal parties, and  that, if w e  

did  our  share, the  other w ould  be  held  to  do  his? W e do  not at all realize the spiritual life as an  in tercourse w here all 

the  duty  is on  one side, and  all the  liberality  on  the  other. Y et surely  it m ust  be  so .

If  certain  th ings are  due  to  us as creatures, w hen  once  w e have  been  created , so  that G od  w ould  not be G od, 

if  H e did  not give  them , yet that w e  w ere created  at all w as an  im m ense  gratuitous love, If  H e condescends to m ake  

a  covenant w ith  us, yet it is of  H is ow n  free love  that H e stoops to  bind  H im self; and  again  love, eternal love, m ust 

first have created  us, before  w e could  exist to  be parties to a covenant. So  that all is love. T he analysis of  creation  

resolves itself sim ply in to love. M oreover, w hat w ould  becom e of  us. if G od  gave us nothing  but our due. or if  H e  

kept H is m unificence w ithin the lim its of H is strict covenant? Is not H is love breath ing out everyw here, and  

breaking dow n  our pride in to hum ility , as the sum m er rain  beats dow n  the fragile flow er, w hile w e are w eighing  

w ith  m inutest scales each  ounce, and drachm , and scruple, of the m iserable alloy w ith  w hich w e are paying H im  

under  the  sw eet-sounding  nam e  of  love?

So far then  is clear, that all the reasons for G od ’s love of  us are to  be found  exclusively  on  H is side. N o  

reasons w hatever exist on  ours. It is still a further inquiry  w hat these reasons are; and  one to w hich  w e m ust now  



betake ourselves. A las! w ith  our puny m inds it is a  hopeless inquisition  to search  through  the  vast recesses of the  

divine nature to  find  the  reasons of  G od ’s love. G od  H im self  is love, sim ple  love; and  w e m ay  w ell suppose that if 

w e m ight question each  one of  H is perfections, the  answ er from  them  all w ould  still be  love. W e are so sure of  th is  

that w e  do  not anticipate  any  difficu lty . Y et w hen  w e  com e to  m ake  the  trial, the  results are not altogether according  

to  our  expectations.

T here are few  of  G od ’s attributes m ore  beautifu l or m ore adorable  than  H is  justice. T here is no  justice like  

H is, for it is founded  on  H is ow n  divine  nature, not on  any obligations  by  w hich  H e is bound. Som e of  the sain ts 

have had  a  special devotion  to  H is  justice, and  have m ade it in  a  peculiar m anner the  subject of  their  contem plations. 

A n  in telligent creature w ould rather be in  the hands of G od ’s justice, than at the m ercy of the m ost loving  of his 

fellow -creatures. T he apostle tells us that the acceptance of  our contrition  and  the forg iveness of our sins depends  

upon  G od ’s  justice. H is distribution  of  the  gifts of  nature, grace, and  glory , is the  m asterp iece  of  H is  justice, w liich  

alone and  of  itself  could  fill us w ith  gladness and  w onder for a  w hole  etern ity . H is prom ises are the children  of  H is 

justice, and  H is fidelity to  them  is H is exercise  of  that m ost royal attribute, ft is because  H is love is so great a  love, 

that H is  justice is so  perfect and  so  pure. H is punishm ents even  are at once m agnificent to  look  at, yet m ost dreadful 

to  endure, because  of  the  extrem ity of  their  unalterable and  com prehensive and  tru thfu l justice.

E ven  the  vengeance of  our G od  is a  subject w hich  love trem bles to contem plate, but from  w hich  it w ill not 

turn  aw ay. H is  justice m oreover, even  in  the  acceptance of  our  w orks, is a  justice due  to  H is ow n  perfections rather 

than  to  the  efforts of  our  m isery; for w hat H e  receives from  us is m uch  m ore  H is ow n  than  ours. A nd  is there a  sight 

m ore exalting or m ore affecting am id all the w onders of theology, than  to see the beautiful, the faultless rigor of 

divine  justice satisfied  to its utm ost dem and, its enorm ous and m ost holy requirem ents paid in  fu ll, and its dread  

loveliness and m ajestic sternness w orshipped w ith  an equal w orship , by the Precious B lood and the m ysterious 

Passion  of  our  B lessed  L ord  and  Savior  Jesus C hrist, G od  and  M an? H e has hardly  begun  to  know  G od  w ho  has not 

addicted him self, w ith hum ility and fear, his m ind hushed and his heart in his hand, to the study of G od ’s 

trem endous  justice. B ut is it there  that w e can  look  for  the  reason  of  H is love? W as our creation  a  debt of  justice  due  

to  our  orig inal  justice? H as our  use of  the gifts of  nature, or our  correspondence to  the  calls of  grace, been  such, that 

w e dare to  call on  G od  to  com e and  note it w ith  all H is  justice, and  pay  it according  to  the  rigor of  its m erits? L isten  

to  the  sw eet lam entation  that issues everm ore  from  the  souls of  purgatory  through  the  breath ing-places of  the  C hurch  

on  earth— is it not m ore true? O  L ord, if  T hou  shaft be extrem e  to  m ark  w hat is done am iss, L ord  ! w ho shall abide  

it? O f  a  tm th  w e m ust  be  w ell clo thed  w ith  the  grace  and  justice  of  Jesus, before  w e  shall dare  to  say  w ith  Job  of  old , 

L et H im  w eigh  m e in  the  balance of H is justice. Surely if  justice alone w ere to  be concerned, w e should  look  for 

punishm ent rather than  for love.

In  the  seventeenth  century  a  succession  of  holy  m en  w ere raised  up  in  France, w ho  w ere draw n  by  the  H oly  

Spirit to  honor  w ith  a  peculiar  in tensity  and  devotion  the  sanctity  of  G od, and  by  the  sam e  unerring instincts  of  grace  

they  w ere  led  to  couple  w ith  th is devotion  a  special attraction  to  the  spirit of  the  priesthood  of  Jesus. L et us approach  

th is attribute of sanctity , and see if w e can find there the reason  for G od ’s exceeding love of creatures. G od is 

infin ite holiness, because  H e is essential  purity . W ho  can  stand  before  the  blaze of  such  a  blinding  light? H e is holy , 

because  the  divine  E ssence  is the  root and  fountain  of  all holiness. H e is holy , because  H e is the  ru le, the m odel, the  

exem plar of  all holiness. H e is holy , because  H e is the object of  all holiness, w hich  can  be  nothing  else than  love of 

G od and  union  w ith  H im . H e is holy , because H e is the princip le of all holiness, inasm uch  as H e infuses it in to  

angels and m en, and as H e is the last end  to w hich  all their holiness is inevitably directed . H e is infin itely holy , 

because H e is infin itely lovable; and as all holiness consists in  the love of G od, so G od ’s holiness consists in  the  

love of H im self. T hus, and w hat an adorable m ystery it is! the infin ite purity of G od  is sim ply H is self-love. W e  

know  not if  a  creature  can  gain  a higher idea  of  G od  than  is given  out by  th is stupendous  tm th.



B ut let us suppose that w e are ever so holy , how  w ill th is created  holiness stand  by  the side of  that of G od?  

H e is holy  in  H im self, and  of H im self, holy in  essence, w hich  it is im possib le for a  creature  to  be. T o no creature, 

says theology, can  it be  natural to  be  the  son  of  G od, to  be im peccable, to  have  the  H oly  G host, and  to  see  the  divine  

nature. O ur holiness consists in gifts gratu itously superadded to the feebleness and im possib ilities of our fin ite  

nature. T he holiness of G od is substantial, H is ow n very substance; ours is but a quality and an accessory , an 

illum ination  of  m ind  and  im pulse  of  w ill im parted  to  us  by  H im self.

G od is holy infin itely , both in in tensity and in  extent. W hereas w e have, alas! no w ords low  enough  to  

express the extrem e littleness, the deplorable languor, the soon exhausted capacity , of our brightest and m ost 

burning  holiness. T he holiness of G od can  neither grow  nor be dim inished. It cannot grow , because it is already  

infin ite. It cannot be  dim inished, because it is H is E ssence. O urs is but a  speck, w hose  very ' nature, hope, and  effort 

it is to  grow . T he holiness of  M ary m ight grow  for centuries, w ith  tenfold  the rapid ity ' that her  vast m erits grew  on  

earth , and  at the  end  she w ould  be as little  near the  holiness of G od  as she is now . G od ’s sanctity  is eternal, ours  but 

of  a  year or tw o; perhaps it began  quite late in  life. G od ’s sanctity  is unintellig ib le from  its excess of purity and  its 

depths of  unspotted  light; ours, alas! a fellow -creature  could  see through  and appreciate in  less than  half an hour. 

T he holiness of  G od  is ineffably  fru itfu l; for it is the cause  w hich  orig inates, preserves, sets the exam ple, and  gives 

the aim  to all created  holiness w hatsoever. O urs is fru itfu l too  for holiness, as such, m ust be fru itfu l: but how  little  

have w e done, how  m any souls have w e taught to know  G od  and  to love H im ? If the scandal and  edification w e  

have given  w ere  put in to  the  scales, w hich  w ould  w eigh  dow n  the  other?

A ll th is is on  the supposition  that w e are as holy  as w e m ight be. B ut w e are not so . W e are  hardly  holy at 

all. A nd  know ing  ourselves to  be w hat w e are, is it possib le  for us  to  conceive  that infin ite sanctity  bade  love create  

us out of  nothing , because it w as so enam ored of  w hat it foresaw  w e should  becom e? T he holiness of  G od  has no  

necessary respect to creatures, as H is m ercy has; and  yet, strange to say it is th is seem ingly m ost in im itable  of  all 

H is attributes, w hich  is expressly  put before  us as the  object of  our  im itation. W e are  to  be  holy  because G od  is holy , 

and  perfect even  as our H eavenly Father is perfect. D o w e then so represent and  reflect th is sanctity of G od, as to  

becom e the object of such  exuberant affection? If  it w ere only  to G od ’s holiness that w e m ight appeal, should  w e  

expect to find  there the reason of H is love? N ay, if  w e had not truer view s of G od ’s equality , could  w e not m ore  

easily fancy om nipotent love required to hinder infin ite holiness from  turn ing aw ay from  us in displeasure and  

aversion? W hat did  D avid  m ean  w hen he said  in  the eighty-fifth  psalm , first of all, Incline th ine ear, O  L ord, and  

hear m e. for I am  needy and  poor; and  then , Preserve  m y soul, for I am  holy? H e  w as a  m an  after G od ’s heart: but 

w hat m aim er  of  m en  are  w e?  Y et. w hile he  w as pleading  his ow n  holiness * it w as not to  the  holiness of  G od  he  w as 

appealing; for he adds, For T hou. O  L ord, art sw eet and m ild, and plenteous in  m ercy to all that call upon  T hee, 

[footnote: M any  com m entators suppose him  to  allude  to  his consecration  as king.]

Is it the divine beauty w hich is so in love w ith us m iserable creatures? Y et how  shall w e search  the  

unsearchable loveliness of G od? O ne m om entary flash of H is beaut} w ould separate body and soul by the  

vehem ence of the ecstasy w hich it w ould cause. W e shall need to be fortified  w ith  the m ysterious strength of  the  

light of  glory , before in  the robust freshness of our im m ortality  w e can  lie and  look  upon  that beauty , tranquil and  

unscathed. W e shall see  before  us in  liv ing  radiance, in  the  light of  its ow n  incom prehensib ility , in  the shapeliness of 

its ow n  im m ensity , infin ite light and  infin ite pow er, infin ite w isdom  w ith  infin ite sw eetness, infin ite  joy  and  infin ite  

glory , infin ite m ajesty  w ith  infin ite holiness, infin ite riches w ith  an  infin ite sea  of  being; w e shall behold  it not only  

contain ing  all real and  all im aginary  and  all possib le goods, but contain ing  them  in  the m ost em inent and  unutterable  

m aim er, and not only so , but contain ing them , oh  breath less exhibition  of m ost ravish ing supernal beauty! in  the  

unity of m ost transcending and m ajestic sim plicity ; and th is illim itable vision  is in its to tality the beauty of the  

divine nature; and  w hat w e see, though  w e say  it, is not a  th ing , but H im . a  B eing, H im  our C reator, T hree Persons.



O ne G od. T his B eauty is G od, the  beautifu l G od! O h  how  w e ourselves turn  to dust and ashes, nay, to loathsom e 

death  and  corruption , w hen w e th ink  thereon! W e are going  to say that G od  has H is beauty from  H im self, w e ours 

from  H im , that H is w as illim itable, ours alm ost im perceptib le, that H is w as w ithin , ours  borrow ed  from  w ithout, that 

H is could  neither grow  nor  fade, w hile ours is a  vague, uncertain , fluctuating shadow : but is it not m ore true  to say  

that w e  have  no beauty  w hatsoever? O  m y  heart! m y  heart! how  loudly  art thou  telling  m e  to  stop; for, as for infin ite  

beauty , unless it m ight be  infin itely  deceived, it could  only  be  repelled  by  thy  guilt and  w retchedness!

Infin ite w isdom  m ust strangely have forgotten itself, if it can  be in  love w ith  us for our ow n sakes. T he  

m ost fearfu l th ing  about the  divine  w isdom , and  that w hich  m akes it so adorable, is that it is G od ’s know ledge of  us  

in  H im self. H e does not look  out upon  us. and  contem plate  us, like an  infin itely in telligent spectator, from  w ithout. 

B ut H e looks in to H im self, and sees us there, and know s us, as H e know s all th ings, in  the highest, deepest, and  

m ost ultim ate causes, and  judges of us w ith a tru th , the light and infallibility of w hich are overw helm ing and  

irresistib le.

St M aiy M agdalene of  Pazzi exam ined her conscience out loud in  an  ecstasy, and  w e look upon  it as a  

supernatural m onum ent of  delicate self-know ledge. B ut w hat is the  self-know ledge of  an  exam ination  of  conscience, 

by the side of G od ’s instantaneous, penetrating , and exhausting  know ledge  of  us in  H im self? T hat w isdom  also is 

the capacious  abyss in  w hich  all the  m anifo ld  beauties of  possib le  creatures, and  the  m agnificent w orship  of  possib le 

w orlds, revolve in  order, light and  num ber am idst the  divine  ideas. A nd  w hat are w e by  the side of  visions such  as 

these? A s the flood  of  the noontide sun  poured cruelly upon  w ounded  eyes, so is the regard of G od ’s know ledge 

fixed  stern ly  on  the  sinner s soul. O h  the  excruciating  agony it m ust be, added  to  the  torm ents of  the  lost, to  feel how  

nakedly  and  transparently  they lie  in  the  light of  G od ’s in to lerable  w isdom !

M ust not w e too  have som e fain t shadow  of  that feeling? If  the  sacred  hum anity of  Jesus did  not cover  our 

cold  and  nakedness, and shivering  poverty , as w ith  a sacred m antle, or if  w e fell out from  beneath  it in to  the  broad  

day  of  G od ’s unsparing  w isdom , w e should  surely  fain t aw ay  w ith  fear and  terror in  the sense of  our abject created  

vileness.

C an w e dream  then that G od loves us so w ell, because H e know s us so thorough ly? O  no! like little  

children  m ust w e hide our  faces in  the lap  of our  dearest L ord, and  cry w ith  half-stifled  voice, T urn  aw ay T hy  face  

from  m y sins, and  blot out all m y in iquities! Infin ite w isdom  has alm ost taxed  itself w ith  ingenious desires to save  

our souls and  to w in  our love; and  w hat, in  spite of  all its curious array of graces and  inventions, have  w e  becom e: 

and  how  can  that w isdom  look  upon  us and  be  otherw ise than  disappointed? A nd  w hat m ust disappointm ent  be like  

in  G od?

T hat w hich  is m ost like a lim it to om nipotence is the free-w ill of m an: and that w hich  looks m ost like a  

failure in  unfailing  pow er is the scantiness of  the love w hich G od  obtains from  m an. W e have no  w ords to  tell the  

pow er  of  G od. W e  have no ideas by  the  help  of  w hich  w e can  so m uch  as approach  to  an  honorable  conception  of  it. 

W hat a  boundless field  of  w ild  speculation  possib le creatures and  possib le  w orlds open  out to  view ! Y et all th is does 

not aid  us to im agine G od ’s unim aginable  pow er. Possib ility  seem s to  us ahnost infin ite , so w idely does it reach , so  

m uch  does it im ply , so stupendous is the variety of operations w ithin  its grasp . B ut a  B eing w ho is not bound  by  

im possib ility , to  w hom  the im possible is no lim it w hatever, to  w hom  nothing is im possib le, w hat can  H e be like?  

W e m ay heap  up  w ords for years, and  w e get no  nearer to realizing  w hat w e m ean. W e have no  picture  of  it in  our 

m inds. N ow , if  to  such  terrific pow er, there  could  be  great or sm all, should  not w e  be  so sm all as to  be  contem ptib le  

in  its sight, and so it w ould  pass us over? B ut if w e have restrained  th is grand  om nipotence, if w e have dared to  

brave its m ight, if  w e have ventured to  try our strength  w ith  its strength , if  w e have dared to  throw  our w ills as an  

obstacle  beneath  the  rushing  of  its im petuous w heels, should  w e  not expect, if  G od  w ere  only  and  sim ply pow er, that 

it w ould  tread  us out of  life , tram ple us  back  in to  our  darksom e nothingness, and  then  onw ard , onw ard , onw ard  still, 



upon  its sw ift resplendent w ay  through  exhaustless  m iracles, uncounted  w orlds, and  nam eless fields of  unim aginab le  

glory?

G od  is tru th , all tru th , the only  tru th . T ruth  is the beauty of G od. and  H is beauty is the plenitude of  tru th . 

E veryth ing is w hat it is in  the sight of G od, and it is nothing else. T m th  is the character of G od's m ind, and  the  

perfection of H is goodness. A ll tru th in  creatures is a derivation from  the tm th  of G od. E ven  tiling in  the divine  

ideas has a  peculiar fitness and  congruity  w hich  m akes it w orthy of  H im , because it m akes it tru thfu l. G od  is tm th , 

not only in  H im self absolu te, unapproachable tro th , but H e is especially tru th as H e is the exem plar of creatures. 

W hatever  is true  in  them  is so , because it is in  accordance w ith  H im  as their  ro le and  pattern , or, as philosophers  call 

it, their exem plary cause. T he w hole tro th  of creation  is therefore in its conform ity to G od; and w hatever is not 

conform ed  to  H im  is a  distortion , a  horror, and  a  lie. Y et there is perhaps none of  the  divine  excellences w hich  m ore  

broadly  distinguish  the C reator from  the creature than  th is of  tru th , none w ith  w hich  it is m ore im portant for us to  

com m unicate, and  none w hose com m unication is m ore thoroughly supernatural, or in  w hich  perseverance  is m ore  

difficu lt. M oreover, so necessary ' to  creation  is th is divine  perfection  in  the C reator, that all creatures m ight say , by  

instinct as w ell as by  inspiration , L et G od  be true and  every m an  a  liar. B ut now  if  tru th , the only created  tru th, is 

likeness  to  G od, conform ity to G od, a  direct aim ing  at G od, how  far is there any  tru th  in  us? H ow  far do  w e differ 

from  our orig inal, how  do w e vary from  our  pattern , how  do  w e sw erve from  the straight line, and  are aw kw ard  in  

the  hands of  H im  w ho  builds  the heavenly  Jerusalem  after  the  m odel of  H is tru th? M ust not tro th  abhor that w hich  is 

so  untrue, as w e know  ourselves to  be? Is it not the  case that m any  a  tim e  in  life the  H oly  G host has w akened  us up  

to a sense of our exceeding  untru thfu lness, so that w e see our w hole reality  fading  aw ay in  the darkness of  hypo 

crisy , conceit, pretence, vainglory , in tentional falsehood, half-deliberate diplom acy, circuitous insincerity and  

un in tended, unavoidable concealm ents, w hich  yet m ake us  be  all the  w hile  acting  a  part, and  seem ing  to  be  w hat w e  

are not? O h  w e feel all m iserable and sham eful w ith  the  uncleanness of  untru th , and  love  to  th ink , in  the agony of 

our self-hatred , that at least the eye of G od sees through  and  through  our dishonorable  disguises, and  pierces w ith  

H is rays of light abysses w e ourselves only suspect and  do not know , of  the m ost undignified  and  m onstrous self

deceit! D oes G od  love  us  then  because  w e  are so  tru thfu l?

L et us ask our question of one m ore attribute, and  then w e w ill conclude our search . B ut how  shall w e  

speak of thee, O  beautifu l m ercy of G od? It is m ercy w hich  seem s above all th ings to m ake us understand  G od. 

W hile the practice of it in  reality  m akes the creature like the C reator, it seem s to us as if, w hen  H e practiced  it, it 

m ade the C reator like the creature. For it has about it an appearance of sadness and of sym pathy, a pity , a self

sacrifice, a  pathos, w hich  belong  to  the nobility  of a  created nature, ft m akes G od  to  be so fatherly , as if  tru ly  H e  

sorrow ed  for H is sons, and  spoke kind w ords, and did gentle th ings out of the exuberant affection  of  the pain  H e  

feels for our  distress and  our  needs.

H ow  shall w e define  th is golden  attribute of  m ercy? Is it not the  one  perfection  w hich  w e creatures give, or 

seem  to  give, to  our C reator? H ow  could  H e have m ercy, w ere it not for us? H e has no sorrow s that w ant sooth ing , 

no necessities that need supplying; for H e is the ocean of in term inable being. M ercy is the tranquillity of H is 

om nipotence  and  the sw eetness of  H is om nipresence, the  fru it of  H is etern ity  and  the com panion  of  H is im m ensity , 

the  chief satisfaction  of  H is  justice, the  trium ph  of  H is w isdom , and  the patient perseverance of  H is love. W herever  

w e go  there  is m ercy, the  peaceful, active, broad, deep, endless  m ercy  of  our  heavenly  Father. If  w e  w ork  by  day, w e  

w ork  in  m ercy ’s light; and  w e sleep at night in  the lap of our  Father’s m ercy. T he courts of  heaven  gleam  w ith  its 

outpoured  prolific  beauty. E arth  is covered  w ith  it, as the  w aters cover the  bed  of  the storm y sea. Purgatory ' is as it 

w ere its ow n  separate creation , and  is lighted  by  its gentle m oonlight, gleam ing there soft and  silvery  through  night 

and  day. E ven  the realm  of  hopeless exile is less palpably  dark  than  it w ould  be, did  not som e  excesses of m ercy ’s 

light enter even  there.



W hat but m ercy  could  have divined  the m isery of non-existence, and  then  have called  in  om nipotence  and  

love to build a universe, and fill it fu ll of life? T his w as its first essay . Y et, as if in  the very instant of  peopling  

nothingness  w ith  angelic  and  w ith  hum an  life it outstripped  itself, and  w as not content w ith  its m ighty  w ork, it raised  

its creation  to  a  state  of  grace sim ultaneously  w ith  its state of  nature. T hen  w hen  the hum an  race  perversely  fell from  

th is supernatural order, and drifted  aw ay from  G od. to deluge the w orld  w ith grace w as not enough  for m ercy, ft 

brought dow n  from  heaven  the  Person  of  the  E ternal W ord  and  united  it to  hum an  nature, that so  it m ight redeem  the  

w orld  w ith  the  m arvels, alm ost incredib le m arvels, of  a  tru ly  divine redem ption .

A nything , therefore, m ight be asked of m ercy, ft m ight be asked to furn ish the reasons of the C reator’s 

love. Y et, if  w e m ay say so , m ercy seem s to  be but one m ethod  of H is love. H is love is som ehow  w ider than  H is 

m ercy, although H is m ercy is sim ply infin ite. M ercy is one of H is perfections, w hile love is the harm ony of all. 

M ercy does not tire of  us, does not despair of  us, does not give over its pursuit of us, takes no offence, repays evil 

w ith  good, and  is the ubiquitous m inister of  the Precious B lood  of  Jesus. B ut love seem s m ore than  th is. L ove  fixes 

upon  each  of us, indiv idualizes us, is som ething  personal. L ove is  just and equitable no less than  kind, is w ise as 

w ell as pow erful, L ove is tan tam ount to the w hole of G od, and is co-extensive  w ith H im . M ercy is som ething  by  

itself. L ove is  the  perfection  of  the  uncreated  in  H im self. M ercy  is the character of  the C reator. M ercy  pities, spares, 

m akes allow ances, condescends. B ut love rew ards, honors, elevates, equalizes w ith itself. T he idea of  predilection  

does not enter in to m ercy, w hereas it is the secret life of love. W e do not know : but it does not seem  as if  m ercy  

qu ite answ ered the question  w e are asking . A nd  yet if  m ercy is not the reason  of G od ’s love, w here else shall w e  

find  it in  H is infin ity?

B ut it is tim e  to  close. W e have seen  w ith  w hat a love it is that G od  loves us, and  w e have asked  w hy  it is 

H e loves us. It m ust be  for reasons to  be  found  either on  m an  s side, or on  G od ’s side. N ot on  m an ’s side; for he in  

him self is nothingness; he is but a speck even  am id rational creations. T o his nothingness he has added rebellion , 

and  in  no  w ay  can  he  add  anything  to  G od. E ven  on  hum an  princip les Iris very  serv ice  of  G od  is alm ost insulting . H e  

is the contradictory of G od in  all tilings, and if he is characterized  by any one tiling rather than another, it is by  

pusillan im ity  and  m eam iess. W e have therefore had  to look  for the reason  on  G od ’s side; and looking  at H is chief 

perfections, one after another, w e have hardly  found  w hat w e are seeking . Infin ite  justice  w ould  lead  H im  to  punish  

us. Infin ite sanctity  w ould  turn  aw ay  from  us in  displeasure. Infin ite beauty w ould  be repelled , and  infin ite w isdom  

be  disappointed . Infin ite pow er w ould  regard  us as contem ptib le  and  pass us over. Infin ite tru th  w ould  contem plate 

us as an  hypocrisy  and  a  lie . Finally , m ercy  all but infin ite w ould  tire of  us. and  it is  just the infin ity  of  m ercy  w hich  

does not tire . B ut love is som ething  m ore than  not being  tired .

W hy, then , does G od  love us? W e m ust answ er, B ecause  H e created  us. T his then  w ould  m ake m ercy the  

reason  of  H is love. B ut w hy  did  H e create us? B ecause  H e loved  us. W e are entangled  in  th is circle, and  do  not see  

how  to  escape from  it. B ut it is a  fair prison . W e can  rest in  it, w hile w e are on  earth ; and  if  w e are never to know  

anything m ore, then  w e  w ill m ake our  hom e  in  it for etern ity . W ho  w ould  tire of  such  captiv ity?

G od  loves us because H e has created  us. W hat sort of  a  feeling  is it w hich  the peculiarity of having  created  

som eone out of  nothing  w ould  give us? W ho can  tell? W e suppose  it to  be a  feeling  w hich  contains in  itself  all the  

g rounds of  all earth ly  loves, such  as paternal, fraternal, conjugal, and  filial; and  of  all angelic loves besides, of  w hich  

w e know nothing . W e suppose it to contain them  all, not only in an infin ite degree, but also in the m ost 

inconceivably em inent m aim er, and  further than  that, w ith  an  adorable sim plicity  w hich  belongs only  to the divine  

nature. B ut w hen w e have im agined all th is, w e see that som ething rem ains over and above in a C reator’s love, 

w hich  w e cannot explain ; but w hich  w e m ust suppose  to  be a  feeling  arising  out of  H is having  created  us out of  no 

th ing , and  w hich  is w hat it is, because  H e is w hat H e  is, the  infin itely  blessed  G od. T his  then  is our  answ er. H e loves  

us because  H e has created  us. C ertain ly  the  m ystery ' does not fill our m inds w ith  light; at least not w ith  such  light as 



w e can  com m unicate; but, w hich  is far  m ore, it sets our  hearts on  fire.

T he  T hird  C hapter

O U R  M E A N S  O F  L O V IN G  G O D

M a g n a  r e s  a m o r . N a m  c u m  a m a t  D e u s ,  n o n  a l i u d  v u l t  q u a m  a m a r i s  q u i p p e  q u i  o b  a l i u d  n o n  a m a t , n i s i U t  a m e tu r ,  

s c i e n s  i p s o s  a m o r e  b e a t o s  q u i  s e  a m a v e r i n t . O  s u a v i t a t e m !  O  g r a t i a m !  O  a m o r i s  v i m ! — St  B ernard .

IT  has often  been  the benevolent am usem ent of sages and  philanthropists to draw  pictures of  im aginary republics. 

Som etim es they have placed their ideal citizens in positions unusually  favorable for the exercise of the highest 

virtues; at other  tim es they  have represented  the  w hole  duty  and  happiness  of  m en  to  consist in  som e one  virtue, as 

patrio tism  or sim plicity ; or again  these leg islators have delivered their im aginary people  from  all the restrain ts and  

conventions of  civ ilization , in  order  that the developm ent of  their liberty  m ight take its ow n  direction  and  have the  

fu llest play . So w e also  m ight am use ourselves by conceiv ing som e possib le im aginary  w orld . W e m ight suppose  

that, w hen  the  day  of  doom  is over. G od ’s creative love  w ill m ove  to  som e  other planet of  our system , and  people it 

w ith rational creatures, to serve H im  and to glorify H is nam e. W e m ight picture to ourselves these creatures as 

neither angels nor  m en; but of  som e different species, such  as G od  know s how  to  fashion . T hey  m ight preserve  their 

orig inal in tegrity, and  neither  fall partially , as the  angels did , nor  the  w hole  race, as w as  the  unhappy  fortune  of  m an. 

T hey  w ould  of  course  be  the subjects of  Jesus, because  H e is the  head  and  first-born  of all creatures. B ut their w ay  

of w orshipping H im  m ight be quite different from  ours. T hey m ight also be under different m aterial law s; and  

different pow ers of m ind and w ill m ight involve varieties of m oral obligation very different from  those w hich  

belong  to  us. T hey  m ight thus be  another variety  in  the  m agnificence of  C hrist’s C hurch. T hey m ight be  higher than  

angels, or low er than  m en, or betw een  the  tw o. T hey  w ould  be  least likely  to  be low er than  m en. because then  our 

B lessed  L ord  w ould  not have  carried  H is condescension  to  the  utterm ost.

W hen w e have fu lly pictured to ourselves th is possib le w orld , w e m ight curiously descend in to every  

conceivable ram ification  of  that new  planetary life , and  see w hat the  behavior of  these creatures w ould  be  like. W e  

m ight w atch them  in  the arrangem ents of their social system , in  the com plications of their public life , or in  the  

m inute habits of  their dom estic privacy. W e m ight picture to  ourselves their  trades and  professions, their standards 

of the beautifu l, their arts and sciences, their philosophy and literature, their ru les of criticism , their m easures of 

praise  or  blam e. W e  m ight im agine  w ar  to  be  an  im possib ility  of  their nature, their  political revolu tions  to  be  w ithout  

sin . their sufferings not to  be  penalties of  a  past fault, or solitude  to  be  to  them  the sam e sort of  norm al state w hich  

society is to us. W hen  w e had  com pleted  our picture, th is possib le w orld  w ould  have som e kind  of likeness  to our 

ow n, although it w ould  be so  very different, partly  because G od  w ould  be its C reator, and  partly because w e could  

not pain t the  picture  w ithout copying  in  som e degree from  ourselves.

T his im aginary  w orld  w ould  probably , how ever, differ less from  ours, than  ours w ould  differ from  itself, if 

the  precept of  the  love of G od  w ere  fu lly  kept by  all the  inhabitants  of  the  w orld . L et us tiy  now  to  put a  picture  of 

th is before ourselves. It need not be altogether im aginary , and  it m ay actually help  to realize itself. E very m an  and  

w om an  in  the  w orld , and  every child  as soon  as it com es to  the  use of  reason, is bound  by  the  golden  chains of  that 

delightfu l precept. C hristian  or  Jew , M ahom etan  or  idolater, all souls in  all their degrees of  darkness and  of  light, are  

under the bright shadow  of that universal com m andm ent. N othing can be m ore reasonable. E very creature w as 



created  by G od  for G od's ow n  sake. H ence he has nothing  to do  but G od ’s w ork, nothing  to seek  but G od ’s glory; 

and that w ork and that glory G od has been pleased  to repose in love, in the easy serv ice of a rational and  yet 

supernatural love. N either  has H e left us in  uncertain ty w ith  respect to  the extent of  the  precept. H ear, O  Israel, the  

L ord  our  G od  is one  L ord. T hou  shall love  the  L ord  thy  G od  w ith  thy  w hole  heart, and  w ith  thy  w hole  soul, and  w ith  

thy w hole strength . St M atthew  tells us that a doctor of the law said to Jesus, M aster, w hich is the great 

com m andm ent in  the law ? Jesus said  to  him , T hou  shall love the  L ord  thy G od  w ith  thy  w hole heart, and  w ith  thy  

w hole soul, and  w ith  thy  w hole  m ind. T his is the  greatest and  the  first com m andm ent. W here M oses says, w ith  thy  

w hole strength . St M atthew  says, w ith  thy  w hole m ind. T im s G od  is solem nly  declared  to  be  the  object of  our love, 

w hich  love  is to  be  distinguished  by  tw o  characteristics. It is to  be  universal: heart, soul, m ind, and  strength  are  to  go  

to it. It is to  be  undivided: for it claim s  the  w hole  heart, the  w hole  soul, the  w hole  m ind, the  w hole  strength .

Putting  it then  at the  low est, and  setting  aside such  heroic  m anifestations of  love  as are either the  ornam ents 

of a devout piety or the counsels of a high  perfection, w hat is even  one bound  to by th is precept, as soon  as he  

a ttains the use of  reason? H e is  bound  to love G od  better  than  anything  else: he is bound  to  put a  higher value upon  

G od  than  anything else: he is bound  to  obey all the  w ill of  G od  about him  as far as he  know s it: and  he is bound, at 

least in  general in tention , to  direct all Iris actions to the gloiy of G od. In  Iris heart nothing  can  be allow ed to com e  

in to com petition  w ith  G od. H is soul m ust be engrossed  by nothing short of G od. H is m ind  m ust esteem  nothing at 

all in  com parison  w ith  G od; and  all his strength m ust be  at G od's sendee in  a  w ay  in  w hich  it is not at the  service of 

anything else. W hatever he falls short of all th is from  the  first day of  reason 's daw n  to the closing hour of life , he  

m ust repair  w ith  a  loving  sorrow  based  on  G od ’s eternal goodness. T his is of  sim ple obligation  to  the  w hole  w orld , 

through  the populous breadth  of  A sia, in  the  crow ded  coasts and  vast cities of  E urope, across A frica from  one  ocean  

to  the  other, from  the northernm ost dw elling  of  A m erica  to  w here  its extrem e headlands  face  the  antarctic ice, and  in  

every ' island  of  the sea and  palm -crow ned  coral reef, both  great and  sm all. It is as m uch  of  obligation , m ore so if  it 

could  be m ore, as to do no m urder. N ot a creature of G od  ever has entered  or ever w ill enter in to  H is eternal joy , 

w ho has not kept th is precept, or by sorrow  w on  his forg iveness for the breach, except the  baptized infants of  the  

C atholic  church .

M any considerations m ay be m ore startling than  th is: but w e know  of none w hich  are m ore profoundly  

serious. For  w e m ust bear in  m ind  that w e are speaking  not of  counsel but of  com m andm ent, not of  perfection  but of 

obligation , not of possib ilities but of necessities. It is the very alphabet of our relig ion , the starting point of our 

catechism , the first princip le of salvation; and reason claim s to jo in w ith revelation in im posing th is universal 

p recept on  the  souls of  m en.

D oes the  w orld  keep  it? L et us see  w hat it w ould  be  like if  it did  keep  it. W e  are  to  suppose  that all the  m en, 

w om en, and children over seven throughout the earth loved G od alw ays, G od suprem ely , and G od w ith an  

undivided heart. T he earth m ight then be called a w orld of undivided hearts. It w ould  be the peculiarity of th is 

planet, of th is portion  of G od ’s creation , of  this fair m oonlight garden  th ird in  order from  the sun: it w ould  be its 

peculiarity  that it w as a  liv ing  w orld of loving hum an  hearts, over w hich  G od  reigned  suprem e w ith  an  em pire of  

undivided  love. T his, w e m ust use hum an  w ords, is w hat G od  in tended, w hat G od  expected , the paradise and  court 

H e had  prepared  for H is incarnate Son. A nd  if  it w ere so , w ould  it be less unlike the real w orld  than  that im aginary ' 

possib le w orld  w hich  w e  w ere  picturing  to  ourselves  just now ?

If all classes in  their places, and  all m inds in  their m easure and  degree, w ere loving G od  according  to the  

precept, w onderfu l results w ould  fo llow . T o  realize  them  w e should  have  to  penetrate in to  eveiy  com er of  the  w orld , 

in to every secret sanctuary of life , and w atch  the revolu tion  w hich divine love w ould  bring about. N o one th ing  

w ould  be the sam e. T he w orld  w ould not be like a  w orld  of sain ts, because w e are not supposing  heroic, austere, 

self-sacrificing love, but only the love of the com m on precept. V oluntary suffering is part of the idea of the  



Incarnation , or flow s from  it: for C hristian  austerity is a form  of  love, w hich  has little in  com m on  w ith the proud  

expiating  penance  of  the  H indoo, except the  look. It w ould  not be  like an  im m ense m onastery ; for all m en  w ould  be  

in the w orld , not leaving  the w orld ; and the w orld w ould  be a m eans of loving G od, not a hindrance w hich our 

courage  m ust vanquish , or a  snare  from  w hich  our  prudence is fain  to  fly . T here w ould  be no  w ickedness to  m ake a  

hell on  earth : yet earth  could  not be heaven, because there w ould  be no  vision  of G od. It w ould  be m ore like pur

gatory  than  anything  else. For the love of G od  w ould  not hinder suffering , though  it w ould alm ost abolish  sorrow . 

B ut it w ould  m ake all m en  pine very eagerly and very patiently to love G od m ore, and to see H im  w hom  they  

already  love so  m uch. T he  w hole  earth  w ould  be  one scene of  relig ion , not of  relig ious enthusiasm  or  the  rom ance of 

sanctity , but of active, practical, exclusive businesslike relig ion . C om m on  sense w ould  be engrossed  w ith  relig ious 

duties. E ach m an w ould  be unim passionately  possessed w ith relig ion , as if it w ere his m ling passion , w orking  

pow erfully under contro l. Y et all th is w ould be w ithin  the bounds of the com m on precept, not like the sublim e  

preternatural lives of  the  canonized sain ts. R em em ber— w e are not speaking  of  w hat is possib le, so  m uch  as of  w hat 

is conceivable.

W hat a  change  w ould  com e  over  the  political w orld! T he  love  of  G od  w ould  be  the  honest and  obvious  and  

exclusive  end  of  all states and  nations. D iplom acy  w ould  fade  aw ay  in to  m utual counsel for G od ’s glory , and  having 

lost all its m ystery , it w ould  lose all its falsehood  too . C om m ercial treaties, questions of  boundaries, the rights of 

in tervention— w hat a  new  character the  love of  G od  w ould  infuse in to  as m any  of  these  th ings as it still allow ed  to  

live! T he m ercantile  w orld , how  calm  and  indifferent it w ould  becom e! N o  one  w ould  m ake haste to  be  rich . E xcept 

food  and  raim ent and  ordinary com forts, w e say com forts because, on  the hypothesis, m en  w ould  not be sain ts, all 

else  of  life  w ould  be  prayer and  praise  and  w orks of  m ercy, w ith  confession  perhaps for  venial sins. T he  literature of 

these m en  w ould  give forth nothing  but w hat w as chaste and  true, ennobling and  fu ll of faith . A  daily  new spaper, 

such as w e are acquain ted w ith , w ould be a blissfu l im possib ility . W e fear that antiquarian questions m ight be 

pursued w ith  som ew hat less of  zest than  now , and  possib ly  few er sacrifices of  life  be m ade  to  advance the  in terests 

of science. A  m ost vigorous reality  w ould  enter in to and  anim ate everyth ing . M any  professions w ould  change their 

characters: m any m ore w ould cease to exist. System s of education w ould be greatly m odified; and prisons and  

police  w ould  disappear  from  the  land . Sessions of  parliam ent w ould  be  very short, and  little  w ould  be  said , and  very  

m uch  be done. T he tone of  conversation  w ould  be changed, and  a sort of  strange tranquillity  w ould  com e over the  

race of m en, w ith w hich  energy w ould not be necessarily incom patib le, but under w hich  our energy w ould  be so  

different  from  w hat it is now , that w e  cannot at all adequately  represent it to  ourselves.

B ut in  return  from  th is apparent dullness, w hich  m ight affect som e of  the th ings on  w hich  our activ ity at 

present fastens by m orbid  predilection , the  w orld  w ould  gain  m uch  in  other w ays. H ow  m agnificent w ould  be  the  

controversies of  such  a  w orld! T he  peace and  light  of  the  love  of  G od  w ould  elevate  the  in tellect a  thousandfold . T he  

products of the hum an m ind w ould be incalculably m ore profound and beautifu l than now , and the am ount of 

in tellectual activ ity  w ould  be  im m easurably increased , w hile  a  larger  proportion  of  it also  w ould  be  em ployed  on  the  

higher branches of m ental philosophy. W hat elevation too , and gigantic progress, w ould the physical sciences 

probably receive, as w ell from  the greater cultivation  of m ental philosophy, as from  the reach  and  grasp  of in telli

gence  w hich  m ore abundant grace  w ould  restore to  us! W ho  can  believe w e should  not know  m uch  m ore of  nature, 

and  of  its m ysterious properties, if  w e  knew  m ore of  H im  w ho  orig inated  them  all? A nd  love  w ould  teach  us m ore  of 

H im . T he sciences of beauty too , how  m uch m ore beautifu l and abundant w ould  they becom e, w hen they w ere  

called  to  m inister  to  the sanctuary of  G od, and  not to  the  m ere m aterial indulgences of  m en! T he am ount of  private  

happiness  w ould  be likew ise augm ented  beyond  all calculation . A ll other loves w ould  be as it w ere glorified  by  the  

love of  G od. and  w ould  be  poured  out of  each  hum an  heart w ith  an  in tensity  and  an  abundance  to  w hich  sin  is now  a  

com plete  im pedim ent. T he m oral perfections of  our nature  w ould  bring  forth  exquisite  and  generous fru its, of  w hich  



w e have at present but rare instances at distant in tervals. B ut above and  beyond  all th is, there w ould  be a w orld  of 

supernatural actions, flow ing in incessant stream s from  every heart, uniting  us to G od, purify ing  our com m onest  

in tentions, and  transform ing  us day  by  day  in to  an  excellence  far  beyond  ourselves. W hat m ust the  precept be  w hose  

com m on observance w ould do so m uch as th is? A nd  yet th is precept actually lies upon each one of us at th is 

m om ent w ith  the  m ost inevitable universality  and  the  m ost stringent obligation! Surely  w e  m ust see to  tliis.

H itherto  w e have  been  engaged  in  tw o  very elem entary inquiries: W hy does G od  w ish  us  to love H im , and  

w hy does H e love us. If G od  desires us to love H im  there m ust be som e sort of  love w ith  w hich  it is possib le and  

right to  love  H im . T his is obvious. Y et in  the  course  of  our  investigations w e  have com e  across so  m uch  in  ourselves  

that is little and  vile  and  m ean, that w e  m ay  be  tem pted  to  th ink  that w e  cannot love  G od  w ith  any  real or acceptable  

love. It is  just here that G od  m eets our self-abjection , guards it from  excess, and  hinders its doing  us any in jm y, by  

lay ing upon us the absolu te and essential precept of loving H im  w ith our w hole heart and soul and m ind and  

strength . H e enables us to  fu lfil th is com m andm ent by  disclosing  to  us a  beautifu l variety  of  grounds or m otives for 

our  love, and  H e  m akes  the  fu lfillm ent easy  by  the  m any  kinds of  love, of  w hich  H e has m ade  our  souls capable, and  

w hich  suit the different tem peram ents of m en. So w hat w e have to do now  is to exam ine our grounds for loving  

G od, and  then  the  various kinds of  love  w ith  w hich  it is happily  in  our  pow er  to  love  our  m ost m ercifu l C reator.

W e m ust observe, first of  all, that the love w hich  is required  of  us  by  the precept is a  personal love. N one  

else w ill satisfy . It is not the love of  the  approbation  of  conscience, or of  the self-rew arding  sense of  duty , or of  the  

loveliness of  virtue, or of the im m ensity of  our recom pense, or of  the attraction w hich  a w ell-ordered m ind  has to  

rectitude and  propriety. It is a  personal love, and  m ust be characterized  by  the  w arm th, the generosity ', the in tim acy, 

the  dom inion, and  all the peculiar life w hich  belongs to  a  personal love as distinguished  from  the love of  a  th ing  or 

of  a  place. It is the  love of  a  B eing, of  three  divine  Persons, of G od. H e reveals H im self  to  us in  various affectionate  

relationships, so as to  m ake our love m ore in tensely personal, m ore like a loyalty and  a devotion , and  at the sam e  

tim e  to  adapt it better  to  our  hum an  nature.

B ut w hen  w e return  the  love of  another, it very  m uch  concerns us to  know  w hat kind  and  am ount of  love  it 

is w hich  w e have to return . A t the risk  of repetition  w e m ust therefore briefly sum  up  the love of G od  to m an, as 

theology  puts it  before  us. G od's of  H is creatures is not the  fru it of  H is m ercy, or  of  any  of  the  divine  perfections by  

them selves. H is  love of  us is part of  H is natural goodness; and  H is natural goodness is sim ply  the excellence  of  H is 

divine nature considered  in  itself. G od ’s goodness, w e are taught in  the  C atholic schools, is threefo ld . H e is good  by  

reason  of  the  perfection  of  H is nature, and  th is is H is natural goodness. H e is good  also  by reason  of  H is sanctity , 

and  th is is H is m oral goodness. H e is good  also  by  reason  of  H is beneficence, w hich  is called  H is  benignity . B ut in  

reality  th is last goodness is sim ply  a  part of  the  first, a  necessary consequence of  the  perfection  of  H is nature, of  H is 

natural goodness; so  that love  of  creatures, or  the  divine  benignity , is part of  the  perfection  of  the  divine  nature. H ow  

unspeakable, therefore, is the  value of  the love of  G od, how  transcending  the  dignity  w ith  w hich  it invests  the  poor 

help less creature, and  how  com pletely does the orig in  of  H is L ove of  us, deep  dow n  in  the prim al fountains of  the  

G odhead, sim plify H im , and  all H is condescensions, and  H is gifts, and  H is  justice, and  H is  anger, to  pure  and  sim ple  

love!

L et us fo llow  the teaching of theology a little further. T he divine nature is a plenitude of perfection , a  

fu llness and  a  "super-fu llness." as St D enys calls it. N ot that G od  is too  fu ll, or  can  ever cease  being  filled, but H e  is 

eternally filled to overflow ing w ith the true, the beautifu l, tire m agnificent, and the good. Fullness leads to  

com m unicativeness. C om m unicativeness is the consequence of abundance. It is the necessity of an overflow ing 

abundance. It seem s a law  even  am ong  creatures, a  shadow  of  a  higher law , that in  proportion  as a  th ing  is perfect, it 

is fu ll of perfection in its ow n kind, and longs to com m unicate itself, and at last breaks its bound and does 

com m unicate itself. T liis is the case w ith hum an love, hum an kindness, hum an know ledge. E xuberance is an  



inseparable accom panim ent of  perfection . So th is “super-fu llness” of G od, th is exceeding plenitude  of the divine  

nature, m ust needs com m unicate itself, and  be eternally com m unicating itself. T his com m unication m ay be of  tw o  

kinds, the  one natural or necessary , w liich  m ust be and  w hich  m ust alw ays  be; the other  free, w hich  G od  m ay w ith 

hold . w hich  is a  gift, w liich  is not necessary , but w liich , w hen G od  has once been  pleased  to  m ake it, cannot easily  

be  separated  from  H im  even  in  idea. W e can  conceive  that there  could  have  been  such  a  being  as an  uncreating  G od. 

B ut w e cannot conceive w hat H e w ould have been like. H e w ould not have resem bled  our ow n  present G od. H e  

w ould  not have  been  our  H eavenly  Father m erely short of  B enignity , D om inion, Providence, M ercy, Justice, and  of 

that perfection w hich  m akes H im  the E nd of all th ings. H is natural goodness w ould have been different, not less  

infin itely  perfect, but inconceivably otherw ise than  it is now ', [footnote: L essius, d e  P e r f e c ta  D i v i n . , lib . ix . A lso St 

T hom as, i, q. xiii, art. 7.]

A s the  perfection  of  the divine  nature is infinite , so the com m unication  of  it w hich  is natural and  necessary  

m ust be  infin ite as w ell: and  it m ust have  th is m ysterious and  adorable  characteristic, that it m ust com m unicate itself 

w  ithout m ultip ly ing  itself; for how  can  that w inch  is infin ite be  m ultip lied? H ence  com es  the fecundity of  the  divine  

nature, considering  that nature in  three Persons, the Father as the Fountain of  the G odhead, the Son  as the eternal 

K now  ledge of itself and  the H oly G host as its eternal L ove of self, as one E ssence in  three equal divine Persons. 

From  the  com m unicativeness, or  fecundity of  the  divine  nature, it m ust necessarily  be  that the  Father  ever  generates, 

the Son  is ever generated , the Father and  the Son ever breathe forth  their love as one, and  the H oly Spirit is ever 

being breathed forth . A nd  because of the infin ite plenitude of the divine nature there can, in  th is necessary and  

natural com m unication  of  itself, be  no  sort of  inequality , no precedence, no  priority , no  dim inution , no  inferiority , no  

subordination , [footnote: T he reader m ust distinguish betw een the divine E ssence com m unicating itself, and the  

divine E ssence generating itself, w hich last is forb idden  by the L ateran C ouncil to be said .] T hese are not m ere  

w ords. T hey  are G od ’s eternal life . T hey  w ill be  our  eternal life as w ell.

B esides th is necessary com m unication of the divine nature w hich  is natural to it, and inevitable, there is 

also  a free com m unication  of it, an  overflow  w hich  is a  gift, a m agnificence deeply appertain ing  to G od ’s natural 

goodness, and  yet w hich  H e could  w ithhold , and  still be G od. A s w e call the  necessary com m unication  of  the  divine  

nature its fecundity , so  w e call the  free com m unication  of  it its  benignity , both  being  in  fact consequences of  G od ’s 

natural goodness, only  the  one  necessaiy , the other  free. T here is no  lim it to  the num ber of  w ays in  w hich  the  divine  

nature m ay freely com m unicate  itself  to in telligent beings; and each  of these w ays w ill represent a different and  

peculiar rational creation . W e only  know  of  tw o such  w ays, w hich  have resulted , one in  the creation  of angels, the  

other in  the creation  of  m en. B ut there m ight be as m any diverse rational creations as there are m illions of starry  

w orlds, or  all the  stars m ultip lied  a m illion  tim es. W e  cannot  venture  to  suppose  that the  creations of  angels and  m en  

have exhausted  the possib le m odes by  w hich the divine nature m ay freely com m unicate  itself  to created  in tellects 

and  to  created  w ills.

C reation , if  w e m ay say so , is perhaps only  in  its infancy; and  as G od  seem s to  have an  inconceivable love  

of  order, and  H e. to  w  hom  there is no  succession , appears to  delight in  doing  th ings successively  in  realm s of  tim e  

and space, so w hen the doom  has closed  the probation of the fam ily of m an, other creatures m ay succeed, other 

natures people m aterial w orlds, or im m aterial hom es of spiritual beauty ; and so G od m ay go on in H is fertile 

benignity  for everm ore. I cannot look  at the starry ' skies, but th is thought com es to m y  m ind  like a  belief. T here m ay  

be rational creatures low er than  m an, though  it certain ly is veiy difficu lt to  conceive of  them . B ut even  our lim ited  

capacities can  im agine a  perpetual efflux  of rational creations higher than  m an  in  alm ost num berless degrees. T hus  

creation is G od doing freely, w hat in  the generation of the Son and the procession of the H oly G host H e does 

necessarily . T he natural goodness of G od. w hich  is defined  to  be  the excellence of the divine nature, is the single  

explanation  of  all H is operations, w hether w ithin  H im self or w ithout. So that the sam e love w hich  everm ore “pro- 



duces” in  G od, as theologians speak, the  H oly  T rin ity , m ade of  its ow n  free w ill both  m en  and  angels, and  cherishes 

them  w ith  an  eternal com passion . W hat a  view  of  creation  does not th is open  out before us! H ow  is it w e can  ever 

th ink  of  anything  but G od? O h  how  m ore than  royal is the  orig in  of  our  im m ortal souls, and  in  w hat vast destin ies 

does divine love in tend that they should  expatiate for everm ore! E arth grow s m ore and m ore like a speck as our 

thoughts ascend: our affections detach them selves from  it m ore and m ore. A s life goes on, and life and grace  

together  draw  us nearer to G od; earth , in  spite of  all its affectionate m em orials, becom es only  a  peopled  planet, and  

nothing  m ore: but alas! w hy  is it w e let slow  tim e do  the  w ork  w hich  sw ift grace  w ould  so  m uch  better  do?

B ut th is account of G od ’s love of  creatures does by no m eans include all that is to  be said  of  H is love of 

m an. T he creation  of  angels is incom parably  m ore m agnificent than  the creation  of  m en. M en  are all of  one species. 

T he diversities  of  the angels are no  doubt specific . Som e have thought that as angels do not produce each  other like  

the fru itfu l generations of m en, each  angel m ust be a species him self. O thers consider, for reasons th is is not the  

place to enter in to , that each  choir consists of  three species, w hich  in  the nine choirs of  the  three hierarchies w ould  

m ake tw enty-seven  species. N one w ould doubt but that the hierarchies and even  the choirs m ust differ from  each  

other specifically . N ay, to  us w e confess it seem s unlikely  that earth  w ith  its infin ite variety  of  beasts and  birds, of 

insects and  fishes, should  outdo  the  great angelic w orld  in  th is peculiar  kind  of m agnificence, nam ely , the m ultitude  

of species; and  if the specific differences of  the angels are m ore sim ple  than  those  of  earth , they w ould  be all the  

m ore strik ing because of  their sim plicity . Y et in  spite of  the superiority  of  the angelic w orld , and  because perhaps  

w e are less acquain ted  w ith  its peculiar  prerogatives, m en  seem  to  have m any  indubitable pre-em inences above the  

angels. T he angels im itate the virg in ity of the M ost H oly T rin ity w ithout its fru itfu lness. M an shares in the  

fru itfu lness of G od; and M ary, a pure daughter of m an, and w hose nature is m erely hum an, shares at once the  

fru itfu lness and  tire virg in ity of  G od, and, as H is M other, m les the angels w ith  queenly suprem acy in  heaven. T his  

chosen  planet w as the scene of  the Incarnation  and  the C rucifix ion  of  the Son  of G od. H e took m an ’s nature  upon  

H im , not that of  angels. H e had  a  hum an  m other, a  hum an  soul, a  hum an  body. H e spoke hum an  language, and  had  

hum an thoughts. H e had hum an w ays about H im , hum an habits, gestures, peculiarities, and even infirm ities. 

Furtherm ore, w hen the angels fell, H e held  out no hand  to check  them  as they  w ent dow n  the  frightfu l abyss. M an  

H e  forg ives, not once, or  tw ice, or seventy  tim es seven  tim es, but m any  tim es a  day, and  all day  long. H e stands in  a  

different  relation  to  m an, and  m an  to  H im .

H is love of  m an  com es out of  the sam e  natural goodness, w hich  gives forth  H is love of  the  angels. B ut H is 

love of us is a different sort of love. H is love of  us seem s to contain m ore than  H is love of  them . A t least it has 

certain  peculiarities  proper to  itself, a  fondness, a clinging  to  us, a  patience  w ith  us, a  pursuit of  us, an  attraction  to  

us. w hich the pardon of the Fall and the m ystery of the Incarnation do nothing but exem plify . W hence th is  

predilection  for the hum an  race? W hence th is preference, on  the  part of  the  divine  nature, of  hum an  nature over the  

angelic? Is it because w e are so little and  so low ? Is it because  the  divine  nature, in  yearning  to  com m unicate  itself, 

yearned  to do so to the utterm ost, w as not content short of the low est point of the rational creation , and  that the  

depth  of  its abasem ent w as the  m easure  of  its gladness and  its love? If  so . new  creations  w ill be  higher  than  m an, not 

low er: low er than  the  angels, G od ’s eldest bom , but higher  than  that low est step  in  the scale  of  in tellectual creations, 

w hereon the incarnate W ord has taken  H is stand that H e m ay em brace all creations beneath H is H eadship , and  

cem ent all of  them  together, the  highest w ith  the low est, as one  dom inion  pertain ing to  the  U nity  of  G od.

Such  is the  only  picture  that w e, after trial, have been  able  theologically  to  m ake to  ourselves of  the  love of 

G od  for m an. ft is th is enorm ous love  w hich  it is our  duty  to  return . It is not a m atter  of  choice, or  of  perfection , ft is 

a  question  of  precept and  obligation , ft is a  com m andm ent, w hich  w e  shall be  lost eternally  if  w e do  not endeavor  to  

fu lfil. O ur next step therefore m ust be to inquire upon  w hat feelings of our hum an nature G od has engrafted  the  

possib ility of our loving  H im , in  w hat channels H e has bidden  that love to ran , w hat m otives are to actuate it, on  



w hat relationships to  H im  it is to establish  itself. For it w ill be found  that G od  is so essentially good  that w hatever  

position  H e  takes up  w ith  regard  to  us is a  new  right and  title to  our  love. W e do  not say  that those  w ho  are lost w ill 

love H im , but even  in  their case H is m ercy has a right to love, both  because punishm ent w as so long  delayed, and  

because it is now  inflicted w ith so m uch less severity than they have both m erited  and could  be supem aturally  

strengthened  to endure. B ut in  our case, w hose account is m ercifu lly not yet closed , it is sim ply  tm e that even re

lation  in  w hich  G od  stands to  us furn ishes us w ith  new  and  constraining  m otives to  love H im  w ith  a  fresh  and  daily  

beginning  love.

First of  all. w e  are G od ’s subjects. T here  are none  of  us w ho  desire  to  question  H is dom inion. W e should  be 

sim ply  m ined, annihilated , if w e w ere not in  H is care and  keeping. O bedience to H im  is safer and happier for us  

than  any liberty of  w liich  w e could  dream . H e is our king, and never m onarch  had  so m any claim s to enthusiastic  

popularity  as H e. H is ru le over us is the  gentlest w e  can  conceive. It hardly  m akes itself  felt at all. H is om nipresence  

is like the pressure of  the air. needful to health  and  life , yet im perceptib le. H is governm ent is one of  love. H is very  

penalties w e have to  w ring  from  H im  by  repeated  treasons, and  w hen  they  com e  they  are so  disguised  in  m ercy, that 

on  tliis side the grave it is hard to discern  betw een chastisem ent and love. H is facility ' in  pardoning is som ething  

beyond com pare. H e seem s to com prom ise H is ow n  regal dignity by  the profuse liberality w ith  w hich  H e uses H is 

prerogative of m ercy. H e pardons not only after the nervousness of trial and the ignom iny of conviction , but H e  

pardons  us w ithout m entioning  it. w ithout boasting  of  it. w ithout w arning  us, w ithout getting  the  credit of  pardoning, 

often  as in  B aptism , and  w ith  forgotten  sins, w ithout even  our acknow ledgm ent of  guilt. O ften  H e seem s to  forg ive  

before  the  offence is com plete. W e sin , half  know ing  w e shall be  forg iven .

A s to die consequences of our sins to others, it is com paratively seldom  that H e lays on us the  

responsib ility  of  attending  to  them . H e charges H is ow n  adm inistration  w ith  that burden, w hich  of  a  tm th  requires a  

love, a  w isdom , and  a  pow er  w hich  H e alone possesses. N o earth ly king  w as ever like H im  in  H is providence  over 

H is subjects. N o  angelic m onarch  could  com e near H im  in  th is  beautifu l perfection . E very  w ant is foreseen . T he  vast 

com plications both of nature and of grace fit close to the individual life , shield  it from  every danger, penetrate it 

w ith  a  balm  and  sw eetness w liich  give  vigor  and  delight, and  m ake each  m an  feel as if  the  w orld  w ere m ade for him  

alone, and  as if  he  w ere rather  the  last end  of  G od, than  G od  the  last end  to  him . In  the exercise of  H is royalty , all is 

equable, tim ely , harm onious, pliant; nothing harsh , sudden, abrupt, disconcerting , or dom ineering . Surely then , 

sim ply as H is subjects, w e are bound to a loyalty and love as w arm , and generous, and faithfu l, as it is easy , 

ennobling , and  delightfu l.

B ut w e are H is servants also . H e is our m aster as w ell as our king. A ll serv itude is fu ll of m otives of 

hum ility '. Servants, w hen they forget that they are servants, cease that m om ent to be good servants. Y et, if w e  

thought and  felt aright, presum ption  w ould  be  m ore  likely  than  abjection  to  grow  upon  the  thought  that w e are in  the  

service of our M aker. T he aim ais of history give us m any beautifu l exam ples of the attachm ent w hich a noble-  

m inded  servant can  have for lus earth ly  m aster: and  the  m em orials of  private life are fu ll of  them  all the  year round. 

B ut w hat is it w hich m akes a m aster so justly dear to a good servant? It is Iris considerateness. A nd  w ho is so  

considerate as G od? O h  w onderfu l m ystery! see how  G od alw ays show s by  H is m anner to  us H is rem em brance of 

our little services, a  forgetfu lness of  our slovenly shortcom ings, an  affectionate exaggerated satisfaction  w ith  w hat 

w e do, and  at the  w orst a look only of  w ondering  w ounded  feeling , w hen  disgrace, reproof, or chastisem ent  w ould  

better have  fitted  our  m isdeeds! H e never lets us  be  oppressed  w ith  w ork. H e  never disregards  our  fatigue. H e  cheers 

us under  failure. It is, if  w e m ust say it, alm ost the fault of  H is easy  kindness that w e are apt to  forget ourselves, to  

play  the  m aster, and  to  w onder w hen  H e does not w ait on  us and  serve, though  of  a  tru th  H e seldom  fails to  change  

places w ith us w hen w e w ant it. H is forbearance is one incessant m iracle. W e should not keep a servant a  m onth  

w ho treated  us as w e treat H im . A w kw ard, ungracious, reluctant, it is thus w e alw ays m eet the courtesies of H is 



abundant love, w hich  vouchsafes  to treat us on  equal term s, lest even  the look  of  condescension  should  w ound  the  

silly susceptib ilities of  our child ish  pride. A s to w ages, both  those H e has bound  H im self  to give, and  those w hich  

com e in  the shape of  frequent gifts, and  perquisites unspecified , the bounty of an  earth ly m aster is to H is m uni

ficence as the  poverty of  the  creature is to  the  w ealth  of  the C reator. W ho  w ould  not rather  be  the servant of such  a  

M aster, than to have a w hole w orld  left to him self and to the liberty of his disposal? W ho w ould care to have  

creation  for his property , w hen  he  m ay  have  the  C reator  for his ow n?

G od is our friend, ft requires an  act of faith , and not a little act, to say so . B ut so it is; the Infin ite , the  

O m nipotent, the  A ll-holy  is our  bosom  friend. W e doubt if  any  hum an  friendship  ever really  lasted  the  w hole  of  tw o  

m utual lives. Few  m en  are habitually sincere, even  w ith  the few  w hom  they love extrem ely. Few er still trust their 

friends w ith  a  perfectly confid ing trust. N ay, friendship  show s itself in  a m orbid  readiness to  take offence, in  petty  

diplom acies to  find out if  in jurious suspicions are true, in  proud  silences w hich  w ill not ask  for explanations, or in  

child ish  breaches m ade for the child ish  excitem ent of  reconciliations. T he  tru th  is, friendship is a  rom ance, that has 

been  w ritten and  spoken  a  thousand  tim es am ong  m en, but seldom  acted , unless in  a  dram atic w ay. T hus w e pray  

proverbially to  be saved  from  our  friends, and  w e  say  that a  m an  w ho  has m any  acquain tances, and  few  friends, is at 

once the  happiest and  the safest of  m ankind. T here have hardly  been  a  dozen  friendships since  the  tim e of  Jonathan  

and D avid , w hich  could  bear the w eight of an aw kw ard-looking  circum stance, or a decently attested  report. A nd  

friendship at its height, in  the  fervor of  its fever-fit, w hat is it but a  tyranny? O ur friends th ink  them selves  gods, not 

m en, and  us their instrum ents, the  profitab le  im plem ents of  their pleasure, their  am bition , and  their w ill. Friendship  

is not consecrated  by  a  sacram ent as m arriage is. N evertheless  w e m ust have a  friend. W e shrink  from  unbefriended  

solitude. Y et there is no real friend but G od. H e is in  H is ow n  w orld alm ost the solitary exam ple of  the  beauty  of 

fidelity . See  w hat a  friend  H e  is! H e acts as if  H e  th inks better of  us than  w e th ink  even  of  ourselves. H e  can  suspect 

nothing; for H e is G od. H e forg ives offences as fast as w e com m it them , and  appears to forget as soon  as H e has 

forg iven . H is love is alw ays as fresh  to  us as it w as at the  beginning. H e keeps plighting  H is friendship  w ith  us by  

p resents, w hose exuberant variety never tires, w hile their m agnificence and exceeding price outstrip the fondest 

expectation , and  the grace w ith  w hich  they are conferred  rem oves from  the sense of obligation  all the feeling  of 

oppression , and  conduces rather  to  the  equal fam iliarity of  love. W henever  w e w ill w e can  be  friends w ith  G od, and  

H e gives H im self  up  to H is friends w ith  such  a rom antic exclusiveness, that w e feel as if  H e belonged  to  us alone, 

and  that all of  H im  w as ours.

G od  is our  Father  also , and  w e are the  children  of  H is predilection . T ruants and  prodigals, no  longer w orthy  

to  be  called  H is sons, and  yet still H is heirs, still the  objects of  H is m ost lav ish  paternal tenderness. D id  ever m other 

yearn  over the  cradle  of  her first-bom , as H e  has yearned  over  us? D id  ever father m ake  his children ’s sorrow s m ore  

his ow n  than  G od  has done, or  yet leave to  them  so generously  untaxed  and  untithed  the  treasures  that w ere  theirs? 

D id  ever parental love rem ain  true love, and  yet punish  so infrequently as H e, or w hen  it punished, did  it w ith  so  

light a hand or w ith a sorrow  m ore reluctant? C an divine L ove quite exculpate itself from  the charge of having  

spoiled us by its indulgence? D id ever father so consistently or w ith such grave affection w in his children to  

repentance  by  the sorrow  that he show ed  and  by  the increased  kindness of  his m aim er, as G od  has m elted  our  hard  

hearts and  draw n  us, hum bled  yet doubly loving , to  H is knees for pardon? D oes not each  chastisem ent seem  w orth  

far  m ore  than  the  pain  it gives, by  the  increase  of  love  and  the  new  inventions of  H is favor  w ith  w hich  H e fo llow s it?  

O h  w ho  is such  a  Father as G od  is! T he E ternal Father, the  Father  of  our  L ord  Jesus C hrist, Father of  H is creatures, 

the  Father  from  w hom  all fatherhood  is nam ed  in  heaven  and  on  earth! W hen  w e  th ink  of  H im  w e forget the love of 

our  earth ly  fathers; for  they  hardly  look  like  fathers by  the  side of  H im .

H e is our C reator  also , and  w e are H is creatures, the least and  low est of  those w ho  can  glorify  H im  w ith  a  

reasonable  w orship , and  yet w hom  H e has loved  above  the  angels, and  chosen  to  be  nigher  to  H im self. H ere  w e  have  



no  earth ly  term  of  com parison  w hereby  to  judge  of  H is surpassing  love. H e has chosen  us; and  choice  is the  highest 

act of  love. H e chose us w hen  as yet w e lay in  the  bosom  of  the  great void , distinguishable only to  the  piercing  eye  

of  H is preference  and  love. H e chose us rather  than  others. H e had a special love  for som ething  w e  by grace m ight 

be, and  w hich  others could  not be or w ould  not be. It w as H is first choice of  us. It w as eternal. O ur likeness lived  in  

the divine m ind  from  everlasting , and  w as cherished  there  w ith infin ite com placency. H e prepared a fu ture for us, 

m arked  out a life , m easured our sorrow s to us w ith  w ise love, and  tem pered our  joys so  that they m ight not be an  

in jury . H e gave us a w ork, clo thed  us w ith  a vocation, and destined for us a particu lar crow n  and  place in  heaven. 

W e cannot nam e the tiling w hich is bright and good  w ithin  us, nor the tiling  w hich is attractive and delectable 

w ithout us. but it conies from  our  creation . W e have to  do  w ith  it, as being  the  creatures of  the  infin itely  benignant 

G od. A ll w e are or have is H is, together  w ith  all w e are capable of  being  and  having. T hat w e are not im prisoned  in  

perdition  at th is m om ent is sim ply  an  in terference  of  H is goodness. O ur  creation  is our  share  of  the  infin ite goodness 

of  G od. W hat should  w e  be  w ithout it? C an  any  love  of  ours  be  otherw ise  than  a  poor return  for such  a  love as H is?

B ut w e are not only G od ’s creatures; w e are H is elect as w ell. H e m ade as it w ere a second  choice  of  us in  

Jesus C hrist. H e foresaw  our  fall. H e beheld not only  w hat A dam ’s fall entailed  upon  us. but H e saw  our ow n  actual 

sins and guilt. H e did not exaggerate our sham e, but H e knew  it as not all m en and angels together could have  

know n it. H e penetrated its unbearable corruption . H e laid its loathsom eness all bare before H is eyes. It w as 

incredib le. Such graces slighted , such inspirations neglected , such sacram ents profaned, and w ith  a perversity, a  

frequency, an  ingenuity  of  aggravating  circum stances, so great that perhaps, if  w e saw  the  hideous vision  all in  one. 

w e should  fall back  and  die. N evertheless it w as not enough  to  repel H is electing  love. H e chose us to  be  bathed in  

the  Precious B lood  of  H is incarnate Son. H e elected  us to  a  m agnificent inheritance of  grace, and  to  the royalties of 

H is holy  C hurch. B y  virtue of  th is election  H e  gave us the  gift of  faith , and  threw  open  to  us the  golden  gates of  the  

overflow ing  and  joyous sacram ents. B y  H is first election  H e chose us out of  nothing  to  Iw e  life: by  H is second  out 

of  darkness  to  have light. H ere  again  H is benignity  outstrips  all the  com parisons  of  earth ly  love. W hen  w e  th ink  w ho  

it is that elected  us, w ho  w e are that H e elected , w hat H e gives us through  th is election , the  w ay in  w hich  H e gives 

it. and  the end  for w hich  H e has elected  us. w e shall acknow ledge that H is election  of  us is a  tie to  be repaid (and  

even  then  w hat paym ent is it?) w ith  all the fervor and  fidelity of  lifelong  love. For w herefore w as it that H e chose  

us? H e chose us in  C hrist before the foundation of  the  w orld , that w e should  be  holy and unspotted in  H is sight, in  

love!

C an  m ore be said? Y es! there is still another tie w hich  binds us fast to G od. It is the end  of  that w hereof 

creation  w as the  beginning; it is the  consum m ation of  G od's  eternal choice. It is the  m arriage of  our  souls w ith  H im . 

W e are H is spouses, as w ell as H is creatures and  H is elect. Indeed  w e are H is spouses, because  w e are H is creatures 

and H is elect. B ut how  can w e tell w herein the peculiarity of that in tim ate union consists? W hen  the sain ts are  

betro thed  to G od, it is by operations of grace so m agnificent, by supernatural m ysteries so transcendent, that the  

language in  w hich  they are related  seem s unreal and inflated; and if such  be  the espousals on  earth , w hat w ill the  

m arriage be in  heaven? O h  w ho shall dare to picture  the in terior caresses w hich the soul receives from  H im  w ho  

loved  it eternally , and chose it out of nothing  in  a rapture of creative love. W ho shall dare to fasten in  ungain ly  

hum an  w ords the sort of  inexpressib le  equality w ith  G od  w hich  the soul enjoys, or her unspeakable com m unity of 

goods w ith  H im ? A nd  w herefore does H e use the w ord spouse, but to express th is glorious unity? M arriage w as 

m ade a  figure of  the unity of G od, and  a shadow  of C hrist's union  w ith  H is C hurch. Its love w as to supersede all 

other ties. It w as to obliterate the father ’s and the m other's hom e from  the young w ife ’s heart. It w as to ride  

conqueror over the fond m other’s idolatry for her firstborn . Y et all th is is the fain test of shadow s, the feeblest of 

figures, to  set forth  the  union  of  the soul w ith  G od! H ow  shall w e  love  H im  as w e  ought?  R ather the  question  should  

be, C an  w e love H im  at all w ith  anything  w orthy  of  the nam e of  love? M ay w e even  try  to  love  H im  w ho has loved  



us w ith  such  an  overw helm ing  love? M ust not our only  love  be speechless fear? N o! for it is the law  of  all creation , 

the  beautifu l, benignant law , the unexpected , the incredib le  com m andm ent— T hou  shalt love the  L ord  thy G od  w ith  

thy  w hole  soul, w ith  thy  w hole  heart, w ith  thy  w hole  m ind, and  w ith  thy  w hole strength!

M an's  im agination  can  fly  far, and  picture the  w ildest pictures to  itself. B ut now  let it loose  to  ride  upon  the  

w inds of heaven, to search the heights and the depths, to dream  the m ost m arvelous dream s, and  to conceive the  

m ost im possible  com binations. C an  it picture  to  itself, can  it, how ever  dim ly and  rem otely , divine a  greater, a  m ore  

w onderfu l, a  m ore  various, a  m ore perfect love, consistent w ith  the liberty  of  the  creature, than  the  love w hich  G od  

has show n and is daily show ing to the sons of m en? Short of H is lay ing violent hands upon our freedom , and  

earn  ing  us off to  heaven  by  force, and  then  doing  fresh  violence to  our  nature and  m aking it endure and  rejo ice in  

the  vision  of G od, w hich  w ithout holiness w ould  be in to lerable to  us— short of  th is, w hich  w ould  be pow er rather 

than love, can w e im agine any salvation m ore com plete or m ore abundant than  that w ith  w hich  G od has rescued  

m an?

C ount up all that G od has done for yourself. T here is your eternal predestination and the creative love  

w hich  called  you out of  nothing; there is your rational and  im m ortal soul w ith  its beautifu l dow er of gifts: there is 

your m arvelous body  w ith  its senses, w hich  is one day to be transform ed  in to surpassing loveliness, w hile every  

sense w ith  its glorified capacities w ill pour in to the soul such floods of thrilling  and exquisite delights, as it w ill 

require the strength  of  im m ortality  to  bear: there is the w hole m aterial w orld  m ade for  your in tellectual or physical 

enjoym ent and  support, so  vast and  glorious that a  little know ledge  of  one of  its least departm ents, its m inerals, for 

exam ple, or its plants, m akes a  m an  fam ous am ong  his fellow s: there is the  guardianship  of  bright and  holy  angels: 

there is your election  in  C hrist by  w hich  you  now  enjoy  the faith  and  sacram ents: there is the giving  up  by  G od  of 

H is only Son  to  take  your  nature  upon  H im , to suffer, and  to  die, to  redeem  you  from  your sins: there  is the  gift of  

H is Precious B lood and of H is renew ed forg iveness conferred upon  you  ten  thousand tim es ten  thousand tim es, 

since  you  w ere seven  years old , nay  from  the  very  first hour of  your regeneration: there  is H is preservation of  you, 

w hich  is sim ply  the  unbroken  continuity of  your  creation , requiring  every m om ent of  day and  night, of  tim e and  of 

an  etern ity to  fo llow , as m uch  influx  from  the  M ost H igh, as w as needed  to  call your soul out of  nothing  at the  first: 

there  are all the special helps, the  w isely  adapted  graces, and  the  fresh  arrangem ents of  divine  tenderness, w hich  are  

w aiting ready for the hour w hen  you shall com e to die: there is the indw elling of the T hird Person  of  the H oly  

T rin ity by grace w ithin  your soul: and, finally , there is your im m easurable rew ard , w hich  is no gift of G od, no  

im m ense collection  of created pleasures, no m ultip lication  by  m illions of the highest hum an  and  angelic  joys, but 

G od. the  liv ing  G od  H im self. So  that, strictly speaking, as a  theologian  says, it is not sim ply G od  w ho  is the end  of 

m an, but G od  Possessed. G od  by an  ineffable com m unication of H im self becom e our ow n, our property , and our 

enjoym ent.

In  th is catalogue of  the  dem onstrations of  love  there are m any  th ings so great and  so  utterly  divine  that the  

unassisted  in telligence of  the highest angel w ould  never have suspected  them . Y et w hen  once the Incarnation w as 

revealed , m any  im aginations  m ight have  been  based  thereon. W e  do  not know  if  w e could  have  ventured  to  dream  of 

an  Incarnation  in  hum ility  and  sham e, in  poverty 1 and  hiddenness, unless w e had  been  to ld  it. B ut if  our  dearest L ord  

had  lived  on  earth  H is  three and  th irty  years, and  then  gone aw ay, w e th ink  w e m ight have  conceived  som e possib le  

extensions of  H is love. W e m ight have  thought it w ould  have  been  an  additional tenderness if  H e had  rem ained  on  

earth  personally  until the day of  judgm ent, that w e m ight m inister to H im , and share the priv ileges of M ary and  

Joseph, the apostles and  the devout w om en in  Judea, and have H im  near us sensib ly , and  thus w orship  H im  as it 

w ere at H is ow n  feet. B ut could  w e ever have dream ed  of  the superabundant w ay  in  w hich  H e has effected  th is by  

the  astounding  m ystery of  the  B lessed  Sacram ent?

W e m ight also have conceived  that it w ould  be  a  great consolation  to  have H im  still on  earth  that w e m ight 



ask H im  for dispensations w hen w e needed them , that w e m ight have in tricate cases of conscience solved bv H is 

unquestionable  authority , that w e m ight have form al perm ission  from  H im  to  cany  out our  favorite schem es for H is 

greater glory , that w e m ight receive absolu tion  from  our m ost heinous sins, that w e m ight ask H im  w hat difficu lt 

passages in Scrip ture m eant, and that w e m ight hear from  H is infallib le lips the tro th  or falsehood of uncertain  

doctrines. A ll th is w ould have been an im m ense consolation  to us, as it w ere a fresh dispensation of H is love  

grow ing out of the exuberant m ystery ' of the Incarnation. B ut it is just th is, w hich H e has provided  for us in  the  

Papacy. H e has given, out of  H is dom inion, the plenitude  of  H is valid  jurisd iction  to  the  H oly  Father, that w e m ight 

have it in  our necessities, dispensed  w ith  a w isdom  w hich  H e guides, w ith  a liberality like H is ow n, and a  valid  

jurisd iction  no w hit inferior to H is, because it is in fact H is ow n. T hese tw o congenial m ysteries of the B lessed  

Sacram ent and the Papacy seem  to extend the loving-ness of the Incarnation , as far as our im aginations can  

conceive.

B ut there is a  negative w hich  is alm ost as inconceivable a  consequence w hich  w e should have expected  to  

fo llow  from  the Incarnation , w hich  has not fo llow ed. Surely , if. w hen  the  Incarnation  had  been  first to ld  us, w ith  all 

its prodigal tenderness, its unnecessary  sufferings, its fierce deluge of  in to lerable  ignom inies, the  various atrocity of 

its pains, the pleading  eloquence of its spendthrift blood-shedding, w e had m easured its length  and breadth , its 

height and depth , to the best of our ability , w e should have expected that henceforth , under the C hristian law , 

perfection  w ould  be  an  obligation , that a  precept w ould  have  been  laid  upon  us all to  love  like the sain ts, and  to  live  

lives like theirs. It w ould  not have  seem ed  at all a stretch  of  jurisd iction , if  our  L ord  had  com m anded  very long  fasts, 

frequent self-flagellations, voluntary austerities, sleeping on  the ground, or painful vigils. W e could neither have  

been  surprised  nor discontented , if  in  return  for w hat H e had  done  for us, and  in  likeness and  honor of  H is suffering  

life , H e had  forb idden  under pain  of  m ortal sin  all or m ost of  the  am usem ents and  recreations of  the  w orld . B ut w e  

th ink  it is m ost surprising , in  fact it w ould  be  incredib le  to  us if  the  faith  did  not assure  us of  it. that the  Incarnation  

and C rucifix ion  have not added one  jo t or tittle to the orig inal precept of  the love of G od. that they have actually  

dim inished  instead  of  m ultip lied  our obligations, that the m ore incalculably  beyond  our  pow er of repaym ent divine  

love has becom e, it should in  fact be easier to repay it, and  that less on our parts w ill save us, now  that so m uch  

m ore has been  done  on  H is part for our salvation . W e are never  w eary of  w ondering  at th is result of  the  Incarnation, 

w hich  is to  us at once  so  unexpected , and  at the  sam e  tim e so  fu ll of  overw helm ing  love.

T he conclusion  w e draw  is th is. T heology, w ith  all its num berless and  m arvelous  deductions, enables us to  

im agine possib le th ings  w ith  an  alm ost unlim ited  pow er  of  im agination . N ow  w e have  com bined  all the  extrem es w e  

could , and  conceived  the  m ost im possib le conjunctures; and  w e cannot, do  w hat w e  w ill, leave m an  his liberty , and  

conceive one additional instance of H is love w hich G od could give to the hum an race. W e cannot heighten or 

em bellish  w hat is actual, nor can w e dream  of anything possib le to add. T he love of G od for m an exhausts the  

possib ilities  of  our  im agination . D id  G od  m ean  m ore  than  th is, did  H e  m ean  that it had  exhausted  the  possib ilities of 

H is w isdom  and  H is pow er, w hen  H e says so pathetically , in  Isaias. O  ye inhabitants of  Jerusalem , and  ye m en  of 

Juda, judge betw een  M e and M y vineyard . W hat is there that I ought to do m ore to M y  vineyard , that I have not 

done  to  it?

It is th is love outstripping all im agination , w hich w e have to return : and how ? T here are doubtless 

num berless w ays in  w hich  G od  can  com m unicate  H im self to created  in tellects  and  w ills, and  each  w ay  w ill produce  

a different rational creation , and each  rational creation be capable of loving  G od  in  a great variety of w ays. T hus  

am ong  the angels there m ay  be thousands of  different loves of G od. for w hich  w e have neither nam e nor idea; and  

all of  them  are doubtless extrem ely  beautifu l, and  highly spiritual. W e are so  entangled  w ith  m atter  and  m aterial ties 

that our love is debased in  kind, as w ell as kept dow n  in  degree. W hereas the angels, having no connection w ith  

m atter during  their probation , doubtless loved  G od  in  their  low est degree w ith  a purity and  a fix ity  of  contem plation  



w hich  the highest sain ts hardly  attain  am ongst ourselves; though  the  m erits of  m any  sain ts m ay have  exceeded  those  

of m any angels. L eaving  then  the  capacious spirits of  angels as an  unknow n  land , w e com e  to  the  souls of  m en; and  

as far as w e can  divide one sort of  love  from  another, w here in  reality each  m ore or less involves the  other, it seem s  

w e can love G od w ith seven different kinds of love, the loves, nam ely , of benevolence, of com placence, of 

preference, of  condolence, of  gratitude, of  desire, and  of sim ple adoration . T hese  are as it w ere so m any  capabilities  

of  the hum an  soul; and  if  the  fu lfillm ent of  the precept of  love is w hat concerns us m ost, both  in  th is w orld  and  in  

the w orld to com e, the know ledge of these seven varieties of loves m ust be of the greatest im portance to our 

happiness.

T he love of  benevolence is one w hich  has been com m only practiced  by the sain ts, and  often has seem ed  

child ish, or at best m ere poetiy , to those w ho love G od less fervently . T here is a strange pleasure in  it, from  our 

putting  ourselves in  an  im possib le  position  tow ards G od, in  order  to  confer it on  H im . W e m ake  ourselves as it w ere  

H is benefactors, instead of H is being  ours. W e put ourselves on  an  equality w ith  H im , or even  above H im . So it 

seem s. Y et in  reality  th is love of  benevolence  is the  fru it of  a  holy  hum ility  too  deep  for w ords, alm ost too  deep  for 

tears. B y  the  love of  benevolence  w e, first of  all, w ish  G od  to  be m ore perfect, if  it w ere possib le, than  H e really  is. 

Y et w hat a  w ild  im possib ility! B ut if  G od ’s love of  H is creatures is itself so exaggerated , H e m ust let us love H im  

w ith  the sim plicity  of  these ferv id exaggerations. M oreover th is habit of  w ishing  G od  im possible  perfections, is not 

only  the  result of  a  m ore  w orthy  and  tm e  appreciation  of  H is perfection  and  H is m ajesty , but it tends also  to  produce  

it, to  sustain  it, and  to  increase it. It is at once  the  cause and  the effect of  honorable  thoughts of  G od. A nother w hile 

the love of  benevolence takes the form  of  venturesom e congratu lations. W e w ish G od all the im m ense  joy  of  H is 

unim aginable perfections. W e know  that H e possesses it w ithout our w ishing  it. W e know  that our w ishes cannot 

sw ell by  one drop  the  m ighty sea  of  H is in terior  jubilation . B ut it is an  expression  of  our  love, not in  w ords only  but 

in  inw ard  sentim ent, w hich  in  H is sight is an  act, and  a  m eritorious  act. W e  bid  H im  rejo ice. W e  w ish  H im  countless 

happy returns of  that eternal festival w hich  H e has in  H is ow n  blissfu l self. O r, another w hile, by  the sam e love of 

benevolence, w e w ish  H im  all increase of  H is accidental glory; and  our w ish  is efficacious prayer, and  obtains for 

H im  a real augm entation of that particu lar glory . T he very w ish  of itself adds to it, and  adds im m ensely w hen it 

com es out of  a  pure  heart and  a  fervent spirit. It also  obtains grace for others, and  m akes the  cause of  G od  to  prosper 

in  the  w orld . Som etim es w e  earnestly  desire that H e  m ay  have  accidental glory  w hich  H e does not receive. W e w ish  

that purgatory  w ere em ptied  in to  heaven, or  that there  w ere no  hell, or  that all the  heathen  w ere converted , or  that all 

w anderers m ight return to the fo ld , or that som e one day or night there m ight be no m ortal sin in all our huge  

m etropolis. A ll th is, w hich  the  sain ts have reduced  to  as m any  practices  as there  have  been  sain ts to  practice it, is the  

love  of  benevolence.

T he love of com placence is of a different disposition . It is content w ith G od. It not only w ants nothing  

m ore, but it only  w ants  H im  as H e is. It is adapted  to  different m oods of  m inds, suits other characters, or m eets the  

changeful dispositions  of  the soul, w hich  now  needs one  class of  sentim ents  and  now  another. C om placence fixes its 

eye  upon  w hat it know s of  G od, w ith  in tense  delight and  w ithin-tense  tranquillity . It rejo ices  that H e  is w hat H e  is. It 

tells H im  so . It tells it H im  over and  over again . W hole hours of  prayer pass, and  it has done nothing  else but tell 

H im  th is. O  sublim e child ishness of  love! O  m ost dear repetition , how  far unlike  the  vain  repetitions of  the  heathen, 

w hich  our L ord reproved! T hen  it broods over its ow n  joy . It slum bers over its ow n  heart, a sw eet and m ystical 

repose, and  w akes to renew  its oft-to ld  tale. T hen  a  change com es over its spirit. A  new  strain of m usic steals out 

from  its inm ost soul, It rejo ices that none else is like to G od. It rejo ices w ith  H im  in  H is unity , one of H is ow n  

deepest and m ost secret joys. It exults that none can com e near it. It asks all the hierarchies of creation  w ith a  

boastfu l certain ty , vaunting in  its trium ph, W ho  is like unto  the  L ord  our G od? T here is none other G od  but H e. B ut 

its eloquence has so  touched  its ow n  heart, that it becom es silen t once again . It leans on  G od, and  at last seem s lost 



in  H im , absorbed in  quiet gladness and  a  rapture of  holy  thought. T hence once m ore it w akes, and  seeing  there is 

none like  unto G od, sim ply  because  H e is G od, and  for no  other cause, it bursts  forth  in to  passionate  rejo icings, that 

H e is not only w hat H e is, but alw ays has been, alw ays w ill be  w hat H e is, that H e is of  a  tru th , and shall be, and 

m ust be, and  alone  can  be, eternally  and  victoriously  G od. T hese  are  the  delightfill occupations of  com placent love.

T he love of  preference, or of  esteem , hardly aim s so high. It is m ore m ixed up  w ith  thoughts of  creatures. 

B ut it th inks of  them  only  to  despise  them , and  to  insult them  w ith  its in telligent contem pt. It com pares G od  w ith  all 

other tilings, as if  it had  tried  them , convicted  them  of  falsehood, and  grow n  w eary  of  their  vanity . It tram ples  them  

underfoot, and  m akes steps of  their  ru ins w hereby  it m ay rise  to G od. T heir nothingness grow s upon  it. It becom es 

disabused. E arth ly ties no longer hold it dow n from  heaven. D etachm ent is its characteristic grace. It passes 

unresistingly over  the  w orld , as a sw allow  skim s the  green  m eadow , and  seem s to  have no  need  of  resting . H ence  it 

com es to  appreciate G od  rightly , because it appreciates H im  incom parably  above all other  th ings. It began  by  term s 

of com parison , and  ends by  seeing  that nothing  can  com pare  w ith  H im , and  that all com parison  is foolish , because  

H e is infin ite, eternal, and  all-holy . It gives G od  H is right place  in  the  w orld , w hich  the  m ultitude  of  m en  do  not give  

H im . W hat is practical religion  but giving  G od  H is right place in  our heart and  in  our life? T he m isery of  the  w orld  

is that G od ’s rights are disallow ed. T his it is w hich  m akes it such  a  desolate and  w eary land . It is the confusion  of 

the  w orld  w hich  tires a  loving  heart and  a  quiet spirit. It is all a  kind  of  base anarchy. W ords and  th ings not passing  

current for their right values and their tm e acceptations; im portance attaching to the w rong th ings; darkness 

unaccountably held  to  be light; every  th ing  just sufficiently  out of  its right place to  m ake a  tum ult all around  it, and  

yet so nearly right that w e chafe  because  w e cannot right it— it is all th is w hich  the  love of  preference rem edies, by  

esteem ing G od, not as H e deserves to  be esteem ed in  H im self, but as H e deserves to be esteem ed  in  com petition  

w ith  creatures. T his love expresses itself  by  the  energetic abundance  of  its good  w orks, by  its active zeal, by  a  m ost 

in tense  hatred  of  sin , by  a neglect of  com forts, by  sacrifice, and  by  austerity . T hese are its natural vents, and  they  at 

once depict its character. It is a  love, w hich, w hile it w orships all the  attributes of  G od, delights above all th ings to  

exto l H is sovereignty .

T he love of  condolence differs w idely again  from  th is. It looks upon  G od  as w ronged, and  outraged, and  in  

sorrow , as if H e needed help , and w ere asking for an ally . Its tendency is to w ed H is in terests, and to becom e  

strangely susceptible about H is honor. Its eyes are  opened  to  see w hat com m on  m en  cannot see. It beholds G od  con 

cerned  and  im plicated , w here others cannot perceive so m uch  as a  vestige of  relig ion  being  in  question . It sees G od  

everyw here, as if  H is om nipresence  had  been  m ade  visib le to  it, like  the  w hiteness of  the  light or  the  blueness of  the  

sky. It is a  jealous love, and  considerately inconsiderate, so  that m en  are apt to  take um brage at it. It is  very  discreet, 

but not w ith  a  discretion  w hich  the  w orld  approves. Its discretion  leads it to  keep  aw ake  itself, and  to  aw aken  others, 

lest G od  should  pass by  unseen, and  m en  should  not uncover as H e  passed . It m ingles  its ow n  cause  w ith  G od ’s, and  

speaks of the tw o in  the sam e breath  and in  the sam e w ay, as D avid  does in  the psalm s. It seeks G od  rather than  

looks at H im , and  fo llow s H im , delighted  w ith  the  hum blest serv itudes. It has one  life-long  grief, like  M ary  ’s dolors; 

and  that grief is in  the abundance and effrontery of sin . Sin  is a sharp pain  to it. It does not m ake it angry , but it 

m akes it w eep. Its heart sickens w ith the goings on  of m en, and it tries to shroud G od in  the light of its ow n  

affectionate  com passion . It has no  anger  w ith  sinners. O n  the  contrary , it has quite  a  devotion  to  them .

O ur L ord ’s passionate, piteous, com plain ing  love of  sinners, as it is depicted  in  the divine D ialogue  of St 

C atherine of Siena, is the food of  its soul. T he Sacred  H eart is the object of its predilection . It is ever telling  G od  

how  sony ’ it is for sin . It has a grand  gift of abid ing contrition for its ow n sins, and  takes a holy pleasure m  self- 

revenge. It lends G od  its eyes to  w eep  rivers day and  night for sins that are not its ow n. T he seven  dolors of  M ary  

are as seven  lives of  sw eet sorrow  w hich  by  grace it m ay lead , to soothe G od  for the  transgressions of  H is children . 

T he gift of piety , that peculiar gift of the H oly G host, m oulds its spiritual life, and its attitude tow ards G od is 



em inently filial. T he atm osphere of its heart is a spirit of reparation; and it lets its life , secretly yet usefully and  

beautifu lly , w aste aw ay, like sw eetest arom atic gum s, in sighs and  tears before the offended M ajesty of G od. O  

happy  they  w ho  love  w ith  such  a  love! for they have reached  that height of  virtue w hich  the  philosopher saw  only  as 

an  ideal before  him . to  feel pleasure and  pain , w hen  and  w here w e ought! O  sw eetest of  all novitiates for heaven! to  

have their hearts on  fire on  earth , burning the sw eet perfum es of hum an  love before the throne of the Incarnate  

W ord! T o them , tm e dovelike souls, especially belongs that tender benediction , B lessed are they that m ourn; for 

they shall be  com forted .

It is to  be observed  of  the  four  kinds of  love already described , that their  characteristic is disin terestedness. 

It is not that self is expressly excluded, as a false spirituality w ould teach , but that it is undeveloped. It is not 

rejected , but it is passed  over. In  the  next tw o  kinds of  love  it occupies, and  w ithout reproof, a  m uch  m ore  prom inent 

position

If  the  quiet eye and  the  profound  heart of  the  contem plative  M ary  delight in  that love  of  condolence, w hich  

is such a favorite love w ith  clo istered souls, the love of gratitude better suits the external diligence of the active  

M artha. T he love of  gratitude is preem inently  a m indful love. It ponders  th ings and  lays them  up  in  its heart, as our 

B lessed  L ady did . It m editates fondly on  the past, as Jacob did . It sings of old  m ercies, and  m akes m uch  of  them , 

like D avid in  the psalm s. It enters largely in to  the com position  of  the M issal and B reviary of the C hurch. W here  

another has the m em ory  of  his sins continually before  him , a soul possessed  w ith  the  love  of  gratitude is perpetually  

haunted by a rem em brance of past benefits; and Iris abiding sorrow  for sin is a sort of affectionate and self

reproachful reaction  from  Iris w onder at the  abundant loving-kindness of  G od. T he  hideousness  of  sin  is all the  m ore  

brought out, w hen  tire light of  G od's  love  is  throw n  so strongly  on  it. H ence  it com es  to  pass that a  very  gratefu l m an  

is also  a  deeply  penitent m an; and  as the excess of  benefits tends  to  low er us in  our  ow n  esteem , so  w e are hum ble  in  

proportion  to our gratitude. B ut th is love does not rest in  the luxurious sentim ent of gratitude. It breaks out in to  

actual and ardent thanksgiv ing; and its thankfulness is not confined to w ords. Prom ptitude of obedience, heroic  

effort, and gay perseverance, these are all tokens of the love of gratitude. It is loyal to G od. L oyalty is the  

distinguishing  feature of  its service. It is constantly  on  the  look  out for opportunities, and  m akes them  w hen  it cannot 

find  them , to  testify  its allegiance to  G od; not as if  it w as doing  any  great tiling , or as if  it w as lay ing  G od  under  any  

obligation , but as if it w as m aking paym ent, part paym ent and tardy paym ent, by little installm ents, for the  

im m ensity of  H is love. It is an  exuberant, active, bright-faced love, very attractive and  therefore aposto lic , w inning  

souls, preaching  G od  unconsciously , and  though certain ly  busied  about m any th ings, yet all of them  the tilings of 

G od. H appy  the m an, w hose life is one long  T e D eum ! H e w ill save his soul, but he w ill not save it alone, but m any  

others also . Joy  is not a solitary th ing , and  he w ill com e at last to his M aster’s feet, bringing  m any others rejo icing  

w ith  him , the  resplendent  trophies of  his gratefu l love.

B ut the love w hich  has m ost to do  w ith  self  is the love of  desire. It is th is desire w hich  gives its value to  

w hat theologians  call the  love  of  concupiscence. Saints and  sinners, the  perfect and  the  im perfect, the  young  and  old , 

the penitent and  the innocent, the clo istered  and the unclo istered , all m ust m eet in  the sanctuary of th is love, and  

draw  w aters w ith  gladness from  its celestial fountains. W hat rational creature but m ust desire G od, and  desire H im  

w ith  an  infin ite and irresistib le desire? W hat created understanding but longs to be flooded  w ith  H is sw eet light?  

W hat created  w ill but languishes to  be  set on  fire  by  the  ardor  of  H is ecstatic  love?

D aniel is called  in  Scrip ture the  m an  of  desires. M ost beautifu l of  appellations! as if  he  yearned  so eagerly  

for G od, that he should  pass in to an  honorable proverb  to  the end  of  tim e! H ow  beautifu l the sight if  w e could  see  

w ith  the  eyes of som e sublim e in telligence, how  th is desire of G od  is the  w hole  beauty  and  the  w hole order of  H is 

vast creation , draw ing  onw ards to  H im self across the spiritual realm s of  angelic holiness, or over the land  and  sea, 

the  m ountains and  the  vales, of  earth , num berless created  in tellects  and  w ills, and  by  as m any  various paths  as there  



are in tellects  and  w ills to  draw ! T he tide of  all creation  sets in  w ith  resistless currents to  the throne of  the  C reator. It 

is th is desire w hich saves and  justifies, w hich crow ns and glorifies. It is in  the sacram ents, and out of them , in  

various degrees of in tensity and purity . It is th is love w hich is heightened and m ade m ore exquisite by the  

trem ulousness of  holy  fear.* O  glorious constrain ts of  th is heavenly concupiscence! It is a  love  w hich  m akes us not 

only desire G od, but desire H im  suprem ely above all th ings. It m akes us desire H im  only , H im  alw ays, and  H im  

in tensely ; and  it allures us w ith  untyrannical exclusiveness to seek  H im  in  all tilings here, and  to long  for H im  as 

being  H im self  our  sole, sufficient, and  m agnificent H ereafter. B y  th is love  both  high  and  low  are saved; and  w ithout 

som e elem ent of  it w as none ever saved  that w as saved. A  sain t, if  such  an  one could  be, fit to  be canonized  for all 

tilings else, for the w ant of th is love w ould  be lost eternally ; and  the death-bed  penitent w ho has never know n  a  

higher love  w ill be saved  by th is alone. A nd  do w e really desire aught else  but G od? O r at least can  w e desire aught 

but subordinately to  H im . and  far below  our longing  for H is unspeakable recom pense, w hich  is H im self? T here is 

nothing  to  satisfy  us  but G od  alone. A ll tilings w eary  us, and  fade. H e alone  is ever fresh , and  H is love  is daily  like  a  

new  discovery ' to  our souls. O  sw eet th irst for G od! Fair love of supernatural desire! T hou  canst w ean  us better far 

from  earth , and  teach  us better the nothingness of  hum an  tilings, than  the cold , slow  experience of  w ise old  age, or 

the sw ift sharp  science of  suffering , loss, and  pain!

[footnote: " B e a t u s  v i r  q u i t i m e t D o m i n u m . Q u a  r a t io n e  b e a t u s ?  Q u i a  i n  m a n d a t i s  e j u s  C u p i t n i m i s .  ” — St 

A m brose. A  sim ilar statem ent, m ade by the author som e years ago in A l l  f o r  J e s u s , w as anim adverted on as 

inaccurate, ft had not. how ever, been m ade w ithout both thought and reading . T he expression of St Paul, 

‘ ‘d e s i d e r i u m  h a b e n s  d i s s o lv i  e t  e s s e  c u m  C h r i s t o ,  ”  is an  act of  the love of  desire (1) from  the  force  of  tenus, (2) on  

the  ancient authority  of  St B asil, d e  r e g .  f u s . d i s p u t . , cap. 2, (3) on  the  m odem  authority  of  B olgeni, A m o r  d i  D i o , p. 

1, c. ii, iii, and  that such a love so expressed  is an  heroic love is asserted on  the authority  of St T hom as, 2, 2, qu. 

xxiv , art. 8. 9. T liis w as the authority on  w hich  the  statem ent in  . !//  f o r  J e s u s  w as m ade, and  in  consequence of  the  

criticism  on  that passage, the references have been  verified , the statem ent reconsidered , and  the doctrine of it here  

reasserted  in  its natural place.]

T here is still another  love. W e hardly know  w hether to  call it a  child  of  heaven  or of  earth . It is the  love of 

adoration , ft is a love too quiet for benevolence, too deep for com placency, too passive for condolence, too  

contem plative  for gratitude; but w hich  has grow n  up  out of  the loves of  preference and  desire, and  is, besides, the  

perfection  of  all the  other loves. It is too m uch  possessed w ith G od  to  be accurately conscious of  the nature of its 

ow n  operations. It finds no satisfaction except in  w orship . It com es so near to  the  vastness of G od that it beholds  

H im  only  obscurely , and  instead  of  defin ite perfections in  G od, sees only a  bright darkness, w hich  floods its w hole  

being  and  transform s it in to itself. It is passive; G od  gives it w hen  H e w ills. W e cannot earn  it. E fforts w ould  rather 

backen  it, if  it w as near, than  bring  it on  or w in  it in to the soul. It w aits rather than seeks. G od is as if  H e w ere all 

w ill to  it. H is pow er. H is w isdom . H is sanctity , they  all m elt in to  H is w ill; and  all that com es  to  th is love  is H is  w ill, 

and  except of  that w ill, it can  take  no  distinct cognizance  of  anything  either in  heaven  or  on  earth . Self  goes out of  it, 

and  enters in to that w ill, and  is only  contem plated  in  it. although  it is eternally separate and  essentially  distinct, ft is 

obliv ious  of  itself  as being  one  w ith  G od. Its life is w onder, silence, ecstasy . T he operations of  grace are sim plified  

in to one, and the pow er of grace w hich is concentrated in  that one is above w ords; and that single action is the  

production  of  an  unspeakable  self-abasem ent. It cannot be  to ld . B ut such  w as the  hum ility  of  the Sacred  H eart, and  

such the strange loveliness of the sin less M other, w ho so m ightily attracted G od and drew  H im  dow n in to her 

bosom . A s the m orning  sky is all suffused w ith  pearly hues from  the unrisen  sun. so is the m ind, though still on  

earth , in  tliis love  of  adoration , all silen tly suffused , and  flushed, and  m astered  by  a m ost exquisite  repose, w hich  can  

com e alone  from  that B eatific  V ision  w  hich  has not risen  yet  upon  the  soul.

T hese are the seven  loves w hereby the creature m an  can  love his beneficent C reator. T hese are the seven  



liturg ies, ancient, authentic, universal liturg ies of  the  hum an  heart. T ruly  it is little w e can  do  for G od. and  yet how  

im m easurably m ore  than  w e have done  for H im  as yet. A  treatise  m ight be  w ritten  to  reduce these loves to  practice, 

[footnote: T he reader m ust not confound  these different k i n d s  of  love  w ith  the  different s t a t e s  of  love expounded  in  

m ystical theology] and  to illustrate them  copiously  w ith  the exam ples of  the sain ts. B ut that is not our object now . 

H as earth any pleasure, of an  in tellectual, m oral, or m aterial sort, to com pare w ith  the fru ition  of a repentant life  

passed  in  the  occupations  of  these  various loves?

T he penitent seeks peace, and the end of all love is peace, peace and languishing desire, peace in the  

assured  hope of  the soul, and  pining  for  the ever-com ing, still delaying  Face of  Jesus in  the eastern  clouds: that east 

from  w hich  H e  w ill one day com e. B efore  the daw n  of  day a huge  toppling  m ass of  unw ieldy clouds cam e up  from  

the w est horizon. W ith  incredib le sw iftness and  the loud  roaring of  sudden  w ind, it covered  like a pall the  brilliant 

m oonlit heavens, and  deluged  the earth  w ith  slanting  colum ns of  w hirling  rain , ft passed on. A  star cam e out, and  

then  another, and  at last the  m oon; and  then  the storm  drove onw ard  to  the  east, tow ards the sea, m urky and  purple, 

and all at once a lunar rainbow  spanned  the black arch of heaven; and it seem ed as if Jesus should have com e, 

beneath  that bow , and  through  that purple cloud  that w as barring the gates of  the sunrise; but the  w ind  w as lu lled , 

and  all w as still, by  the  tim e  the m oon  had  built that bow  upon  the clouds. A nd  w hat is all th is but a  figure of  our 

lives, one  of  nature’s daily  parables, of  w hich  w e  m ight m ake so  m uch? O urs is a  pilgrim age, a  pilgrim age  by  night, 

beneath  the gentle m oon, from  w est to  east, from  the sunset to  the sunrise; it is not like our  natural life from  east to  

w est, from  youth  to age, from  our rising  to our setting; and w e shall best beguile the w ay, and let the storm s go  

unheeded over, if w e m ake G od ’s “justifications our songs in the house of our pilgrim age,” and relieve our 

w eariness by  the  various m agnificence of  these seven  canonical serv ices of  our  supernatural love.

T hese are the loves w e w ere m ade for. T hey are our m eans of  loving G od. If  w e th ink  too m uch  of  their 

m agnificence, w e m ay forget the exceeding  loveliness of G od. L ook  at a sain t w ho  has loved  heroically  w ith  these  

seven  loves, for even  the  love of  desire m ay  be heroic, and  see how  little w ith  all of  them  he has done  for G od. H e  

has not paid  one of  the least am ong  the com m onest of G od's countless benefits. T his is a  sad  thought, and  for us. 

w ho are not sain ts, a  grave consideration . For rem em ber how  few  sain ts there are, and  also  how  far off from  their 

love is ours! O h  the m ajesty of G od! how  it is left desolate, and  unrequited! Y et th ink again  of the m ysteriously  

huge  price  w hich  G od  puts upon  even  our  little love, and  upon  the least of  our  little love! H ow  can  it be? W hat can  it 

m ean? W hen  once  w e  go  deep  in to  th is subject of  divine  love, m ysteries th icken  m ore and  m ore. G od  alone can  give  

an  account of  H is ow n  love, and  of how  H is unerring w isdom  com es to m istake the real price of ours. O  beautifu l  

G oodness of  G od! w hy  are  w e not really  beside  ourselves w ith  love of  T hee?

T he  Fourth  C hapter

O U R  A C T U A L  L O V E  O F  G O D

C a u s a  d i l i g e n d i  D e u m , D e u s  e s t :  m o d u s , s i n e  m o d o  d i l i g e r e . E s t n e  h o c  s a t i s ?  F o r t a s s i s  u t i q u e , s e d  s a p i e n t i .— St 

B ernard .

A  V O LU N TA R Y  thought and a deliberate desire are not less actions in  the sight of G od than the w ords of our 

m ouths or the operations of our hands. H ow  w onderfu l, therefore, is it to reflect on  the countless m ultitudes of 

strong  and  vigorous acts w hich  are rising  up  before  the m ajesty  of  G od  from  the  unsleeping  w orld  of  angels! T heir 



active in tellects w ith incredib le sw iftness vary their love and praise, their w onder and adm iration , alm ost 

incessantly . T hey sw eep all regions of  creation  w ith  instantaneous  flight, and  bring  back  on  their w ings the odor of 

G od's glory and  H is goodness, to  present as w orship  before  H is face: though  in  their  boldest flights  they  have com e  

nigh  no  lim its  of  H is all-em bracing  presence. A nother w hile, they  plunge  deep  dow n  and  out of  sight in  som e  one  of 

H is m ysterious  and  profound  perfections, and  rise  again  and  scatter gladness round  them , w hile  their  thoughts are  as 

show ers of light falling beautifu lly before H is throne. O r again they return through the gates of the heavenly  

Jerusalem , like laborers w ending  hom ew ard  in  the evening, bringing  w ith  them  troops of  hum an  souls, dug  out of 

the  fires of  purgatory , or  disentangled  from  the  briars of  earth . In  every  one  of  their  bright actions  there  flashes  forth , 

as an  additional beauty , their  joyous dependence on  the sacred hum anity  of  Jesus, and  their placid  obedience  to  H is 

hum an  M other. T here is harm ony  too in  the im m ense diversities of  their unnum bered  acts, and  they all m ake one  

vast unutterable  concord of spiritual m usic in  the ear of G od. A nd all is sin less there. N o  taint, no spot, no  venial 

fault, in  all that universe of abundant energy and  of lightn ing-like  activ ity . Its exuberance of sanctity is unflagging 

and  everlasting . G od  be  praised  for his goodness  in  securing  at least thus m uch  w orship  for  H im self!

A  heart that loves G od  is often  fain , for very  w eariness and  sorrow , to  rest upon  the  thought of  that angelic  

w orld  and  to  talk  of  it in  secret colloquies  w ith  its ow n  affectionate and  faithfu l guardian  angel. Y et the  heart cannot 

rest there  long; it cannot rest there  finally . For in  tm th  no  one act of  that angelic w orship  is altogether w orthy  of  the  

M ost H igh. T he w hole concourse of m arvelous adoration , taken as one grand act, falls short of the exceeding  

m ajesty  of  G od, and  sim ply  falls short infin itely . G od  is  very  good  to  rejo ice in  it w ith  that abounding  com placency. 

B ut it is only another of  H is condescensions. It is only another proof  that H e is in  som e m ysterious m anner w isely  

beside H im self  w ith  love of H is fin ite and im perfect creatures. If they have been  proclaim ing  H is praise in  their 

transcendent hym ns for m illions and  m illions of ages, they have not yet paid  H im , they never w ill have paid  H im , 

for the single creation  of  any one, the hum blest, of  their countless hosts. A nd  w hat they give H im , is it not all H is 

ow n  already? D id  H e not evoke them  out of nothing , beautifu l and radiant as they are? Is H e not pouring  bright 

stream s of being in to their deep, w ide natures, w ith assiduous m unificence, each m om ent of a never-ending 

im m ortality? Y et m an, poor m an, m ay w ell rest aw hile his fired and sham efaced  heart upon  th is angelic w orld of 

beautifu l obedience, and  the  ravish ing  tranquillity  of  its energetic  love.

T he w orld of hum an actions is m uch  m ore lim ited; especially if w e regard only the inhabitants of earth . 

N evertheless  to  our  apprehension  it possesses im m ense capabilities  for  the  w orship  and  the  love  of  G od. E ach  one  of 

those seven loves, w hich  w e considered in  the last chapter, is capable of alm ost as m any changes and as m any  

distinct peculiarities, as there are souls on  earth . T ake aw ay the hours spent in sleep , the years before the use of 

reason, the dotage of extrem e old age, and  the am ount of insanity in  the w orld , and still w hat a vast num ber of 

hum an  actions call for G od ’s concurrence, and  are perform ed  in  H is sight in  the  four-and-tw enty  hours! Y et none of 

these actions need  be indifferent in  the individual case. A ll of them  can glorify G od, and  the least of them  attain  

successfully a supernatural end. T here are the hundreds of  thousands collected  in  the great m anufacturing  cities of 

the E uropean nations, w ith all the sleepless activ ity of m ind and heart w hich characterize them . T here are the  

w andering  hordes of the desert and  the steppe. T he crow ded cities of the E ast, the m asses of A frica, the sw iftly  

grow ing populations of  the new  w orld , the  w ell-peopled  islands of  the  broad ocean, and  those w ho dw ell near the  

arctic snow s. If  w e  bring  before ourselves hill and  vale, the riverside and  w ood, the seashore and  the  pastoral plain, 

and rem em ber how  vast and  various are the experiences of hum an  joy and sorrow  w hich  are going on  in  alm ost 

eveiy  one of  the num berless inequalities of  the earth ’s surface, w e shall be overw helm ed  by  the calculation of  the  

hum an  actions w hich  are  ever  being  perform ed.

N ow  each  one of  these actions belongs to G od  by four different titles, and  m ay  be referred  to  H im  by as 

m any different sentim ents of  gratitude and  love. H is dom inion  over us is founded on  H is having  created  us, on  H is 



continuing to preserve us. on  H is redeem ing us, and on  H is being our last end, our final cause. T hese are not so  

m uch four separate actions, four distinct m ercies, the one separable from  the other, as the prolongation and  

perfection of one divine action , nam ely , our creation  out of nothing . Preservation , as w e have already seen , is 

indiv isib ly one act w ith creation . R edem ption is the preservation of our supernatural life , w ithout w hich the  

preservation of  our  being  w ould  seem , not im perfect only , but hardly  a  benefit. W hile  the  tie, w liich  binds  us to  G od  

as being  our  L ast E nd, is at once the  cause  of  creation  and  its effect, the  crow n  and  consum m ation  of  the  w hole  w ork  

of  G od. W e m ay  be  alm ost said  to  belong  m ore  entirely  to  G od  by  th is last relationship  than  by  any  other. B ut all the  

four ought to enter m ore or less in to every ' hum an  action . W e have no right to eat, or drink , or recreate ourselves  

w ithout seeking w ith m ore or less detenninate in tention the fourfo ld glory of G od as our C reator. Preserver, 

R edeem er, and  L ast E nd: and a m ere m ental reference to H im  by a loving  heart is sufficient thus to ennoble our 

m ost triv ial doings, and  to  fasten  it firm ly  to  the throne  of  G od.

Perhaps w e  have not as m uch  devotion  as w e ought to  have  to  that relation in  w hich  G od  stands to  us as our 

L ast E nd. W e  th ink  of  H im  as our  C reator  and  our  Father, and  these  titles so  abound  in  sw eetness that they  flood  our 

souls w ith  delight, and  w e cannot tear ourselves aw ay from  such  heavenly  contem plations. O r  w hen our spirits are  

all freshly  bathed  in  the cold  fountains of holy  fear, w e look  up  to G od  w ith  child-like and  w ell-p leased  aw e. as our 

a ll-holy  judge and  om nipotent irresponsib le king. It is less com m on w ith  us to m editate  upon  H im  and  to w orship  

H im  as our  L ast E nd. and  it seem s as if  our spiritual life som etim es suffered  from  the  om ission . For  th is relation  of 

L ast E nd  brings G od  before us in  a  m anner peculiarly divine, and  to w hich  no earth ly or heavenly relationship  can  

furn ish  either parallel or sim ilitude. It puts the  w hole of  practical relig ion  in  a  clear and  undoubted  light. It explains  

all difficu lties and answ ers all objections. T here is no satisfaction  short of G od. no com pleteness out of G od, no  

support but in  G od, no rest but upon  G od, no  breath ing-tim e  or halting-place except on  the  bosom  of  our  H eavenly  

Father. H e is the end  to w liich  w e are travelling. L ike a stone falling  on  the  earth , so  are w e everm ore  falling  upon  

G od. C reation  is not solid  ground. It lets us through, and  w e do  not stop  until w e com e to  G od. H e is not one of  our 

ends, but the end  of ends, our only end. T here is none other end  but H e. A ll tilings else are m eans. It is th is tm th  

w hich  sim plifies our  lives, and  w hich  sim plified  the lives of  the  sain ts until they  w ere  pictures and  reflections  of  H is 

ow n  sim plicity .

So also  if G od  be our L ast E nd. H e is our only hom e. W e are strangers every  w here else but in G od. A ll 

th ings are foreign  to  us except G od; and  thus all our love  of  hom e and  country , of  kith  and  kin , m elts  aw ay  in to  the  

single love of  G od. H e is the hom e  w here our w elcom e is certain , and  surpasses all our  expectations. H e is our  rest 

w here alone w e can  lie dow n  w ithout fear and  sleep sw eetly . H e in  H is inaccessib le splendor is the beautifu l night 

w herein no m an  w orks, but w hen  the w eary laborer reposes from  his to il in  everlasting bliss. H e is the cool and  

fragrant evening, in w hose endless sunset creation clo thes itself w ith its final beauty , and reposes in  its golden  

beam s, and  all sounds of  w ork  and  all sighs of  care  are suspended, and  all cravings satisfied , and  all created  spirits  

filled  w ith an  ecstatic life, so fu ll. so glorious, so far-reaching , that the m ost untiring  energies of earth  are but as 

dreary  indolence com pared  w ith  its m agnificent tranquillity .

B ut w e m ust return to the w orld of hum an actions. W ho could num ber, at any one given m om ent, the  

m ultitude of  such  actions on  the  earth , the  pains endured , the sorrow s  bom e. the  anxieties com bated , the  tem ptations  

resisted , the w ords spoken, the  thoughts thought, the actions done, all of  w liich  the heart of m an  can  m ultip ly and  

vary and  com plicate  w ell nigh  a hundred  tim es a  m inute? A ll these tilings are the raw  m aterial of our love of G od, 

and  all can  enter in to  those seven  kinds of  loving  w orship  w hich  w e  considered  in  the  last chapter, and  all can  have a  

different character of supernatural holiness im pressed upon  them , according  to  the four different titles under w hich  

w e m ay refer  them  to G od  as our C reator, Preserver, R edeem er, and  L ast E nd. B ut alas! is not th is  beautifu l hum an  

w orship like a fair dream  of som e possib le creation, w hich  m ay be, but has not been  yet? H ow  m uch of these  



treasures of our hearts does our H eavenly Father actually receive? T ruly the tribes of m en  are like a w ilderness, 

capable  of  cultivation , w here com  and  w ine  and  oil m ight com e  abundantly  from  the  bosom  of  the earth , and  flow ers  

bloom , and  tall forests grow , and  cattle feed , but w hich  now  is little else than  sand, and  stony plain , and  low  bushes, 

w earying  the  eye  by  the  very  expanse  of  its cheerless m onotony.

Y et w hen  in  our love of G od. and  fretted  w ith  the feebleness of  our ow n  w orthless endeavors, w e turn  to  

the  w orld  of  angelic actions, and  feed  ourselves upon  its fragrant and  refreshing  fu llness, w e not only soon  com e to  

feel how  far  below  the m ajesty  of  G od  is even  that transcendent w orship , but w e rest at last on  hum an  acts as after 

all the sole exclusive adequate w orship of the adorable T rin ity . O ur eye lingers on  the fertile heart of the V irgin  

M other, but there is no rest for it even there; and w hat w e seek for G od, in  our sym pathy and affection  for H is 

slighted  goodness, w e find  only  in  the hum an  actions of  the incarnate W ord, in  the countless know n and  unknow n  

m om entary ' m ysteries of the three and th irty years, and in the m ultip lied lives, the daily births, and daily  

crucifix ions, of the altar and the tabernacle. T here w e behold the incom prehensib le M ajesty- of the M ost H igh  

com passed  w ith  a w orship equal to H im self, as deep and  broad and lofty and  bountifu l as H is ow n  blessed Self. 

T here  w e see H is infin ity  w orshipped infin itely , w ith  an  infin ite w orship  alm ost infin itely  m ultip lied , and  infin itely  

repeated , in the Sacred H eart of Jesus. W e should alm ost rather be m en than angels, because these are hum an  

actions, and  that is a  hum an  H eart. Jesus is m an, and  not an  angel. B ut then  H e is G od  H im self; and  so  it is after all 

to H im self, and not to H is creation , that H e ow es th is beautifu l sufficient w orship . Shall w e sorrow  then , and cry  

A las! because now here is G od rightly loved and adequately w orshipped, and because the sendee of the Sacred  

H eart turns out to  be  in  fact H is ow n? O h  no! rather let us bless  H im  again  and  again  that H e  is such  a  G od  that none  

can  w orship  H im  as H e  desen  es, that all w liich  is good  is at last discovered to  be  either H im self  or  at least H is ow n, 

that all beautifu l tilings com e out of H is goodness, and  go in to it again , and  are inseparably m ixed  up  w ith  it, and  

that w e only lose ourselves m ore and  m ore inextricably in  the labyrin th  of H is sovereign goodness the deeper w e  

penetrate in to  that dear and  aw ful sanctuary .

B ut w e m ust strive to enter m ore m inutely  in to  the  labyrin th  of  our ow n  m anifo ld  unw orth iness. W e have  

seen in  the last chapter in w hat w ays and to w hat extent it is in our pow er, w ith the aid of H is grace, to love  

A lm ighty  G od. T hat inquiiy w as but a  preface to  tliis  further  one. A s a  m atter  of  fact, how  do  w e  actually  love  H im ? 

W hat is the positive am ount of  our  love of  G od? From  all tliis w orld of  hum an  actions w hat sort of  proportion  does 

H e receive, and  w ith  w hat dispositions is the tax  paid? L et us tiy  to  m ake ourselves m asters of  the statistics of  the  

kingdom  of G od. E ven  if  it be little in  am ount w hich  w e pay to  G od, yet m uch  depends on  the spirit in  w hich  it is 

paid . L ittle  th ings are enhanced  by the m aim er in  w hich  they are done, and  the in tention  out of  w hich  they spring . 

L et us see  then  how  our  generosity  ennobles the m eanness and  enriches the  poverty  of  our  love.

If w e look at m ankind w ith reference to their service of G od w e m ay divide them  in to three classes, 

com prising  tw o extrem es and a m ean. T he one extrem e is occupied  by  the sain ts, the second  by  the great m ass of 

m en, and  the m ean  by ordinary believers, such as w e ourselves m ay  be. B y studying  each  of  these three divisions, 

w e shall obtain  som ething  like  a  clear  view  of  the actual love  of  creatures  for  their C reator.

T he first tiling w liich strikes us about the sain ts is the extraordinary few ness of them . T hose w ho are  

canonized  bear no sort of  proportion  in  any one generation  to  the  num bers of  the  baptized; and  if  w e m ultip ly  their 

num ber a hundred  tim es, so as to include the hidden  sain ts w hom  it is not G od ’s w ill that the C hurch  should  raise  

upon her altars, still the grievous disproportion  w ill scarcely be perceptib ly dim inished. L et us grant the largest 

probable allow ance for extraordinaiy sanctity hidden in the silen t cells of the C arthusians, or in other lives, 

clo istered  or not. of  singular  abasem ent and  abjection , nevertheless w e m ay  suppose  the  num ber  of  sain ts in  any age  

to fall far below  the num ber of baptized  infants w ho die before the use of reason, and perhaps not to equal the  

num ber of  deathbed  conversions. If  w e love G od  really  and  tru ly , surely th is consideration  cannot be  otherw ise than  



a  painful one. A nd  yet it seem s so easy  to  be a  sain t! G races are so overw helm ingly  abundant, and  G od  H im self  so  

unspeakably attractive, that it appears harder  to  be  ungenerous  w ith  H im  than  to  be generous; and  w here perfection  

is m ade to consist sim ply in the fervor and the purity of our love, there is alm ost an in tellectual difficu lty in  

com prehending  w hy  it is that the  sain ts should  be  so  few .

B ut it is not only the few ness of their num ber w hich w e m ust consider. W e m ust th ink also of the  

im m ensity of  the graces w hich  they receive. W e often  get a sight in  tim es of recollection  and  prayer of  the  fearfu l 

w ay in  w hich  our ow n  practice falls short of  the graces w e receive. N othing  m akes us feel our ow n  baseness m ore  

keenly  or m ore lastingly  than  th is. Perhaps  the  disproportion  betw een  the  practice of  the  sain ts and  the  graces w hich  

they actually  receive m ay  be alm ost as large as it is in  our  ow n  case. A t any  rate  w e cannot read  their  lives w ithout 

being struck  w ith  the unused and  unem ployed profusion  of grace by w hich  their souls are deluged. N ow  all th is is 

G od ’s ow n  outlay . It is w hat H e spends in  order  to  obtain  sain ts; and  if  w e m easure extraordinaiy  heights of  sanctity  

by  the  greatness and  variety  of  the graces given, w e shall see that even  the  holiness of  an  apostle  w ill seem  to  be  but 

a  poor return  for so  prodigal an  expenditure of  grace. O ur  L ord  once spoke of  virtue  going  out of  H im , w hen  a  poor 

w om an  touched H im  that she m ight be m iraculously healed . So  w e m ay alm ost define a sain t to  be one  w ho  drains 

G od ’s abundance m ore than  others do, and  costs G od  m ore. H e is but crow ning  H is ow n  gifts w hen  H e  vouchsafes 

to crow n  H is sain ts. So is it alw ays w hen  w e com e to  look  in to  the in terests and affairs of  G od ’s glory . It is at H is 

ow n  expense that H e is sew ed. H e furn ishes the  banquet to  w hich  H e is invited . L ike earth ly  fathers, H e m ust give  

to H is children the riches out of  w hich they m ay m ake their offerings to H im . H is liberality supplies the m eans, 

w hile H is condescension stoops graciously to receive back  again  w hat w as H is ow n  in  its first fu llness, but w hich  

has w asted  and  faded  not a  little  in  the  transfer through  our  hands.

B ut even  at the  best, if  w e m ake the m ost of  the  generous and  heroic love of  the sain ts, it is absolu tely  vile 

as com pared  either w ith  I t s  object or  w ith  t h e i r  grace. It is not enough  that the  little w hich  they  give  is already  rather 

H is than theirs; but it is also in  itself  unw orthy of H is transcending  greatness and surpassing goodness. E ven  the  

sain ts are unprofitab le servants. T he chosen  apostles of  the  Incarnate W ord  w ere taught so  to  look  upon  them selves. 

Y et these sain ts are the good  extrem e am ong  m en. From  them , if  from  any, m ay G od  look  for a plentifu l harvest of 

glory . T heir purity  of  in tention, their in tensity  of  love, their generosity  of  self-sacrifice, are the  pastures  in  w hich  H is 

glory is to feed. Y et even  here how  poor, how  scanty , how  irregular is the return  of  the creature  to  the A ll-m ercifu l  

C reator! H e has all the w ork  to do H im self  w hich  H e pays them  for doing; and  w hen  they have som ew hat m arred  

the beauty of H is design . H e accepts their  w ork  as if  on  the one hand  H e did  not perceive its im perfection , and  on  

the other did  not recognize  that all the goodness and  the beauty  of it w ere H is ow n. H ow  then  m ust our  H eavenly  

Father condescend to value the w orship and the loyalty of a free created  w ill! A nd how  true it is that even the  

m agnificence of  the sain ts is after all but m eanness, in  respect of  the  boundless  m ajesty and  overw helm ing  holiness 

of  H im  upon  w hose  grace  they live, and  by  w hose  B lood  they  are redeem ed!

If w e turn from  tire sain ts to the other extrem e, the m ass of  m en, the vision  w hich  w e are constrained to  

look  upon  is tru ly of  the  darkest and  m ost disheartening  descrip tion. B y  the  side  of  the  m ultitude, the  heroism  of  the  

sain ts does indeed appear falsely m agnified in to the m ost gigantic dim ensions. C an anything be said of m en ’s 

ignorance of  G od. but that it is  boundless, universal, incredib le? C ould  the  lives of  m en  be  w hat they are, if  they  had  

so m uch  as the com m onest elem ents of  the  know ledge of G od? D o not m illions act and  speak and  th ink , as if  G od  

w as of  a low er nature  than  them selves?  D o  they  not attribute to  H im  an  indifference to  right and  w rong, w hich  they  

w ould  consider revolting  in  a  fellow -creature?  O r again , do  they not so com pletely overlook H im  as to  forget H is 

existence, and  to live as if  there w ere no one to consult but them selves, no  w ill to satisfy except their ow n? W ith  

m any it w ould alm ost be doing G od too great an  honor to be at the pains to deny H is existence; and others only  

advert to  H is perfections  to  dishonor  them  by  their  unm anly  superstitions. Indeed  in  such  com plete  ignorance of  G od  



do  crow ds of  m en  live, that w e  could  not have  credited  the  possib ility  of  it. if  our  ow n  observation  had  not presented  

it to  us as a  fact w hich  no reasonable m an  could  doubt.

M oreover it by  no m eans appears that, w ith  the  appalling corruption  of  our  nature, the  know ledge  of  G od  is 

sufficient  to  secure  for H im  even  our  esteem . H orrib le to  relate, aversion  to  G od  is far  from  being  uncom m on  am ong  

H is creatures. T here are m any  bold  and  im penitent sinners w ho are devils before their tim e, to w hom  the nam e of 

G od  or H is  perfections are not so  m uch  terrib le  as they are odious. W hen  they com e in  sight of  H is com m andm ents, 

or of som e m anifestation of H is sovereignty , or even som e beautifu l disclosure of H is tenderness, they are like  

possessed  persons. T hey  are so  exasperated  as to  forget them selves, until their  passion  hurries them  on  to  transgress, 

not only the proprieties of language, but even the decom m  of outw ard behavior. T here seem s to be som ething  

preternaturally  irritating  to  them  in  the  very m ention of G od, quite irrespective of  the absolu te dom inion  w hich  H e  

c laim s over them  as their C reator. T here are others, w hose habitual state of m ind, w hen they approach relig ious 

subjects, is to be on  their guard against G od, as if there w ere som e dangerous subtlety in the greatness of H is 

w isdom , or som e artfu l overbearing tyranny in  the condescensions of H is m ajesty , or som e dishonest concealed  

purpose in  the invitations of  H is m ercy. W ith  these m en  the probabilities  are against G od. H e is not likely  to  m ean  

w ell. It is safest to distrust H im . D iscretion  m ust be aw are of H im . M oderation m ust not be excited  by  H im . W e  

m ust not let H im  throw  us out of  our  w ise sobriety . H e has com e  to  bargain  w ith  us, and  w e m ust be  vigilant, or  w e  

do not know  to w hat w e m ay be induced  to com m it ourselves. W ith such m en their first thought of G od is to  

dishonor  H im ; for how  shall a  son  doubt his father  w ithout  doing  him  dishonor?

T here are others w ho are not by any m eans to  be reckoned  am ong  the m ass of m en, and  w ho serve H im  

tru ly  w ith  a  holy  fear, but w ho  seem  not to  have escaped  altogether the  contagion  of  th is aversion  to  G od. W ith  them  

it show s itself  in  the shape of  uneasiness, perplexity , and  doubt. T hey  entertain  suspicions  against the  perfections of 

G od ’s  justice  orthe  universality  of  H is com passion . W hen  they  hear of  certain  tilings, jealousy  of  G od  starts up  as it 

w ere  unbidden  in  their hearts. It is not so  m uch  that they  have defin ite in tellectual difficu lties in  m atters of  faith . B ut 

they have not that instantaneous and  unclouded certain ty , that all is right, and  best, and  exquisitely  tender, w here  

G od  is concerned, w hich  is the  pure  sunshine  and  invigorating air of  the  atm osphere of  faith . N ay, have  w e not all of 

us m oods in  w hich  an  allusion  to  G od  m akes  us im patient; and  is not th is  fact alone the  nearest of  any  fact to  a  deep- 

sea  sounding  of  our  corm ption?

It is hard  to see w hat G od  has done to deserve all th is. It seem s m ost unkind, m ost cruelly disloyal to the  

im m ensity  of  H is goodness, and  to  the  unalterable  bounty of  H is com passionate dom inion. T ruly  H e is our  K ing  as 

w ell as our  Father, our M aster as w ell as our  Friend. B ut are the relations incom patib le? It is the very necessity of 

our case as creatures, that w e m ust be  under a law ; and  could  w e be under law s less num erous, less onerous, than  

those  under  w hich  w e  are laid  by  the  unchangeable  perfections of  G od  E asy  law s, few  law s, and  law s  w hich  it is our 

ow n  in terest to  keep— these are the characteristics of the dom inion  of G od. W hy  then  are w e restless and  uneasy, 

and  not the  rather  happily lost in  am azem ent at the  goodness of  our  great C reator? It seem s  w onderfu l that H e  w ho  is 

so great should  also  be so good; and  it is the  joyous lesson  w hich  the sands of  life teach  us as they run  yearly out, 

that H is  very  greatness is the  only  blessed  m easure of  H is goodness.

B ut ignorance of G od and aversion to G od are not of them selves a sufficient descrip tion  of the relig ious  

condition of the great m ass of m en. T here are m ultitudes also w ho are sim ply indifferent to G od. It sounds 

incredib le. T he m ere know ledge that there is a G od  should  be enough  to shape, contro l, revolu tionize, and  govern  

the w hole w orld . A nd th is, quite independent of the m inute, infallib le, and touching know ledge of H im  w hich  

revelation gives us. B ut w hen that is added, surely it should be enough  to strike indifference out of the list of 

possib le th ings. Surely every hum an  heart should  be aw ake, and  alert, to  hear the sound  of G od ’s voice, or discern  

H is  footprin ts on  the  earth . O ur C reator, our  L ast E nd. our Savior, our  Judge, upon  w hom  w e depend  for everyth ing , 



w hose  w ill is the only one im portant th ing  to  us, w hose bosom  is the one only  possib le hom e for us, and  H e to  be 

regarded as sim ply the m ost uninteresting  object in  H is ow n  w orld! Is th is really credib le? A las! w e have only to  

look  around  and  see. D oes a  day  pass w hich  does not prove  it to  us? N ay. very  often , to  our sham e  be  it spoken, is it 

not a  considerable exertion , even  to  us, to  in terest ourselves in  G od? A nd  th is indifference, can  w e  be  quite sure  that 

it is less dishonorable  to  G od  than  positive  aversion?

T hese are m elancholy results. Y et som ehow  they spur us on  to try to do m ore for G od ourselves, and  to  

love H im  w ith a purer and m ore disin terested  love. A las! if the sain ts are few  in num ber, those w ho are either  

ignorant of G od, or indifferent to H im , or have an  aversion to H im . are countless m ultitudes. M any  fair regions of 

H is beautifu l w orld are peopled  by idolaters. T he sacred places of scrip tural A sia are tenanted  by  the fo llow ers of 

M ahom et. H eresy and schism  usurp w hole countries, w hich  boast of tire nam e of C hristian : and even  in  C atholic  

lands, it is depressing  to th ink  how  m any  thousands there are, w ho m ust be classed  w ith  those w ho are not on  the  

side of G od. T hese are very practical considerations; for if there is the least honesty in  our professions of loving  

G od, they m ust greatly  influence both  the  fervor of our devotion  and  the am ount of  our m ortification . T hey  bring  

hom e to us that suffering and expiatory character, w hich, by a law  of the Incarnation , belongs to all C hristian  

holiness.

B ut w e shall find  considerations even  yet m ore practical, if w e turn  from  these tw o extrem es to the m ean, 

that is, to ordinary  pious C atholics, such  as w e hum bly  hope w e either are ourselves, or are endeavoring  to  becom e. 

W e distinctly  aim  at m aking  relig ion  the  great object of  our lives. W e are conscious to  ourselves of  a  real and  strong  

desire to love G od. and  as w e grow  older the  desire grow s stronger, and. to  say the least of  it, it bids fair  to sw allow  

up all our other desires, and  becom e the one single object of  our lives. T he four last th ings. D eath and  Judgm ent, 

H ell and  H eaven, are often  before us. and  fill us w ith  a holy  terror. W e fear sin  greatly , and  w e som etim es th ink  w e  

alm ost hate it for its ow n sake, because it is an offence against so good  a G od. W e have tim es and m ethods of 

prayer. W e exam ine our consciences. W e hear M ass often . W e visit the B lessed  Sacram ent. W e are devout to our 

L ady. W e frequent the Sacram ents. W ho can doubt but that all th is is the w ay of salvation? W e are happy in  the  

grace w hich  enables us to  do all th is. W e shall be happy indeed in  the grace w hich  w ill enable us to  persevere. W e  

are  happy  also  in  the  thought that there  are thousands and  thousands in  the C hurch  w ho  are thus sen  ing  G od. B ut let 

us look  a  little  m ore  closely  in to  th is, and  exam ine our  lives first as to  the a m o u n t  of  love  of  G od  w hich  they  exhibit, 

and  secondly  as to  the  m a n n e r  in  w hich  w e show  our  love.

T here  are  tw enty-four hours in  the day. so  m any  days in  the  w eek, and  so  m any  w eeks in  the  year. W e  have  

various occupations, and  m anifo ld  w ays of spending  our tim e; and  the m ost careless am ongst us m ust have som e  

confused  and  general notion  of  the  w ay  in  w hich  his tim e is distributed . N ow  w e know  that the  sendee of  G od  is the  

grand  th ing , or rather that it is the only tiling  about us w hich is great at all. W hat am ount of  our tim e then  is spent 

upon  it? H ow  m any hours of the day are passed  in  prayer, and spiritual reading , in hearing  M ass, or visiting  the  

B lessed Sacram ent, or in other direct spiritual exercises? O f the tim e necessarily expended upon our w orldly  

avocations, or the claim s of  society , how  m uch  is spent w ith  any  recollection  of  H im , or w ith  any  actual in tention  to  

do our com m on actions for H is glory? C an w e return  a satisfactory answ er to these questions? Furtherm ore, w e  

know  that it is essential to  our love of  G od  that w e should  appreciate H im  above all th ings. D oes our  practice show  

that th is is anything but a form  of w ords w ith us? W ould strangers, w ho looked critically at our daily lives, be  

obliged to say  that, w hatever faults w e had, it w as plain  that w e  put no  such  price on  anything  as on  G od? W hen  w e  

ourselves look  in to  the  in terests and  affections of  our  busy, crow ded  hearts, is it plain  that, if  the  love of  G od  does 

not reign  there in  solitary , unm ingled  splendor, at least it takes easy , obvious, and  acknow ledged  precedence of all 

our other loves? T his is not asking  m uch: but can  w e answ er as w e should  w ish? A gain , our actions are perfectly  

m ultitudinous. If  w e reckon  both  the outw ard  and  the inw ard  ones, they are alm ost as num erous as the beatings of



our  pulse. H ow  m any  of  them  are  for G od? I do  not say  how  m any  are  directly  relig ious, but how  m any  are  at all and  

in  any sense for G od? H ow  m any in  the hundred? E ven  if  w e are quite clear that a  virtual in tention  has really got 

vigor and  vitality enough to carry us over the breadth  of a w hole day, and  to push  its w ay through  the crow d  of 

th ings w e have to  th ink , to say , to  do, and  to  suffer— and  th is is a  very large  assum ption— is th is virtual in tention  in  

the  m orning  to  absolve us  from  the  necessity  of  any  further advertence  to G od, and  m ust it not also  have  been  m ade  

in  the m orning  w ith  a  very considerable degree of  in tensity , in  order to  propel it for so long  as tw enty-four hours 

through such a resisting m edium  as w e know  our daily lives to be? T o use our national w ord, are w e quite  

com fortable  about th is?  A re  w e sure of  our  view  about virtual in tention , and  w ithout  m isgiv ings, and  have  w e found  

our  theory  w ork  w ell in  tim es gone  by?

G od  does not have  H is ow n  w ay  in  the  w orld . W hat H e  gets H e has to  fight for. W hat is true of  the  w orld  at 

large, is tm e also  of  our ow n  hearts and  lives. T hough  w e love G od, and  m ost sincerely , H e has to struggle for our 

love. H e  has to  contend  for  the  m astery  over our  affections. T he  preferences of  our  corm pt nature are not for  H im , or 

for H is concerns. T hus it happens alm ost daily that H is claim s clash  w ith  those  of self  or of  the w orld . W e have to  

choose betw een the tw o, and give the preference to the one over the other. W e are for ever having C hrist and  

B arabbas offered  to  the freedom  of  our election . N ow  do w e alw ays give  the preference to G od? O r if not alw ays, 

because  of  surprises, im pulses, im petuosities, or sudden  w eaknesses, at least do  w e  never w illfu lly , deliberately , and  

w ith advertence, prefer anything else to G od, and give H im  the second place? A nd of the innum erable tim es in  

w hich th is conflict occurs, in  w hat proportion  of  tim es does G od  cany off the  victory? A nd  w hen  H e does, is it an 

easy victory? O r  has H e  to  lay long  siege to  our hearts, and  bring  up  reinforcem ent after reinforcem ent of  fresh  and  

untired  grace, until at last it looks as if  H e  w ere alm ost going  to  throw  H im self  on  H is om nipotence, and  overw helm  

the  freedom  of  our  w ill?  O r  again , let us look  at the  degree of  application  w hich  w e  bestow  on  w hat w e really do  for 

G od. L et us confront the carefu lness, and  forethought, and energy, and  perseverance, w hich  w e bestow  upon  our 

tem poral in terests or  the  earth ly  objects of  our love, w ith  those w hich  characterize  our spiritual exercises. A nd  w ill 

the  result of  the  exam ination  be  altogether  w hat w e should  desire?

A ll these are child ish  and  elem entary questions to ask ourselves. Y et the results are far m ore m elancholy  

than  w hen  w e contem plated  the ignorance, aversion , and  indifference of  the great m ass of m en. M ore m elancholy , 

because w e profess to be G od ’s cham pions; it is as it w ere our place to be on  H is side. W e live encircled  by  H is 

grace, w hich  flow s around  us like the plentifu l bright air. O ur m inds are illum inated by  the splendors of heavenly  

tru th , and  our  hearts led  sw eetly  captive  by  the  w inning  m ysteries  of  the  Incarnation . O ur  lives are charm ed  by  great 

sacram ents, and  w e are each  of  us the center of a  very w orld of  invisib le  grandeurs and spiritual m iracles. A nd  in  

sp ite  of  all th is, I w ill not say  it is sad , it is really  hardly  credib le, that our  love of  G od  should  am ount to  so little as it 

does, w hether w e regard  it as to  the  tim e spent upon  it, or as  to  the appreciation  of  H im  above all th ings, or as to  the  

proportion  of  our num berless actions w hich  is for H im , or as to  our preference of  H im  w hen  H is claim s clash  w ith  

others, or  as to  the  degree  of  application  w hich  w e  bestow  on  w hat w e  really  do  for  H im .

O h  look  at all th is by  the  m oonlight of  G ethsem ane, or  m easure it w ith  the W ay of  the C ross, or confront it 

w ith  the  abandonm ent of  C alvary! T urn  upon  it the light of  the  great love of  C reation , w hose  prodigal m unificence  

and  incom parable tenderness, and  seem ingly exaggerated  com passions  w e  have already  contem plated! C an  it be  that 

th is is the creature’s return to his C reator, w hen  the creature is holy and  faithfu l and  good, and  that such is to  be  

G od ’s strong  point in  the  w orld , the  paradise of  H is delights, the  portion  of  H is em pire  w here allegiance still is paid  

H im ?  M ercifu l heaven! can  w e  be  safe, if  w e  go  on  thus?  A re  w e  really  in  a  state of  grace?  Is not the  w hole  spiritual 

life a cruel delusion? A nd  are w e not after all the enem ies, and  not the friends, of G od? O h  no! faith  com es to our 

rescue. A ll is right though  tru ly  all is w rong. W e  are  certain ly  in  the  w ay  of  salvation . T hen  w e say once  m ore, as w e  

find  ourselves saying  m any  tim es a  day, w hat a  G od  is ours, w hat incredib le patience, w hat unbounded  forbearance. 



w hat unintellig ib le contentm ent! W hy is it that very sham e does not sting us to do m ore for G od, and  to  love H im  

w ith  a  love  a  little  less infin itely  unlike  the  love, w ith  w hich, do  w hat w e can, w e  cannot hinder  H im  from  loving  us?

So m uch  for the am ount of  our love of G od. It is little; so little that it w ould  be disheartening  w ere it not 

alw ays in our ow n pow er, through the abundance of H is grace, to m ake that little m ore. L et us now  at any rate  

console  ourselves by  looking  at the  m anner and  spirit in  w hich  w e  pay  to  G od  th is little love. L ove, like other  th ings, 

has certain  ru les and  m easures  of  its ow n. It has certain  habits and  characteristics. It proceeds  upon  know n  princip les  

w hich  belong  to its nature. It acts differently from  justice, because it is love and not justice. It does not obey  the  

sam e law s as fear, sim ply  because  it is not fear  but love. E veryone  know s  the  m arks of  tm e love. T hey  are readiness, 

eagerness, generosity , sw iftness, unselfishness, vigilance, exclusiveness, perseverance, exaggeration . In all these 

respects, except the last, our divine love m ust at once resem ble and surpass our hum an  love. In  the last respect it 

cannot do  so . because G od  is so  infin itely  beautifu l and  good  that anything like  exaggeration  or  excess in  the  love  of  

H im  is im possib le. T he Sacred  H eart of  Jesus is the  m odel of  divine  L ove. T he  Im m aculate H eart of  M ary  ascertains  

for us the  am azing  heights of  love at w hich  a  sim ple creature  can  arrive  by  correspondence  to  the grace of G od. T he  

sain ts are all so m any sam ples of  divine  love in  som e one or m ore of  its special characteristics and  departm ents. W e  

know  then  precisely  the  m anner and  spirit in  w hich  w e are  to  love G od. L et us see how  far our  practice squares w ith  

our  theory '.

Is the fo llow ing  an  unkind  picture of  ourselves? W e serve G od  grudgingly , as if  H e w ere  exacting . W e are  

slow  to  do  w hat w e know  H e m ost desires, because it is an  effort to  ourselves. W e cling  to  our ow n  liberty . and  w e  

feel the service of G od  m ore or less of a captiv ity '. O ur w hole dem eanor and  posture in  relig ion  is not as if  w e felt 

G od  w as asking  too little , or as if  w e w ere m ost anxious  to  do  m ore than  H e required . W e serve  H im  in term ittingly ,  

though  perseverance is w hat H e so specially desires. W e have fits and starts; pious w eeks or devout m onths, and  

then  tim es of  rem issness; of  effort, of  coldness: then  a  fresh  aw akening, a  new  start; and  then  a slackening  again. It 

is as if  loving  G od  w ent against the grain , as if  w e had  to  constrain  ourselves to  love H im , as if  it w as an  exertion  

w hich could not be kept up continuously , as if hum an holiness could never be anything better than endless  

beginnings, and  trials w hich  are alw ays falling  short of  the m ark. T hus w e also love G od  rarely  , under  pressure, on  

great occasions, at startling  tim es, or w hen  w e have sensib le need  of  H im . A ll th is looks as if  w e did  not love H im  

for H is ow n  sake, but for ourselves, or  for fear, or  because it is prudent and  our duty . T here is unm istakably  a  w ant 

of  heart in  the  w hole  m atter.

H ave w e ever done any  one action  w hich  w e  are quite confident w as done solely  and  purely  for the  love  of 

G od? If w e have, it has not been often  repeated. W e are conscious to ourselves  that there is a great adm ixture of 

earth ly  m otives in  our service of  G od. It is astonish ing  w hat an  am ount of  vainglory ' and  self-seeking  there  is in  our 

love of H im . W e are also perfectly and habitually aw are of th is; and  yet. w hich  is even  m ore astonish ing , w e are  

quiet and unm oved, ft breeds in  us no holy desperation , nor does it inspire us to any vehem ent and determ ined  

struggles to  get rid  of  the desecrating  presence of  th is unholy enem y. N ay, it alm ost appears as if  w e should  never 

have dream ed of  loving G od, if  H e H im self  had  not been  pleased  to com m and  us to do so; and  therefore w e do it 

just in  the w ay  in  w hich  m en  alw ays do  a  th ing  because they are to ld , and  w hich  they  w ould  not have done if  they  

had not been to ld . M any of us perhaps have already given  the best of our lives to the w orld , and now  it is the  

leavings only  w hich  go to G od. A las! how  often  is H e asked  to drink  the dregs of  a cup  w hich not the  w orld  only , 

but the  devil also , have  w ell-n igh  drained  before  H im ; and  w ith  w hat adorable  condescension  does H e put H is lips to  

it, and  dw ell w ith  com placency upon  the draught, as if  it w ere the new  w ine of som e archangel’s first unblem ished  

love

T hen again w e exaggerate our ow n services, in thought if not in w ords; and th is show s itself in our 

dem eanor. T m e love never th inks it has done enough. Its restlessness com es from  the very uneasiness of th is  



im pression. N ow  th is is not at all our  feeling  about G od. W e do  not look  at th ings from  H is point of  view . It is only  

by  a  painfully  acquired  habit of  m ind  that w e com e to  do  so . H alf tire tem ptations against the faith , from  w hich  m en  

suffer, arise  from  the  w ant of  th is habit, from  not discerning  that really  the creature  has no  side, no right to  a  point of 

v iew , but that G od ’s side  is the  only side, and  tire C reator’s point of  view  the creature’s only  point of  view , and  that 

he w ould  not be a  creature w ere it otherw ise. A nother unsatisfactory  sign  is, that, ordinarily speaking, w e have so  

little m issionary  feeling  about us, and  are so unconcerned  w hether sinners are converted , or w hether m en  love G od  

or not. Surely it is hard for true love to co-exist w ith an  un-m issionary spirit, [footnote: Y et see the doctrine of 

R ichard  of  St V ictor and  D a  Ponte  quoted  in  G r o w t h  i n  H o l i n e s s , chap. vi.]

B ut w e all of  us have  tim es w hen  w e love G od  m ore than  usual, tim es of  fervor, of  closer  union  w ith  H im , 

of  m om entary  love  of  suffering , transitory  flashes of  th ings w hich  are  like  the  phenom ena  of  the  sain ts. T hey  neither  

last long  enough  nor  com e often  enough  to  form  our  norm al state. T hey  are sim ply  our  best tim es. N ow  w e need  not 

dw ell either upon  their rarity or their brevity ; but w e w ould  fain ask if even  then  w e love G od altogether w ithout 

reserves. Is nothing  kept back  from  H im ? Is our renunciation  of  self  am ple and  faultless? H ave w e no secret com er 

of  our  hearts w here som e favorite  w eakness lurks in  the shade, and  w  hich  the strong  light of  heavenly love has not 

blinded  to  its ow n  in terests? I am  afraid  to  go  on  w ith  the  picture, lest I should  have  to  ask  m yself  at last, w hat is left 

of  the C hristian life? B ut w e have seen  enough  to confess of  our love of G od, that not only is w hat w e give very  

little , but that even  that little is given  in  the  m ost ungraceful and  unloverlike  of  w ays. Surely  th is is a  confession  not 

to be m ade by w ords, w hich  are not equal to the task , but only by silen t tears, w hile w e lie prostrate before the  

T hrone  of  H im , w hom , strange  to  say  ! w e really do  love m ost tenderly even  w hile  w e slight  H im !

O n  all sides of  us  there are m ysteries. O ur relations  to  G od  are fu ll of  them . O ur coldness  and  H is love, H is 

forbearance and our petu lance— w e hardly know  w hich  is the m ost strange, the m ost inexplicable. If w e consider  

attentively  how  little  w e  love  G od, and  in  w hat w ay  w e show  it, honesty  w ill com pel us  to  acknow ledge that w e m en  

should  not accept such  service at each  other ’s hands. W e should  reject it w ith  scorn . W e should  regard  it as an  in jury  

rather than as a serv ice. A  father w ould disinherit his son; a friend w ould  put aw ay from  him  the friend of his 

bosom , if  his  love  w ere requited  as w e requite  the  love  of  our  heavenly  Father. Y et it is the  ever-b lessed G od, w ho  is 

w hat H e is, to  w hom  w e, being  w hat w e are, dare to  offer th is m ockery  of  w orship . W ill H e open  heaven, and  cast 

H is  fiery  bolts upon  us, and  annihilate  us for ever, that w e m ay  be no  longer a  dishonor  to  H is  beautifu l creation? O r 

w ill H e turn  from  our proffered service w ith  anger, or at least w ith  a contem ptuous  indifference? W e cannot easily  

understand how  it is that H e does not. Y et on  the  contrary  H e  vouchsafes  to  accept and  rew ard  our  pitifu l affection .

B ut H is very  rew ards and  blessings  lead  us astray; for w e  begin  to  put a  price upon  our m erits according  to  

the greatness of H is recom pense, not according  to  the reality of  their low ness; and  w e th ink  w e have treated  H im  

w ith great generosity , and that H is rew ard is to us only the proof of our generosity ; w hile on the contrary w e  

consider H im  to  be asking  very m uch  of  us; and  our m inds do not see H is rights, and  our hearts do not feel them . 

G od  sees all th is, and  H e  m akes no sign . It is not so m uch  as if  H e seem ed  insensib le to  our  ingratitude; it is rather as 

if H e did  not say that it w as ingratitude  at all. N o love can  be conceived m ore sensitive than  that of  H im  w ho has 

eternally  predestinated , and  then  called  out of  nothing , the  objects of  H is choice  and  predilection . Y et G od  does not 

seem  to feel our coldness and perversity . R ather H e appears to prize w hat w e give H im , and to rejo ice in its 

possession . H e w ished  it otherw ise. H e m ade very different term s at the outset. H e asked  for far m ore than  H e has 

got. B ut  H e  m akes no  com plain t; and  not  being  able  to  have  H is term s allow ed, H e  takes us on  our  ow n.

Is it possib le that it can  be G od  of w hom  w e are daring thus to speak? W hy do not all w e, H is children , 

league  together  to  m ake it up  to  H im ? A ngels of  heaven! w hy  is  your  w orship  of  that B lessed  M ajesty  aught else  but 

tears?



T he  Fifth  C hapter

IN  W H A T  W A Y  G O D  R E PA Y S  O U R  L O V E

S i g n o r e , v o l e t e  d a r e  p e r  q u e l l o , c h e  f a c c i a m o  p e r  v o i , p i ù  d i  q u e l lo  c h e  p o t e t e  f a r e ;  e  n o n  p o t e n d o  v o i  f a r e  v o i  

m e d e s i m o ,  r e s t a t e  s o l a m e n te  s o d d i s f a t to  c o n  d a r e  v o i  m e d e s i m o :  s t u p e n d o  c a s o !  c h e  i l  C r e a to r e  n o n  r i t r o v i  i n  t u t t a  

l a  s u a  o n n i p o t e n z a , c o s a , c h e  p o s s a  f a r e  i n  a g g r a d i m e n t o  d i  q u a l s iv o g l ia  c o s a , c h e  f a  u n  g i u s t o  p e r  s u o  a m o r e .  —  

N ierem berg .

W H E N  angels offer the prayers of m en  w ith  incense in  their golden  thurib les, there are none w hich rise up  before  

the throne of G od  w ith  a sw eeter or m ore acceptable fragrance than  the m urm urs and com plain ts of loving souls, 

because G od  is not loved  sufficiently . E veryw here on  earth , w here the true love of G od  is to  be  found, there also  is 

th is peaceful and  blessed  unhappiness along  w ith  it. In  m any a  clo ister, by  the sea shore, or on  tire m ountain top , in  

the still forest or the crow ded city , there are m any w ho in the retirem ent of their cell, or before the B lessed  

Sacram ent, are sighing  w ith  the sw eet grief of love, because m en  love G od so cold ly and  so unw orth ily . T here are  

m any  am id  the  distractions of  the  w orld , and  w ho  appear  to  be  w alking  only  in  its w ays, w ho  have  no  heavier  w eight 

upon  their  hearts than  the  neglect, abandonm ent, and  unrequited  love  of  G od. T hrough  the  long  cold  night, or  during  

the noisy day, incessantly as from  a tranquil holy purgatory , the sounds of th is plaintive sorrow , th is blessedly  

unhappy love, rise up  in to  the ear of G od. Som e trem ble w ith  honor of  the sins w hich  are daily com m itted  against 

H is holy  law . Som e are saddened  because  those w ho  by  their faith  know  G od  so w ell, love H im  w ith  such  careless 

ness and pusillan im ity . Som e, w ho are w ont to m ake H is resplendent attributes the objects of their daily  

contem plation , m urm ur because they see now here on  the earth , not even am ong  the sain ts, anything w orthy to  be  

called  love of so great and  infin ite a  goodness. O thers w ith  m eek  petu lance expostu late  w ith  G od. because  H e hides 

H im self, and  does not constrain  souls to love H im  by open m anifestations of H is surpassing beauty: w hile others 

m ourn  over their ow n  cold  hearts, and  pine to  love G od  better than  they do. T here are even  innocent children  w ho  

w eep  because they feel, w hat as yet they can  hardly know , that m en  are leaving so cruelly unrequited  the  burning  

love of G od. A ll these sighs and  tears, all these com plain ts and expostu lations, all th is heavy  -hearted silence and  

w ounded  bleeding  love— all is rising  up hourly  to the M ajesty on  high. not unm ingled  w ith  the sharper sounds of 

active penance  and  expiatory  m ortifications. It is at once in tercession and  thanksgiv ing and  petition  and  satisfaction , 

and  our  H eavenly  Father  loves the  sw eet violence  w hich  th is beautifu l sorrow  is doing  to  H im .

M eanw hile  G od  H im self  vouchsafes  to  appear  contented , and  even  m ore  than  contented  w ith  the  poverty  of 

our love. H e seem s to  be satisfied  w ith  that in  us. w hich  is very  far from  satisfy ing  ourselves. W hether it is that H is 

clear view  of our exceeding nothingness stim ulates H is com passion  to m ake allow ances for us w hich  w e have no  

right to m ake for ourselves, or w hether to the incom prehensib le affection of a C reator there is som e inestim able 

value in  the least and low est offering  of the creature ’s love, so it is, that H is m agnificence  repays our love w ith  

rew ards of the m ost overw helm ing  grandeur, w hile at the sam e tim e H is justice and w isdom  contrive that these  

im m ense  rew ards should  be in  exact and  varying  proportion  w ith  our  m erits. H e alone seem s to  be  above  the  feeling  

of that w hich H is servants feel so deeply , their ow n  coldness and  ingratitude to  H im . Y et w e know  that none can  

m easure so unerringly the hatefu lness of our in iquity ; none can  estim ate so tru ly the glorious abundance of strong  

celestial  grace  w hich  is hourly  conferred  upon  us: none  can  know  H im  as H e  know s  H im self, and  therefore  none  can  

abhor sin  as H e abhors it. or com prehend, as H e com prehends  it, the  insult of  our  lukew arm  love. D oes it not even  



com e to  ourselves som etim es in  prayer, w hen  w e have  been  dw elling long  upon  som e one  beautifu l attribute  of  the  

divine  nature, to  ask  ourselves in  am azem ent, how  it is that G od  can  possibly  forg ive sin , and  forg iv ing  it, can  look 

so  com pletely  as if  H e  had  forgotten  it as w ell, and  even  seem  to  esteem  us m ore  w hen  w e rise  from  a sham eful fall 

than  if  w e had  stood  upright in  H is grace  and  our  in tegrity all the  w hile?

Y et our best notions of G od are unspeakably unw orthy of H im . W hen  w e get view s of H is perfections 

w hich  thrill through us like a new  life , and  throw  open  to our m inds grand  vast w orlds of  tru th  and  w onder, these 

rays of light are fu ll of dust and  dim ness, and  do  not approach  to  the real beauty  of  the C reator. T hus it is that w e  

cannot take  a step  in  th is land  of  divine love, hut m ysteries start up  around  us far  m ore  hard  to  solve  than  the  deepest 

difficu lties of  scholastic theology. W e are getting new  graces every day, crow ning  our correspondence to  the grace  

w e had  before. W e are continually  drinking  fresh  draughts of  im m ortal life in  the  Sacram ents, w hich  w e  are  allow ed  

to repeat and  renew  day after day. B ut w e are so accustom ed to  all th is, that w e can  scarcely realize the  m iracles of 

com passion  and  love, of  w hich  w e are incessantly  the  objects. A ll th is continuance of  grace is a m anifestation to  us  

of  G od ’s contentm ent w ith  us. N ot that H e w ould  not have  us  better than  w e are, and  is not alw ays stim ulating  us to  

higher tilings. B ut H e takes gladly w hat w e let H im  have; and, w ith  loving eagerness, not only furn ishes us w ith  

instant m eans to serve H im  better, but alm ost anticipates w ith  H is rew ards our little services. For the recom pense  

fu ll often  com es  before  the  deed, and  as our  good  w orks are not sufficiently  num erous  to  gratify  H is liberality. H e is 

crow ning  all day long  a  thousand  good  in tentions w hich  H e  know s w ill never issue  in  results. A nd  w hy?  B ecause it 

is not so m uch w orks, as love, for w hich  H e craves. O  the m ystery of the divine recom penses! how  is it to be 

unriddled  except by  the  satisfaction  of  the  Precious  B lood  of  Jesus?

A nd  then how  is that adorable blood-shedding  itself  to be unriddled? If the m ysteiy of a contented G od, 

w ith H is blessed w rath appeased and H is all-holy justice satisfied , can only be explained bv the C ross of the  

Incarnate W ord, it is only rem oving  the difficu lty one step backw ard; for then  by w hat is the C ross itself  to  be ex 

plained? A re w e not for ever obliged to take refuge in  creation  as the grand  prim al act of  love, the  fountain-head of 

all the divine passions, and to acknow ledge that the classes of m ysteries, w hich of all others are the m ost 

unfathom able, are those w hich concern the nature, the degree, and the perfections of creative L ove? O  beautifu l 

abysses, in  w hich  it is so sw eet to lose ourselves, so  blissfu l to go  on  sounding  them  to  all etern ity and  never learn  

the  depths, and  in  m using  upon  w hose precipitous  shores a  loving  heart finds heaven  even  w hile on  earth! It is a  day  

to  date from , w hen  w e first com e to see. that the  very fact of  G od  having  created  us is in  itself a  w hole m agnificent 

revelation of eternal love, m ore safe to lean  upon  than  w hat w e behold , m ore w orthy of our trust than w hat w e  

know , m ore  utterly  our  ow n  than  any  other  possession  w e  can  have.

B ut let us study  in  detail the w ay  in  w hich  G od  repays  that poor and  fitfu l and  ungenerous love of  w hich  w e  

ourselves are m ore than half asham ed. L et us inquire w hen  H e repays us, w ith  w hat H e repays us, and in w hat 

m anner  H e repays us. W e shall find  fresh  m otives  of  love  at eveiy  step  in  the  inquiiy .

First of  all, w hen  does H e repay us? H e does not keep  us w aiting  for our  recom penses. W e know  w ell that 

one additional degree of sanctify ing grace is of m ore price than all the m agnificence of  the universe. T he objects  

upon  w hich  w e often  fasten  our affections or em ploy our am bition, during  long  years of  concentrated  vigilance and  

persevering  to il, are less w orthy of our endeavors and less precious in  the possession , than  one single particle of 

sanctify ing grace. Y et. let us suppose that a  m om entaiy  tem ptation has assailed  us, and  w e have resisted  it. or that 

w e have lifted  up  our  hearts for an  instant in  failli and  love  to G od, or  that for  the sake  of  C hrist w e have done som e  

trifling  unselfish  th ing , scarcely has the action escaped us before then and instantly the heavens have opened in 

visibly , and  the force of  heaven, the  participation  of  the divine nature, the  beauty , pow er, and  m arvel of  sanctify ing  

grace, has passed  in  view less flight and  w ith  insensib le ingress in to our soul. T here is not the delay of one instant. 

M oreover, these ingresses of grace are beyond num ber, and  yet. if  w e correspond  and  persevere, the influence and  



result of  each  one of  them  is sim ply eternal. E ach  additional degree of sanctify ing grace represents and  secures an  

additional degree of  glory in  heaven, if  only w e correspond  thereto , and  persevere unto  the end. A t the m om ent in  

w hich w e receive each additional degree of sanctify ing  grace our soul is clo thed  before G od  in  a  new  and  glorious  

beauty  w hich  a m om ent ago  it did  not possess.

T he com m unication of  sanctify ing  grace to the soul is itself a  m arvelous and  m ysterious  disclosure of  the  

divine m agnificence and  liberality. It is assuredly m ost probable, if  il is not certain ,*  that each  additional degree of  

sanctify ing  grace is given  the  very instant it is m erited  by  our  actions, and  is not reserved  as an  accum ulated  rew ard  

to be bestow ed  upon  us w hen  w e enter in to gloiy . B ut each  additional degree of sanctify ing grace is not a m ere  

enriching  of  us w ith  the  created gifts of G od, but it is a real and  new  m ission  to  our souls of  the Second and  T hird  

Persons of  the  M ost H oly  T rin ity , together w ith  the  unsent com ing  to  us and  dw elling  w ith  us of  the  Father  H im self. 

It is not only that the T hree divine Persons arc alw ays in  us by essence, presence, and  pow er; but by sanctify ing  

grace T hey are in us in  a new  and special and m ost real, though deeply m ysterious w ay, and in  the case of the  

particu lar graces of the sacram ents. T hey are w ith us for particu lar ends, effects, and purposes. B y an invisib le  

m ission th is real indw elling of the divine Persons assum es a new m ode of existence at every one of the  

m ultitudinous additions and degrees of sanctify ing  grace, a new  m ode of existence w hich  it is hardly possib le to  

explain  in  w ords, as on  the one hand  it im plies no  m anner of  change or m otion  in  T hem , w hile on  the  other there is 

from  T hem  som e contact w ith  the soul m ore personal, m ore in tim ate, m ore real, than that w hich existed but a  

m om ent before. If  w e are to  allow  som e theologians  to say  that w here the  gifts of  grace m ore concern  the  in tellect, 

there is a  m ission of  the Son, and, w here they m ore concern  the w ill, a m ission  of  the  H oly G host, yet w e cannot 

hold  any  m ission  of  the Son  w hich  is not also  a  m ission  of  the  H oly  G host, nor  any  m ission  of  the  H oly  G host w hich  

is not also a  m ission  of  the Son. nor  any  m ission  of  the T w o, apart and  separate from  the  com ing  and  indw elling  of 

the  Father. If  it is hard  to  understand th is, it is also extrem ely beautifu l, and  ought to  fill us w ith  fresh  love of G od, 

and  a  m ore  loving  w onder at H is  bounty  tow ards H is  creatures.

[footnote: C f Suarez, d e  B e a t i t u d i n e , D isp. vi, Sec. i. n. 13. A lso D e  G r a t ia , lib . ix , cap. iii, 23. “ D i c o  e r g o  

g r a d u s  o m n e s  g r a t iœ ,  q u o s  j u s t u s  p e r  a c tu s  r e m i s s o s  c h a r i t a t i s  m e r e t u r , s t a t i m  s i n e  u l l a  d i l a t io n e , n u l l a v e  s p e c t a ta  

d i s p o s i t i o n e , i l l i  c o n f e r r i , a c  p r o v id e  j u s t u m  n o n  s o l u m  p e r  o m n e s  h o s  a c tu s  m e r e r i , s e d  e t i a m  s t a t i m  c o n s e q u i  s u c e  

g r a t i œ  a u g m e n t u m .  ”  B ut it is a  question .]

T his doctrine  of  divine m ission  w ith  each  degree of sanctify ing  grace show s us how  sanctify ing grace is a  

substantial and  real anticipation  of  heaven, that even  now  it is H im self, and  not H is created  gifts only , that G od  gives  

to us, and  that H e is our ow n  G od, our ow n  possession, from  the very first m om ent of  our  justification . M oreover, 

there  is som ething  to  overaw e  us w ith  the sense of  the  divine in tim acy w ith  us. and  to m ake us glow  w ith  love even  

in our aw e. to reflect that th is inexplicable operation , tliis celestial m ansion in our souls, th is new  and ever new  

m ission  of  the divine  Persons, w hich  w e caim ot explain  and  can  only  dim ly  apprehend, is actually  being  reflected in  

us. m any, m any tim es a day, w hile  w e are in  a state of  grace, and seeking in  our actions the glory and  the w ill of 

G od. [footnote: B illuart, d e  T r i n i t a t e , vi, 4.] N ay, so substantially are the  divine  Persons present to  the soul by  T heir 

invisib le m ission , that if  by im possib ility T hey w ere not present to us by T heir im m ensity , T hey w ould  be so by  

reason  of  sanctify ing  grace.

[footnote: T here is no province of  theology w here language  proves itself less adequate to  the task  of  expressing  

doctrine, than  that w hich  concerns  the  relation  of  the  divine  Persons to  created  th ings. For  on  the  one hand  theology  

is clear as to  the reality  of such  relations, and  on  the other hand  it is equally clear as to  the axiom  that the external 

w orks of the H oly T rin ity are indiv isib le. T here is a beauty , w hich w e can only half see, about these relations, 

w hich, to judge from  the explanations of theologians, baffles w ords, or as soon as it is put in to w ords seem s  

dangerous to  dogm a. See Schw etz. T h e o l .  D o g m a t . ,  i, 361. T he  fo llow ing  passage  from  St C yril of  A lexandria  is the  



m ore rem arkable as com ing  from  a  post-N icene  father: Κ αι εστι μεν καθ ’ υποστασιν ι  δίκην πολυτελειο ς  ο πατήρ, 

ομοιο ς  δε και ο  υιό ς , και το  πνεύμα, αλλ ’ η ενό ς  τω ν ω νομασμενω ν δημιουργική θελησις , εφ ’ οτω ι περ αν λεγοιτο  

γενεσθαι τυχόν ενέργημα μεν αυτου, πλην δια παση ς  ερχεται τη ς  θεοτατητο ς , και τη ς  υπέρ κτισιν εστιν ουσία ς  

αποτέλεσμα, κοινον  μεν ώ σπερ  τι, πλην και ιδ ικω ς  εκαστω ι προσω πω ι πρεπον, ω ς  δια  τριώ ν υποστάσεω ν  πρεποι αν  

και ιδ ικω ς  έκαστη , πολυτελειω ς  εχουσηι καθ ’ εαυτην. ενεργεί τοιγαρουν ο πατήρ, αλλα δι’ υιου εν πνευματι, 

ενεργεί και ο υιό ς , αλλ ’ ω ς  δυναμις  του  πατρο ς , εξ αυτου  τε και εν αυτω ι νοούμενο ς  καθ' υπαρξιν  ιδ ικην. ενεργεί 

και το  πνεύμα, πνεύμα  γαρ  εστι του  πατρο ς , και του  υιου, το  πλουτουργικον.— D e  S .  T r i n i t . , dialog , vi.]

M oreover, all through  life our m ere preservation  of  the gift of faith  entitles us alw ays to have  the  grace of 

G od  at hand  w hen  it is w anted , preventing  and  anticipating  the  rapid  and  subtle  m ovem ents  of  our  spiritual enem ies: 

and even w hen  it is not especially w anted , because w e are not under the pressure of circum stances or in  critical 

occasions, it is m ost likely  that w e are alw ays insensib ly receiv ing  grace, except w hen  w e sleep; so that w e live in  a  

w orld  of  grace, and  breathe  its atm osphere unconsciously , th inking  as little of  it as of  the air w e breathe in  order to  

support our natural life. T he C reator  is as it w ere bound  to  assist H is puny  creatures: but H e is not bound, unless by  

the excess of  H is ow n  goodness, to be alw ays near us. in  the C hristian  sense of  H is being nigh  unto all them  w ho  

call upon  H im . T his nearness is H is present and instantaneous rew ard for our unw orthy service of H im . Joy and  

sorrow  have, each of them , their ow n  w ants and trials and peculiar law s: and  w ho has not experienced the ready  

goodness of G od  in  both  of  them ? L ife and  earth  and  the w orld abound  w ith  joy . even  to running over. H appiness  

sw eeps the w hole earth  w ith  its gay illum inations, just us the strong sw ift sunshine throw s its unim peded m antle  

over hill and  dale, and  land  and  sea. W e are too happy. O ur happiness runs aw ay  w ith  us. Its superabundance  w ill 

hardly  let us sober ourselves, or steady our view s of th is transitory ' w orld . Joys are thousandfold : w e cannot count 

them ; their nam e is leg ion: w e can  hardly  class them  by  their kinds. T hey run  out from  beneath  the  throne of  G od, 

and  electrify  m illions of souls the w  orld  over at the sam e m om ent. O ur very life is  joy , if  w  e w ill only be honest 

enough  to acknow ledge it to G od and  to ourselves. T he unhappiest m an  on  earth  has from  sunrise to sunset m ore  

satisfaction  than  unhappiness. It is seldom  he w  ould  even  give up  liis ow  n  self  and  take another, still less forfeit the  

p leasure of  liv ing  altogether.

W hat a C reator m ust ours be, in  w hose w orld m erely to live is a stronger  joy than any tem poral m isery , 

how ever unparalleled , w hich can  befall us! A nd how  m arvelously G od m ultip lies H is graces upon  us in our joy , 

opening  our hearts to love H im  m ore generously, enlightening  our m inds to see H im  m ore clearly , quickening  our 

gratitude, giving  us a  surprising  elasticity in  our spiritual exercises, and  tak ing aw ay the dangerous alluring  beauty  

of  earth ’s idols by  the very strength of  the gladsom e, disenchanting  light w hich  H e throw s upon  them . B ut, above  

all, in  joy  w e fu ll often  receive a  double  portion  of  that dear grace, w hich  is w ell-nigh  all our salvation , the grace of 

true contrition; for there is no contrition , w hich, for strength , vividness, and endurance, is like the contrition of a  

joyous  m an.

Sorrow , too , w hen  bom e  even  w ith  ordinary  patience, has its ow n  rew ards from  G od  at once, rew ards both  

of nature and of grace. W hat can  be m ore beautifu l than the w  ay in  w hich  H e calculates our w  eakness, and then  

m easures out our sorrow s, and  then  rains vehem ent storm s of grace upon  our fain ting  w  ills? B ut w e only see th is 

now  and then , and in dusky indistinct perspective. In  etern ity w e shall behold our past life in G od, and w  hat a  

thrilling  revelation  it w ill be! B ut is not th is  undeniably  true  of  ourselves, so  far as w e have gone  in  life, that w e  have  

had far less sorrow  and pain than  w e are quite conscious w e could  bear, that our pow ers of bearing have been  

sensib ly  augm ented  w hile  the  cross  w as on  us, that w e can  look  back  upon  chapters of  our  past life , about w  hich  w e  

d istinctly feel that w ith  our present grace w e could  not live them  over again , that the fru its of sorrow  have alw ays 

been tenfold brighter in the issue than the darkness w as ever deepened in the process, and finally that in the  

retrospect the  very sorrow s them selves have been  fu ll of  joys, exotic  joys w hose large leaves and  w axen  blossom s 



and long-lasting perfum es show  that they w ere grow n in  heaven  and not on  earth? Y et these are only the present 

rew ards of  grief, the  earth ly  blessings of  those  w ho  m ourn! B ut look  in to  the  w onderfu l faces of  those rings of  sain ts  

w ho encom pass the throne on  high; feed your soul on  the grave in tellectual beauty w hich is depicted  there, the  

w inning  look  of  blam eless purity , the im passioned  in tensity of  their celestial love. W ith  m ost of  them  it w as sorrow  

that chastened  them  in to  that transcendent loveliness, sorrow  that pilo ted  them  to that happy shore, sorrow  that put 

those  jew eled crow ns upon  their heads, sorrow , keen and  deep and long, that unveiled for them  the ever-beam ing  

countenance  of  G od! O  m agnificent C reator! w here hast T hou  left room  for our  disin terested  love, w hen  everyw here  

it seem s as though  T hou  hadst m ade our  in terests  take  precedence  of  T hine  ow n?

L ook  at death , w hich  is a  sim ple  punishm ent! C an  a  created  in telligence  conceive of  anything  m ore  terrib le 

than  to  fall in to  the  hands of  G od  for  the single solitary  purpose  of  being  punished?  A nd  w e m ight have  thought  that 

death w ould  be like th is, being  the firstborn child of sin , from  w hich  not even  the Im m aculate M other m ight be  

exem pt. Y et how  should w e have m iscalculated  the love of G od! T he deaths of H is servants are am ong  the m ost 

valued  jew els of  H is crow n. T hey are am ong  the  best possessions  w hich  H e holds in  right of  H is creative love. W e  

know  but little of the sights and sounds, the tastes and touches, of that last dark passage. T here is a shroud of 

seem ing  dishonor  as w ell as m ystery  throw n  around  that dread  event. B ut w e know  that in  it m en  live  w hole  lives in  

one short hour, and  accum ulate  experiences w hich  pass our  understanding  both  for num ber, rapid ity , and  tru th . W e  

know  that grand  act has peculiar needs, peculiar distresses, and that the invisib le and visib le w orld  forget their 

boundaries at the deathbed, and  w ar together in  dread conflict, of  w hich  for the m ost part the dying  eye is the sole  

spectator. If  w e  th ink  long  on  death , w e shall com e to  w onder  how  it is that anyone can  die  calm ly; the  in terests at 

stake are so terrific , the m om ent so decisive, the horrors so  th ickly  strew n, the natural help lessness so com plete. A  

w hole  w orld  is sensib ly sinking  and  giving  w ay  under  us, and  there  is nothing  but blackness, space, and  the  arm s of 

G od. W ho  can  dare to  fall through  w ithout a  shudder? Y et w hen  are G od ’s graces and  indulgences m ore num erous, 

m ore trium phant, m ore accessib le, than in  that dreadful hour? G race m akes a  very sunset of w hat to nature is the  

m ost im penetrable  darkness, and  the  plaintive strains of the M iserere m erge in  spite of our hum ility in to songs of 

trium ph; for  the  w alls  betw een  the  dying  soul and  the  heavenly  Jerusalem  are so  nearly  fretted  through, that the  loud 

allelu jas surprise and  distract the  contrite  love w hose eyes are closing  on  the C rucifix . T he  creature ’s change is very  

dear  to  the  C reator. Precious in  the  sight of  the  L ord  are  the  deaths of  H is sain ts.

L isten  to  th is beautifu l story  from  the revelations of  St G ertrude. She heard  the preacher  in  a serm on  urge  

m ost strongly  the absolu te obligation  of  dying  persons to  love G od  suprem ely , and  to repent of their sins w ith  true  

contrition  founded  on  the m otive of  love. She thought it a  hard  saying , and  exaggeratedly stated , and  she m urm ured  

w ithin  herself that if so pure a love w ere needed, few  indeed  died w ell; and a cloud  cam e over her m ind as she  

thought of  th is.

B ut G od  H im self  vouchsafed  to  speak  to  her, and  dispel her trouble. H e said  that in  that last conflict, if  the  

dying w ere persons w ho had ever tried  to please H im  and  to live good lives, H e disclosed H im self  to them  as so  

infin itely  beautifu l and  desirable, that love of  H im  penetrated  in to  the  innerm ost recesses of  their souls, so  that they  

m ade acts of  true contrition  from  the  very  force of  their love of  H im : w hich  propension  of  M ine, H e  vouchsafed to  

add, thus to visit them  in that m om ent of death, I w ish  M y elect to know , and I desire it to be preached and  

p roclaim ed, that am ong  M y  other m ercies th is also  m ay have a special place in  m en ’s rem em brance, [footnote: A p. 

Penneguin , “Isagoge ad  A m orem  D ivinum ,” p. 43.] L et us then tell each  other th is sw eet doctrine, that our hearts 

m ay  bum  m ore and  m ore  w ith  love of  so  com passionate  a  G od.

N ow  all these are present rew ards, w ays in  w hich G od repays on  earth  our love of H im . T hey are but 

sam ples of  w hat is incessant, abundant, superfluous, all through  life . E veryone ’s m ercies are so great that they are, 

to him  at least, rightly view ed, strange, w onderfu l, and unexpected . G od tries our faith , and seem s to delight in  



try ing  it, by  the  very  reduplication  of  H is benefits. B ut after all, th is life  is not the  tim e  of  H is recom penses. H e does 

no t profess to give us our w ages here. H e w arns us not to expect them . Is it then  that H is love is so great, that H e  

cannot help  H im self, and  that H is nature is under the blessed  necessity  of  loving  and of giving? O r is it that these  

m ercies are only the casual drops w hich are spilled  from  the overflow ing  cup prepared for us in  heaven? O h  even  

the m ost desolate of  m en  m aybe so sure of  H is paternal love, that they m ay rem em ber that etern ity can  be no long  

w ay  off, and  w ill repay  the  w aiting!

B ut if  the  prom ptitude of  H is paym ent is in  itself  a  proof  of  the  greatness of  G od ’s love, still m ore strongly  

is that consoling  fact brought out w hen w e consider w ith w hat H e pays us. T he blessings of nature, the gifts of 

grace, the rew ards of  glory— w ho is sufficient to declare the num ber, the  beauty , the greatness, and  the w onder of 

these th ings? T here are three vast kingdom s, three m agnificent creations, for so they m ight be called , w hich  are  

sim ple expressions of  vastness of the C reator’s love. T hey cannot enrich  H im . T hey are not needed to H is bliss. 

T hey add  nothing  to  w hat H e  possesses already. H is m ercy contrives to reap som e little harvest of  accidental glory  

from  them , but it is at the  expense of  endless outrage, not only  of  H is  justice, but even  of  H is com passion . T hey  are  

the  product of  H is love  of  the  creature, our  property  rather than  H is, alm ost m ore  our  dom inion  than  H is ow n.

In  the kingdom  of nature there are three vast provinces or separate w orlds, w hich are fu ll of the m ost 

exquisite enjoym ent to the creature; and w e speak only of enjoym ents, w hich, if through our frailty they are  

dangerous as stealing  our  hearts from  G od, are  yet altogether w ithout reproach  of  sin . T he physical w orld  is fu ll of 

G od ’s rew ards. L ife is itself a  joy . B ut w hat shall w e say of the abounding  sense of health and  vigor, w hich they  

w ho  enjoy  it the  m ost abundantly can  hardly  value at its leg itim ate  price? Y et to  one, w hose head  is alw ays aching, 

w hose  lim bs have  alw ays in  them  som e lurk ing  pain , and  w hose  languor and  feebleness are all day  long  playing  the  

traitor to the activ ity of his m ind or the energy of his w ill, the sense of health , w hen it com es, is alm ost like a  

m iracle. T here is the surpassing  beauty of sceneiy, the grandeur of the m ountains, the sublim ity of the sea. the  

variety  of  fertile landscape, the rain , the  w ind, the sunshine, and  the storm . E very sense is an  avenue of  perpetual 

pleasure, w hich, if  w e w ill, can  raise the m ind  to G od, and inflam e our hearts w ith love. If w e except the irregu 

larities  w hich  sin  has in troduced  in to  the  physical w orld , and  w hich  m anifestly  form  no  part of  the  system , the  w hole  

of it is sim ple pleasure and enjoym ent, an  em anation from  the everlasting  and  inexhaustib le  gladness of  the M ost 

H igh.

B ut  the  pleasures of  the  in tellectual w orld  are  yet m ore w onderfu l. C an  any  pleasure  be  m ore exquisite  than  

the sensib le exercise  of  our m ental faculties?  T he  variety , the  m ultitude, the  depth , the  rapid ity , the in terw eaving  of 

our thoughts, are fu ll of boundless enjoym ent, leading  us through  realm s and realm s of tru th and beauty , and  

chain ing  us at every turn  w ith som e enchanting discovery . T hrough som e m inds the pure delight of  poetry thrills 

w ith  feelings  of  the  m ost indescribable nature. W ith  others the  sw eet skilfu l strains of  m usic  w ind  in to  the  utterm ost  

recesses of  their souls, w ith  a  beauty  w hich  is som etim es so gifted  as alm ost to  w in  back  the reason  that has already  

deserted  its throne. T o  others form  and  color, pain ting , statuary , and  architecture  are like copious  fountains of  pow er 

and  enjoym ent stream ing  in to  them  abundantly  for ever. W ith  m any  the labor of  com position  is only a  pain  because  

of  the  very  excess of  the  pleasure, w hich  is m ore  than  they  can  bear. T he  investigation  of  tm th  is only  at tim es w eary ' 

and  irksom e, because our  tyrant m inds are dem anding  of  the  body  w hat it cannot give. N o m ore can  be said  of  the  

p leasures of the in tellectual w orld than that they are m arvelous shadow s of the incom prehensib le joys of G od  

H im self.

If  the  m oral w orld  seem s to  afford  a  less variety  of  enjoym ent than  the in tellectual, it far transcends it in  the  

vividness and  pow er of its enjoym ents. T he w ill is an  inexhaustib le m ine of  joys, w hich  our nature seem s to prize  

beyond all others. O ur affections are com plicated instrum ents of  the m ost am azing  and  unexpected and  diversified  

pleasures, w hich possess our w hole nature and fu lfil it w ith satisfaction  in a w ay w hich no other pleasures do. 



H um an  love sits upon  a throne above all other hum an  joys, and  there is no  one w ho  ever dream s of  questioning  its 

rights or of abating  its prerogatives. Indeed  the  joy of love is too great for life. It breaks its bounds, runs rio t, and  

m akes w ild  w ork  even  w ith  the strong  fram ew ork  of  society and  the destiny  of  kingdom s. It fills every depth  in  our 

nature and  then  runs over, deluging  m ind  and  w ill, duty  and  even  passion . T here is no  abyss sufficiently capacious 

to hold  the torrents of  love, w hich  one heart is able to outpour, except that sea w ithout horizon, bed, or shore, the  

ever-b lessed  B eing  of  G od  H im self. T he H oly  G host, the  eternally  proceeding  Spirit, is the  jubilee of  the  Father and  

the Son; and  H is shadow  lies for everm ore upon  the m oral w orld , and  the  vast reflecting  w aters of  the hum an  w ill. 

A s the physical w orld  w ith its  joys of substance and  being  appears to be a transcrip t of the Person  of  the E ternal 

Father, and  the  in tellectual w orld  w ith  its light and  law s to  be  an  illum inated shadow  of  the Person  of  the W ord, so  

does the  m oral w orld , the  fiery thrilling  w orld  of  love and  w ill, represent H im  w ho  is the  coequal lim it of  the G od 

head, the  T hird  Person  of  the  ever-b lessed  T rin ity .

Y et these three w orlds, the physical, the in tellectual, and the m oral, are one w orld ; and in  their unions, 

blendings, borrow ings, com parisons, and in tersections, w e have so m any fresh sources of the m ost delightfu l 

enjoym ent, above and  beyond  those w liich  these w orlds furn ish  in  their separate capacities. W hy then do w e not 

w orship  m ore constantly and  m ore in telligently  in  com m on  daily  th ings  the  w isdom  of  G od, thus lending  itself  to  the  

strong w ill of H is goodness in every departm ent of creation? E ven ' orb in the im m easurable fields of 

indistinguishable star-dust lies in  the light of G od ’s outpoured and ever flow ing  joy . E very created in telligence 

drinks  its fill of  the fountains  of  H is gladness. E very instinct of  anim als beats w ith  a  pulsation  of  divine  enjoym ent. 

E ven ' tree uplifts its head and  flings out its branches, every flow er bloom s and sheds sw eet odor, even m ineral 

glances and  sparkles, just as the clouds sail, and  the w aters flow , and  the  planet turns, in  the excess of  the  happiness  

of  G od. H is blessedness  lies over the w hole w orld , serenely shin ing , like the  w aters of  a spiritual sea beneath  w hose  

transparent  depths all creation  w ith  beautifu l distinctness lies. T hus in  G od ’s w ide  w orld  there is no  room  for sin , no  

provision  for sorrow , not a  com er for  unhappiness. Sin  is a stranger, an  in truder, an  enem y, as little  at hom e  on  earth  

as it w ould  be in  heaven. It is w e w ho  have  in troduced it in to  the  bright and  happy w orld , w e w ho, by  the  freedom  

our w ills, w liich  w ere left at large that w e m ight love G od  the  m ore m agnificently , have  broken  dow n  the  clo ister of 

H is paradise.

It is not altogether m an ’s ingratitude w liich m akes him  forgetfu l of the benefits of G od. H e H im self, 

blessed  be  H is holy nam e! throw s H is ow n  m ercies in to  the shade, as w ell by  m ultip ly ing  them  beyond  our  pow ers 

of  counting , as by surpassing and  excelling  them  by others. T hus it is w ith  the kingdom  of nature, ft is lost in  the  

splendor of  the  kingdom  of  grace. A  w hile  ago  it looked  so  bright and  beautifu l, w ith  all its features so sm iling  and  

its outlines so  soft and  ethereal, and  now . like a m ountain-side  w hich  the sunbeam s have deserted , it looks cold  and  

bare, rugged and uninviting . W e have already seen how , in the kingdom  of grace, G od rew ards our efforts  

instantaneously  by fresh supplies of  greater grace. L et us look  for a m om ent at grace itself. T he gulf  betw een  G od  

and ourselves seem s infin ite and im passable; yet grace bridges it over, and  passes it w ith a rapid ity to w hich  the  

speed of the electric spark is w eary slow ness. B y sanctify ing grace H e is incessantly , habitually , pow erfully ,  

superabundantly, pouring in to us m arvelous com m unications of H is divine nature. E ach undulation of it, as it 

reaches and  inform s our souls, is a greater m iracle than  the creation  of  the universe. O ne touch, and  w e pass from  

darkness to light; one touch, and  all our etern ity is changed. H e endow s our souls, even  before reason  daw ns, w ith  

m ysterious infused  habits w liich m ake such  utterly new  creatures of  us that the process can  only be described  as a  

being  positively  bom  again .

B esides th is, H e plants even  in  the  unconscious infant at the  font seven  w onderfu l gifts of  the  H oly G host, 

seven  distinct heavens of  the m ost beautifu l splendors and  unearth ly  pow ers, in  w liich  H e hid  the  possib ilities  of  the  

ven highest sanctity . T hus our  souls are m ade as it w ere a  m usical instram ent, w orthy  that the  hands of  G od  should  



play upon it, and out of w hich he can evoke such m elodies of holiness, such strains of the exquisite m usic of 

perfection , as could  ravish  the  angels of  heaven, even  as the  hum an  soul of  Jesus is ravish ing  them  th is hour. N either 

is tliis instrum ent to  rem ain  unused. T he im pulses of  the  divine  w ill, the  pressure of  actual grace, is ever varying  the  

m usic w hich  they  draw  forth , as the  rapid  touch  of  the  C reator’s hand  flies over  the  m any  keys of  the  com plex  heart 

of  m an; and  all the  w hile one grace  is leading  to  another in  w onderfu l progression , one  the  prophecy of  w hat is yet 

to  com e, and  another the  crow n  of  w hat has gone  before, w ith  such  a  vista  of  graces in  the  prospect  that no  m an  ever 

reaches to  the  term . T he day  w ill never daw n  w hen  he m ust not aspire to  m ore and  m ore; there is no  term  w hich  is 

the lim it of  the grace w hich  G od  in tended  him  to  reach; and, how ever long  it m ay be delayed, death  w ill find  him  

fu ll of  beginnings, lay ing the  foundations of  a new  and  better, a  m ore lofty  and spacious, fabric than  he had  built 

before. M ost w onderfu l too  is it to  behold  how  all th is grace elicits  and  m agnifies the  freedom  of  the  w ill, and, w hile  

it supports and  strengthens and  alm ost constrains it, m akes it all the  w hile m ore  undeniably , because  m ore spiritually  

free.

T he abundance of  grace, again , is alm ost as w onderfu l as its nature. W e live in  an  ocean  of  grace, as fishes  

in  the deep sea. It is above, beneath , around  us, everyw here and  overw helm ingly . It com es in  floods w liich  though  

they  have  sudden  rises at tim es, are  alw ays  floods, and  know  no  ebb  or in term ission . Its continuity is another  m arvel 

w hich  w e  m ust add  to  its abundance. T he  w ant of  duty  reflecting  upon  tliis is one  cause  of  the  pusillan im ity w liich  is 

so com m on  in  the spiritual life . M en  too often  th ink  practically  that grace is like the theatrical god  of the heathen  

poet, and does not in terfere until it is w anted , and w anted w ith such obvious urgency as to justify even to an  

unsupem atural apprehension som e heavenly in terference. T liis inadequate conception of the incessant action of 

grace at once dim inishes their confidence in G od, unnerves them  in tem ptations, deters them  from  attem pting  

generous enterprises, and  m akes them  estim ate far too  cheaply their responsib ilities, privileges, and  possib ilities. It 

cannot be  too  often  repeated  that the  w akeful reason  breathes grace, and  lives in  its light, and  leans on  its support, as 

m uch  as w e breathe the air and  see by  the daylight and  have the hard safe crust of  the planet beneath  our feet. T he  

extent and  universality of  grace, in  the sacram ents and  out of  them , in  the C hurch  and  in  order  to the C hurch, the  

w ay in  w liich  it can  com bine w ith so m uch that is false and evil, and its godlike im portunity , the very  thought of 

w hich is a kind  of  prevision of  our  final perseverance— all these characteristics of  grace w ould  fill volum es, w ere  

they treated  of  at length . Its variety too  m ust not be  forgotten . If  the sain ts have graces w hich  w e hardly  know  how  

to nam e and classily, if no one m an ’s grace is like another’s, w hat m ust w e th ink of  the  w idespreading  realm s of 

angelical existence, and the seem ingly fabulous arithm etic of graces w hich  w e m ust believe there is am ong  those  

clear far-reaching  spirits? Surely if  it is not hard  for a  m an  to  live  in  the  pure  bright air of  heaven, and  som e shock  of 

disease or outw ard accident m ust supervene, to cut short the thread of his existence, so it cannot be hard in  th is  

fresh , buoyant, bracing  atm osphere  of  grace  for a  m an  to  save his soul, and  it m ust  be  som e  danger  w hich  he  him self 

has sought, or som e poison  w hich  he has w illfu lly im bibed, and  after  that pertinaciously refused  the  antidote, w hich  

can  destroy  his soul, and  even  then  w ith  difficu lty . A  m an  m ust stm ggle to  be  out of  grace, w hen  grace is so around  

him . W e  believe that in  all th ings m an ’s w ill is free, but that in  nothing  is he  less  free than  to  be  lost eternally .

B ut all these blessings of  nature and  of grace are only in  an  im perfect and  im proper sense the rew ards of 

the C reator. T he kingdom  of glory is the theatre of  H is recom pense. It is in  order  to extend  that kingdom , that the  

grace given  us is so ineffably  beyond  w hat is due  to  our nature. B ut how  shall w e hope  to m easure the kingdom  of 

glory , w hen  it is to  be  m easured  only  by  the  divine m agnificence? B oth  a  prophet and  an  apostle  jo in  in  teaching us  

that eye has not seen , nor ear heard , nor m an ’s heart conceived, w hat G od has prepared for them  that love H im . 

W hen  the  bodies of  the  just rise at the general resurrection , w ith  their senses spiritualized  and  rendered  capable of 

p leasures w hich  do  not fall w ithin  their  province now , and  w ith  perhaps m any  new  senses developed  in  the  im m ortal 

body  w hich  w ere unknow n  in  its m ortal days, the  pure pleasures of  these glorified senses m ust be som ething  quite  



beyond  the pow er of our im agination  to  picture  to  itself. H e w ho know s the blam eless exultation  of liis soul w hen  

the eye has conveyed to it a landscape of surpassing  beauty, or w hose ear has thrilled w ith som e inspiriting or 

subduing strain of m usic, or w ho, w hen he heard a passage of m agnificent poetry , felt as if an im m ediate and  

extraordinary  accession  of  bold  in tellectual pow er w as given  to  him  as he  listened, m ay  at least indistinctly guess the  

exquisite delights of the glorified senses of the risen body, or w hich is perhaps m ore tm e, understand how  their 

delicacy  and  charm  m ust be  beyond  our  pow er  of  guessing

Y et the heavenly  joys of  the illum inated  understanding  far transcend  the  thrills of  the glorified  senses. T he  

contem plation of heavenly beauty and of heavenly tru th m ust indeed be beyond all our earth ly standards of 

com parison . T he clearness and instantaneousness  of all the m ental processes, the com plete exclusion of error, the  

unbroken serenity of the vision , the facility of em bracing w hole w orlds and system s in one calm , searching , 

exhausting glance, the divine character and  utter holiness of all the tru ths presented  to the  view — these are broken  

w ords w hich  serve at least to show  w hat w e m ay even now  indistinctly covet in  that bright abode of everlasting  

bliss. In telligent  in tercourse w ith  the angelic choirs, and  the incessant transm ission  of  the  divine splendors through  

them  to  our m inds, cannot be thought of  w ithout our perceiv ing  that the keen  pleasures and  deep sensib ilities of  the  

in tellectual w orld on  earth  are but poor, th in , unsubstantial shadow s of the exulting im m ortal life of our glorified  

m inds above.

T he very expansion  of the faculties of  the soul, and the probable disclosure in it of m any new  faculties  

w hich  have no object of exercise  in  th is land of exile, are in  them selves pleasures w hich  w e can  hardly picture to  

ourselves. T o be rescued from  all narrow ness, and for ever; to possess at all tim es a perfect consciousness of our 

w hole undying selves, and to possess and retain that self-consciousness in the bright light of G od; to feel the  

supernatural corroborations of  the  light of  glory , securing  to  us pow ers of  contem plation  such  as the  highest m ystical 

theology  can  only  fain tly  and  feebly im itate; to expatiate in  G od. delivered  from  the  m onotony  of  hum an  th ings; to  

be securely  poised  in  the  highest flights of  our  im m ense  capacities, w ithout any  sense  of  w eariness, or  any  chance  of  

a  reaction; w ho  can  th ink  out for him self  the  realities of  a  life like th is?

Y et w hat is all th is com pared  w ith  one hour, one of earth ’s short hours, of the m agnificence of celestial 

love? O h to him  our w hole souls upon G od, and souls thus expanded and thus glorified ; to have our affections 

m ultiplied  and  m agnified  a  thousandfold , and  then  girded  up  and  strengthened  by im m ortality  to  bear the  beauty of 

G od  to be unveiled  before us; and even  so strengthened, to  be rapt by it in to a sublim e am azem ent w hich  has no  

sim ilitude on  earth ; to be carried aw ay by the inebriating torrents of love, and yet be firm  in  the m ost steadfast 

adoration; to  have passionate  desire, yet w ithout tum ult or disturbance; to  have the  m ost bew ildering  in tensity  along  

w ith  an  unearth ly calm ness; to lose  ourselves in  G od, and  then  find  ourselves there m ore our ow n  than  ever; to  love  

rapturously and to be loved again still m ore rapturously , and then for our love to grow  m ore rapturous still, and  

again  the return  of  our  love  to  be  still outstripping  w hat w e  gave, and  then  for us to  love  even  yet m ore  and  m ore and  

m ore rapturously , and  again , and  again , and  again  to have it so returned, and  still the great w aters of G od ’s love  to  

flow  over us and  overw helm  us until the vehem ence of  our im passioned  peace and  the  daring  vigor  of  our  yearning  

adoration  reach  beyond  the sight of  our m ost venturous im agining— w hat is all th is but for our souls to  live a  life of 

the  m ost in telligent entrancing  ecstasy , and  yet not to  be shivered  by  the fiery heat? T here have  been  tim es on  earth  

w hen  w e  have caught our  ow n  hearts loving  G od, and  there  w as a  flash  of  light, and  then  a  tear, and  after that w e  lay  

dow n  to rest. O h  happy  that w e w ere! W orlds could  not purchase  from  us even  the m em ory of  those  m om ents. A nd  

yet w hen  w e  th ink  of  heaven, w e m ay  ow n  that w e  know  not yet w hat m aim er  of  tiling  it is to  love  the  L ord  our  G od.

M eanw hile  it is difficu lt to conceive how  the  pure pleasures of the glorified senses, or the delights of  our 

illum inated  understandings, or the expansion  of  our souls dilated  w ith  im m ortality , or the m agnificences of  celestial 

love, can be of any price at all in our eyes, seeing that they are but the outside fringes of heaven, the m erest 



accessories of  our  true  beatitude. T o see G od  face  to  face, as H e is; to  gaze undazzled on  the  T hree divine  Persons, 

cognizable and distinct in  the burning fires of their inaccessib le splendors; to behold  that long coveted sight, the  

endless generation of the all-holy Son, and our hearts to hold the joy , and not die; to w atch w ith spirits all 

outstretched  in  adoration  the ever-radiant and  ineffably  beautiful procession  of  the H oly G host from  the  Father  and  

the Son, and  to participate ourselves in  that jubilee of  jubilees, and  drink  in  w ith  greedy  m inds the  w onders of  that 

procession , and the m arvelous distinctness of its beauty from  the generation of the Son; to feel ourselves w ith  

ecstatic aw e and  yet w ith seraphic in tim acy overshadow ed  by the Person  of the U nbegotten  Father, the Father to  

w hom  and  of  w hom  w e have said  so  m uch  on  earth , the  Fountain  of  the G odhead, w ho  is tru ly our  Father  w hile H e  

is also  the  Father of  the eternal Son; to explore, w ith  exulting license and  w ith  unutterable  glad  fear, attribute after 

attribute, oceans opening in to oceans of divinest beauty ; to lie astonished in  unspeakable contentm ent before the  

vision  of G od ’s surpassing U nity, so long the  joyous m ystery of our predilection , w hile the V ision through all 

etern ity seem s to grow  m ore fresh  and  bright and  new — O  m y  poor soul! w hat canst thou  know  of  th is, or of  these 

beautifu l necessities of  thy  exceeding  love, w hich  shall only  satisfy  itself  in  endless alternations, now  of silence and  

now  of  song?

T hese  are  the  rew ards  of  G od, these  the  w ays in  w hich  H e repays our  love. T o  hear them  or to  read  of  them  

is not enough. Y ears of  continual  m editation  w ill not even  give  us an  adequate  conception  of  them . T o  estim ate  them  

rightly  w e m ust have  a  tm e  and  profound  know ledge of  G od, and  be  able  to  th ink  w orth ily  of  H is greatness. W ithout 

th is w e  can  never  know  the  abyss of  condescension  to  w hich  H e stoops in  order  to  confer  a  grace  upon  the  loftiest of 

H is sain ts. H e  has as it w ere  to  hum ble  H im self  even  to  receive the  burning  w orship  of  the purest seraphim . T o  w hat 

a low ness does H e bend  H im self in  order to accept the love of the Im m aculate heart of M ary  ! W ithout repeated  

m editation  on  the divine perfections w e cannot fathom  the depth  of our ow n nothingness, the horror of our ow n  

baseness, the  inconceivable pertinacity ' of  our sin ; neither  can  w e realize, not only  the littleness of  our love  w hich  is 

so little that the poorest w ords give an exaggerated im pression of it, but also to w hat extent G od is free from  

obligations  to us. and  to how  little , little at least com pared  w ith  the im m ensity  of  H is actual m ercies, our nature can  

lay claim  as its due because it is a creature. Y et an accurate spiritual apprehension  of all these th ings is needful 

before, w e can  appreciate the  m ysterious  m agnificence of  the  rew ards  of  G od. O nly  let us rem em ber, for life is short 

and there is m uch  to do. that right dow n  through  the abyss of our ow n nothingness lies the shortest road to the  

contem plation of  the  divine  B eauty .

W hile I stand  in  the  presence of  these m ighty  recom penses of  our  C reator, I am  abashed  by  their exceeding  

m agnitude, and  all th ings else w hich  I otherw ise  should  love  becom e  insignificant and  go  alm ost out of sight. I feel 

that I have no  w ords to tell these great th ings, no thoughts to th ink  them ; and  yet it seem s to m e as if  the w a y  in  

w hich  G od  repays our  love  w as som ething  even  m ore  w onderfu l than  the  rew ards  H e gives. T o  see G od  face  to  face  

is the  crow ning  joy  of  heaven; to  be  sensib ly  near H im  is the  greatest  joy  of  earth ; and  H e never seem s so near as in  

the  w ay  in  w hich  H e deals w ith  us, H is dem eanor  tow ards  us, H is  m anner, H is address, H is  courtesy , if  I m ay  for  the  

m om ent use such  w ords. A t first sight it is altogether so unlike  w hat w e should have expected; and  yet on  second  

thoughts so right, so suitable, both  to  H is greatness and  to our littleness, w hile at the sam e tim e its being  right and  

suitable does not in  the least detract from  its gratu itous condescension . N ay, it rather enhances it. In  tru th , G od ’s 

goodness is unlike any other subject of hum an contem plation; for the m ore reasonable it appears to us, the m ore  

surprising  does it grow , as if, even  now  and  here, it partook  som ew hat of  the  eternal freshness of  the  B eatific  V ision .

W hen  the  C reator  of  the  w orld  entered  it in  order  to  redeem  it, in  the  obscure  m idnight, in  a  gloom y  cavem , 

as the  B abe of  B ethlehem , it w as an  advent such  as took  the  natural speculations of  m en  by surprise, and  w as even  a  

hindrance to their belief. So is it w ith  G od ’s dem eanor tow ards us in  the w orld , H e is not like a  great king. H e is 

unlike one  both  in  the  frequency  of  H is  visits, or  rather  in  H is abid ing  presence, and  also in  the absence of  pom p  and  



notice w hen  H e com es. T here is no attitude of  com m and, no  obvious  graciousness of  condescension . B lessed  be  H is 

M ajesty! H is m anner is not that of  a m aster, nor even of an  equal; it is rather that of  an  inferior m ingled w ith  the  

sw eetness and  fidelity  of  an  earth ly  m other. W hen  H e  blesses us. assists us, gives us graces, soothes our sorrow s, or 

dries our tears, H e does it all w ith  an  am azing  tenderness, alm ost w ith  a sort of  bashful hum ility , like one  w hom  w e  

are lay ing  under  an  obligation  by  accepting  his serv ices at all. T he attentions of  H is love are also  so m inute, that no  

serv ice, or half-service, or transitory in tentions of ours, escape H is divine yet just exaggerations. In  our past life 

there  are thousands of  forgotten  prayers, thousands of resisted  tem ptations; but G od  has forgotten  none of  them . H e  

repays them  w ith  a m indfulness w hich, unless it also aw akens love, can  hardly  fail to  by  our  faith . H e m ust indeed  

desire our love, w ho  tem pts  us w ith  an  eternal rew ard  for a  cup  of cold  w ater given  in  H is nam e. H e repays us also  

variously  and  w ith  a view  to our  tastes and  desires, so as to enhance to each of  us the  value of  our ow n  particu lar 

rew ard . H e  repays us superabundantly . A t first sight it seem s as if  there  w as an  absence  of  all sim ilitude  betw een  the  

service and the rew ard , both in degree and kind. N evertheless there is to H is w isdom an exact and unerring  

proportion in H is recom pense, w hich, w hile the m anner of it is a m ystery to us, is at the sam e tim e an  

encouragem ent to us to love H im  m ore, as if  H e had  affectionately  and  condescendingly  put it in  our  ow n  pow er to  

have as m uch  of  heaven  and  of  H im  as w e please. L ast of  all, throughout the  w hole  proceeding, it is in  reality love, 

and  not serv ices, w hich  H e repays, not the  acts w e do, so m uch  as the spirit in  w hich  w e do  them . C an  w e conceive  

of a m aim er m ore attractive, of an affection m ore w inning, of a solicitude m ore delightfu l, of a gratitude m ore  

touching, of an unselfishness m ore sw eetly reproachful, of a generosity ' m ore overw helm ing, of a m agnificence  

m ore delicate, than  th is dem eanor of  the C reator  tow ards H is creatures? A nd  it is none other than  the C reator, the  

B oundless O cean  of  B eing, the abyss of  unfathom able  perfections, w ho to  the gigantic stretch  of  H is om nipotence  

can  w ed  these ineffable delicacies of m inutest love! A nd  it is to  us that all th is is done, to  us w ho had  no rights to  

begin  w ith , and  w ho have again  and again  forfeited all rights w e could  im agine m ight be ours, to us w ho in our 

secret hearts know  ourselves to be w hat w e are, m ore unspeakably  w icked  than any one of our fellow  creatures 

suspects that w e  can  be  ! A nd  the  love  w hich  is  thus repaid , alas  ! w hat a  m ockery of  love  it is  !

L et us th ink  once m ore of heaven. H ow  cheerfu lly  the  thought of  that bright hom e can hum ble us! W hat 

can  be m ore w onderfu l than  the contrast betw een  m an  paying G od  on  earth , and  G od  paying  m an  in  heaven? W e  

have looked  at m an ’s side in  the last chapter. W e have seen  the m isery and unw orth iness, the scantiness and the  

m eanness, the coldness, the reluctance, the distraction , and  the ungracious delays of  the C reature w ith  the C reator. 

A nd  then  com es death! A  good  death  is one  in  w hich  w e  feel that hitherto  w e  have never done  any good  at all, but in  

w hich  w e seriously , though  w ith  alanning  self-d istm st, in tend, if  w e survive, to  begin  to  do  good. A nd  considering  

the greatness of  G od  and  the  vastness of  our  obligations to  H im , th is is  by no  m eans a  fiction  even  to  the sain ts. W e  

die, and in  dying  w e fall in to  the hands of  H is  justice, and  there, fresh  w onder of creative love! w e find  far m ore  

than  m ercy. O ur guardian angel could scarcely let us in to heaven  if he w ished, w ere he the  judge. T he M other of 

m ercy w ould  have to  borrow  the Sacred  H eart of Jesus, before she could  see th ings as H e sees them , and  aw ard a  

crow n  to  us. If  there  could  be  sham e  in  heaven, how  should  w e  be  overw helm ed  w ith  confusion  appearing  there  w ith  

the  m iserable  tribute  of  our  in terested  love  and  of  our  w isely  selfish  fear!

B ut how  does the C reator, the  K ing  of  kings, receive H is tribute? H e bursts forth  all divinely in to trium ph, 

because a half-converted sinner has condescended to accept H is grace. H e bids the angels rejo ice, and  holds high 

feast through all the em pyrean  heaven, not because H e has evolved som e new  and w onder-stirring system  out of 

nothing , not because H e has called  in to  being  som e m illion-w orlded nebula, and  cast upon  it such  an  effu lgence of 

H is beauty as throw s  all the  rest of  H is creation  in to  the  shade— but because  one  w retched, unw orthy , offensive  m an  

has, after an  im m ense am ount of  divine eloquence and  pleading , consented  to  take the  first step tow ards not being  

dam ned— because one outcast of  hum an  society , w ho  has drunk  his fill of  every vice, has graciously condescended  



for fear of  hell to  accept heaven! T hese are the C reator’s trium phs, these the ovations of  everlasting  and  of  all-w ise  

m ercy. A nd  G od  can  do  nought  unw orthy  of  H im self. H e cannot dem ean  H im self. A basem ent is im possib le to  H im . 

N othing  can  sully  H is incom parable  purity . N othing  can  H e  do  w hich  is not infin itely  w orthy  of  H im , w orthy  of  H is 

pow er. H is w isdom , and H is goodness. A nd  therefore tins trium ph, th is feast of angels, over one sinner that does 

penance, is altogether w orthy  of  the  adorable  m ajesty  of  the  eternally  blessed  G od! O h  w ho  w ould  not w eep  over  the  

w onders of  creative love, m ystery ’ after m ystery , at every turn  giving  out fresh  treasures of  tenderness, com passion , 

and  m agnificence?

W atch  that soul w hich  is now  just entering  heaven. C an  anything  be  m ore am azing  than  the  caresses w hich  

G od  is lav ish ing  upon  it? H eaven  itself  has alm ost grow n  brighter by its entrance, and  the  anthem s of  the  redeem ed  

have sounded  forth  w ith  a  m ore  fu ll sonorous m elody. M aiy  on  her  throne  has  been  filled  w ith  joy , w hile  an  exulting  

thrill of  sym pathy ran through all the angelic m ultitudes. A nd  w hy do  they rejo ice? B ecause there is a new  joy for 

G od, an-other glory for H is com placency to rest on. It is the salvation  of  that soul w hich has  just entered heaven. 

Som e fifty  years of  the fu ll use of  reason  it lived  on  earth . T he  w orld  w as its delight, w ealth  alm ost its idol. It drank  

its fill of  various pleasures, and thought not of  H is goodness out of w hich  they com e. M any tim es the divine law  

cam e across that m an ’s path , and w hen it did . he straightw ay, and w ith  little reflection , transgressed  it. H e loved  

luxury , denied  him self  nothing , and  w as not over-bountifu l to  the  poor. H e  w as surrounded  by com forts, as a city  is 

com passed  by its w alls. H e had  sorrow s  and troubles, w ho has not? B ut they  w ere light and infrequent. T he w orld  

sm iled  upon  its votary '. H e w as popular w ith  Iris fellow s. H e had all that his indolent am bition  cared  to have; and  

best of  all. he w as blessed  w ith  alm ost unbroken health . T here w as at last alm ost the w eariness of  satiety about his 

undeviatingly  prosperous fortune. D isease cam e, and Iris old  joys ceased  to be  joys at all. H e had nothing  then  to  

tem pt him  from  G od. but everyth ing  to  draw  him  nearer to  H im . Fear also , w ith  the  belief  of  hell, w rought strongly  

upon  him ; and  by the help of priest and sacram ent, together w ith  the grace of a sorrow  easily w ithin  reach of his 

faith  and  fear, he put together in  som e ten  days the dregs of  half a century spent in  the service of  the devil and  the  

w orld ; and he has now  gone through  a very circuitous path in  purgatory to heaven to offer G od th is refuse of his 

probation .

A nd  heaven  keeps feast for th is  ! A nd  the great C reator  takes alm ost w ith  avid ity  the leavings of  the  w orld , 

counting for chivalry ’ the  querulous  help lessness of  a sin-enfeebled  soul. T here is not one  w ord  of  reproach, one  look  

of  discontent. C oupled  w ith  H is extraordinary m indfulness of  m inutest serv ices, G od  is seem ingly forgetfu l how  all 

good  is but H is ow n  grace. M oreover. H e is as it w ere blind  to  the  fact that the m an  w as after all doing  w hat w as 

best for him self, and  w hen  he  could  hardly  help  him self, and  even  then  w ith  am azingly  little of  self-indignation  or  of 

righteous zeal. See! H is arm s are round that deathbed  penitent. H e is telling him  the secrets of H is love. H e is 

sealing  for him  w ith  a  Father ’s kiss the etern ity of  his beatitude. T hat m an  w ill lie for ever bathed in  the beautifu l  

light of  the  G odhead!

[footnote: T his im aginary  case, put forw ard  here as a  m ere  theological possib ility , is given  as actual fact in  som e  

of the revelations of  the sain ts. I w ill cite tw o, one a case of contrition and  the other of  attrition , w hich  are exact 

parallels, and easy of access. T he first is the case of L ord Stourton , given  in  R osignoli’s M a r a v ig l i e  d i  D i o  n e l l ’ 

A n i m e  d e l  P u r g a t o r i o , parte I, M araviglia  v. T he second  is the  fam ous revelation  of  the  “L east in  H eaven” m ade to  

St M echtild is, L i b r o  d e l l a  S p i r i tu a l  G r a z i a , lib. i, cap. 51. T his last has before now  played its part in  controversy. 

See Siuri. T h e o l o g i a  P o s i t i v a - D o g m a t i c a  d e  N o v i s s i m i s , T ractatus v, cap. 4, Sect. 55, w here, how ever, the  reference  

to St M echtild is is given  w rongly . From  certain observations I incline to believe that contrition is a com m oner  

deathbed  grace than  attrition . If  th is be so . it is another exam ple of  the w ay in  w hich  the  excesses of G od ’s m ercy  

further the in terests of  H is exceeding  sanctity . W hen  attrition  is given  as a  deathbed  grace it is m ost likely  the result 

of an earnest endeavor after contrition . I cannot fancy a dying sinner, roused  to a sense of sin , try ing only for 

attrition . Still less can  I believe that he  w ould  succeed  in  obtaining  it. T he  very idea seem s to  m e incongruous  w ith  

real earnestness, alm ost an  evidence  of  an  unchanged  heart  w ith  no  honest w ish  to  be  changed. A  large  proportion  of 



deathbed  conversions are cases of  m en  w ho from  untow ard  outw ard  circum stances and  inadequate instruction  have  

their souls for the  first tim e really  roused  to  a sense of  sin  and  a right view  of  G od, w hen  ly ing  on  their  bed  of  death , 

w ith  the  priest by  their sides.]

Is th is credib le? Should  w e  dare  to  believe it, if  it w ere  not of  faith?  O  w onderfu l, w onderfu l G od! of  w hom  

each hour is telling  us som ething  new , m aking prem ature perpetual heaven  in  our hearts! It is an  old  history , that 

love m akes the C reator  seem  to  put H im self  below  H is ow n  creatures: it is an  old  history . yet it surprises  us alm ost 

to tears each  m orning  as w e w ake. So here w e com e to a Servant-G od, like the Incarnate Servant-Savior, Jesus 

C hrist. A nd  yet there are m en  to  w hom  G od  is a  difficu lty  ! T here are m en  w ho  th ink  hard thoughts of  H im , w hose 

only trial of  us is in  the prodig ious excesses of  H is love, w hich  w earies and  outstrips at tim es the slow ness of  our 

faith . O  H eavenly Father! it is the greatness of  T hy goodness  w hich  bew ilders our hum ility by m ocking our know 

ledge of  ourselves; and  that is the  only  difficu lty 7 w e  find  in  T hee. M ay  it grow  still m ore difficu lt, still m ore  bey  ond  

our  grasp , for therein  is our  eternal life!

W hat then  is the conclusion  to  w hich  w e com e about th is repaying  of  our love  by G od? It is sim ply  th is. In  

the first place, H e has m ade H is glory coincide w ith  our  in terests. Secondly . from  a  priv ilege  H e low ers love in to  a  

precept, and  th is one  act is a  com plete  revelation  of  H im self. T hird ly , H e  so  puts our  in terests in to  H is, that it is hard  

to look  at H is in terests only , w ithout  falling  in to  heresy . D o  these conclusions solve  the  five  questions  w e  have  been  

asking? N o! but they lead to the one answ er of all the five; only that, ending as w e began, the answ er is itself a  

m ystery 7. St John  states it; no  one can  explain  it; earth  w ould  be hell w ithout it; purgatory is paradise  because of it; 

w e shall live  upon  it in  heaven, yet never  leam  all that is in  it— G od  is love!

BOOK III

O B J E C T I O N S  C O N S I D E R E D

T he  First C hapter

T H E  E A SIN E SS  O F  SA L V A T IO N

L  ’e s ta t  d e  l a  r e d e m p t io n  v a u t  c e n t  f o i s  m i e u x  q u e  c e l u y  d e  l ’i n n o c e n c e .— St Francis de Sales.

T H E  result of  the  preceding  inquiry has been  at the  very  least to  satisfy us as to  the fact that G od  loves us, and  as to  

the nature and character of H is love. W e have seen  that divine love is at once creative, redeem ing, sanctify ing , 

uncreated , and  w ithout respect of  persons. A s creative it w as not content to  call angels  and  m en  out of  nothing , but it 

constitu ted them  at the  outset in  a state of  grace, w hich  w as not connatural to  them , and  w as in  no  w ay  due  to  their 

nature. A s redeem ing, it pursued m en  w hen  they fell; and  at no  less an  expense than  the Incarnation of O ne of the  

D ivine  Persons, and  w ith  every circum stance of  attraction  and  prodigality, it bought  them  back  again  w hen  they had  

sold them selves as slaves to evil. A s sanctify ing, it is incessant in its visitations of grace, and m arvelous in the  

heights of sanctity  to  w hich  it can  raise those w hom  sin  had  sunk  so low . A s uncreated , it is especially astonish ing  



and adorable, and naturally includes, and  w hile it includes surpasses, all created ties and all diversifies of hum an  

love. A s w ithout respect of  persons, it enables us to  repose our trust, not only on  the all-efficacious pow er of G od, 

but upon  that  beautifu l  justice  and  exquisite  fidelity  w hich  are the  true  foundations  of  our  love.

In  th is love of G od  w e have already passed an  etern ity . In  th is love w e have lived w ithout beginning. H e  

has never seen  H is glorious W ord, but H e has seen  us in  H im , and  the m utual love of  Father and  of Son  from  the  

first has scattered its brightness on  our foreseen  lives. T here is som ething aw ful in  such  enduring  love, som ething  

w hich  overshadow s the spirits of creatures so capricious and  inconstant as ourselves. It frightens us that w e should  

have  been  loved  eternally . A t the sam e tim e w hat m ust be  the necessary efficacy of  an  eternal love? H ere is a  very  

m ine of  golden  consolation . H e w ho  has not ceased  to  love us from  forever, w ill not lightly  w ithdraw  H is love. H e  

w ill not easily surrender to H is enem ies a creature w hom  H e has bom e in H is bosom  like a nurse from  the  

beginning. In to the least of  H is blessings  H e pours an  endless love. T here are no infirm ities w hich  H e disdains, no  

prayers w hich H e disregards. H e cannot love otherw ise than  w ith an  overflow ing  love, rew arding  the m ost triv ial 

actions, canonizing  the  m ost transitory  w ishes, and  placing around  every step of life such  a retinue of  graces, such  

an  attendance of angels, such  an  apparatus of sacram ents, that the self-w ill m ust be strong  indeed  w hich  can  break 

aw ay  from  G od  and  lose  itself.

H e apparently consults our in terests rather than  H is ow n, by m aking  in  reality the last identical w ith  the  

first. H is first thought for sinners is to  m ake repentance easy  and  light, and strange indeed  are the th ings to  w hich  

H is  w isdom  can  persuade  H is  justice, or  H is goodness  bend  H is sanctity . B y  H is  ow n  order  our  liberty  seem s to take  

precedence of  H is law , w hile the  w hole of  creation  is apparently  disposed  for the  convenience  of  our salvation . T he  

increase of th is love depends upon ourselves. O n  th is side the grave w e can have it w hen w e w ill, and there is 

alw ays grace to enable  us to  ask  it and  to  w ill it. T he m ore w e ask  the  m ore H e w ill give, and  reckon  the  obligation  

to  be on  H is side rather than  on  ours. A ll that is w anted of  us is, to  take G od ’s side, to love w hat H e loves, to  hate  

w hat H e  hates, and, to  sum  up  all in  one  w ord, to  belong  to  Jesus C hrist.

T his is a  sum m ary of  the results at w hich  w e have arrived , and  it brings us to  the  conclusion  of  the second  

division  of  our treatise. In  the first w e inquired  w hat it w as to be a  creature and  w hat it w as to have a  C reator, and  

w e saw  that creation  m eant and  only  could  m ean  love. Full of  the  know ledge  w e  had  thus acquired, w e  proceeded  to  

ask  five  questions, concerning  the  principal m ysteries  of  th is divine  love, w hich  from  its eternal hiding-place  in  G od  

cam e in to  sight at creation, and  w e saw  that our  position  as creatures m ade it im portant to  us to  have these questions 

answ ered . B ut it m ay he objected . A ll th is is so m uch  special pleading  for G od. It does not state m an ’s case fairly , 

because it does not state  it com pletely . T here are certain  phenom ena w hich  are practical objections to  th is view , and  

they have hardly  been  considered. T his is w hat m ay  be said . I do not ow n  the  justice of it, because, as I have said  

before, if I understand rightly w hat it is to be a creature, and  w hat it is to have a C reator, I do not see how  the  

creature  can  have any side at all. It appears that G od ’s side is also  the  creature’s side, and  that he can  have no other. 

If  w e im agine  for ourselves an  im m ensely  benevolent despot, in  possession  of the m ost leg itim ate claim s upon  our 

obedience, but bound  by  the rectitude of  his ow n  character, as w ell as by  our rights, to  the exercise of com m utative  

justice, and call him  the C reator, under such a  being  w e should obviously have a side of our ow n, and  a point of 

view  belonging  to us. B ut that is no adequate descrip tion of G od. It is only an  uneasy in tellectual creation  of our 

ow n. B ut, if  there be a chance of gain ing any m ore love for G od  from  the hearts of H is creatures, m ost w illingly  

should w e engage in  the  task  of  m eeting  these objections, the m ore w illingly because the soil to  be  turned up  is so  

rich , concerning , as it does, the C reator’s love of H is creatures, that it w ill bloom  w ith  fresh  and fresh  blossom s 

alm ost before  the  plough  has furrow ed  up  the  surface.

O ur object, how ever, is strictly a practical one. H ence w e are not going to enter in to any of the abstruse  

questions about the orig in  of evil, or the existence of hell, or the perm ission of idolatty , or the eternal destiny of 



those outside  the C hurch. W e are speaking  to  the children  of  the C hurch, and  how ever  dark  such  questions m ay  be 

to  them , or  how ever  w orthy  of  their  m ost vigorous in tellectual research , they  have no  right to  he  practical difficu lties 

to a C atholic in  the pursuit of holiness. Strictly speaking  w e have no right to have any difficu lties at all; for a  

speculative difficu lty can  hardly  becom e a  practical one to m en  w ho  take the  teaching of the C hurch  on  faith ; and  

m en  w ho  do  not— how  shall they  dream  of  attain ing  holiness at all? N evertheless there are som e questions w hich, if 

not w ithout fault of ours, at least w ithout grievous fault, tease and m olest us, and becom e, not unfrequently , 

som etim es  the sources and  at other  tim es the  hotbeds of  tem ptation . O f  these  w e m ay  select three especially , because 

in  handling them  w e shall im plicitly and  indirectly answ er m any m ore. T he first is the difficu lty of salvation; the  

second, the  ultim ate fate of  the great m ultitude of  the  faithfu l; and  the  th ird , the  perplexing  question  of  w orid liness; 

and  these  w ill occupy  th is and  the  tw o  fo llow ing  chapters.

It is objected that all that has been  said  of  the creative love of G od  w ould  lead  to  the conclusion  that it is 

easy  to  be saved, or that if  it is not easy , the  case has not been  stated  in  its entireness. T o  th is objection  it does not 

seem  a  sufficient answ er  to  say , that G od  is not less  good, but that the  aw ful m alice and  corruption  of  m an ’s w ill are  

too strong  even  for H is w ill to save  us. For, though  it is true that G od  cannot both  leave us free and  constrain  us to  

be saved, yet H is redeem ing  love m ight be expected  to m ake such  allow ances for the unhappy degradation of  m an  

by sin , as to  m ake his salvation  not a  w ork  of  m ore than  ordinary  difficu lty . Surely  these allow ances are im plied  in  

the  very  notion  of redem ption . If  heaven  be not easy  of  access, neither its beauty  nor  the generosity  w ith  w hich  it is 

offered are such m otives of love as they w ould  be on  the contrary supposition . T he m ost perfectly satisfactory  

answ er to  the  objection , if  it be  true, is, that salvation  is easy . W e are speaking  only  to  and  of  believers, and  are not 

concerning  ourselves w ith  a  secret w hich  G od  has reserved  for H im self, and  in to  w hich  w e do  not attem pt to  pene

trate  even  by  guesses, because it has no practical bearing  upon  our ow n  sendee of G od. T o a  believer salvation  is 

easy , so easy in  fact that to  each  indiv idual soul in  the C hurch  the  chances are greatly  in  favor of  his salvation . T his 

m ay  not be  true of  him  at any  given  m om ent, as w hen  he  has  just relapsed  in to sin , or  w hen  he  is enfeebled  by  a  long  

w illfu l captiv ity  to sinfu l habits; but looking  at his life as a  w hole, and  considering  th ings in  the long  run , it is true  

that the  chances are greatly  in  favor of  his salvation; and  I have m y  m isgiv ings that I am  even  thus understating  his 

prospects of success. H is life m ust be a life of efforts; but the efforts are easy , easy in  them selves, easy in  their 

auxiliaries, easy  in  both  the  prospect of  a  fu ture and  the  enjoym ent of  a  present rew ard . W hat else is the  m eaning  of 

our  L ord ’s w ords: C om e  to  M e, all you  that labor, and  are  burdened, and  I w ill refresh  you. T ake up  M y  yoke upon  

you. and  learn  of  M e, because  I am  m eek, and  hum ble  of  heart; and  you  shall find  rest to  your souls. For  M y  yoke  is 

sw eet, and  M y  burden  light, [footnote: St M att, xi, 28-29.] O r again , w hat can  be m ore distinct than  the  w ords of St 

John: For th is is the charity  of G od, that w e keep H is com m andm ents; and  H is com m andm ents are not heavy. For 

w hatsoever is bom  of G od overcom eth the w orld ; and th is is the victory  w hich  overcom eth  the w orld , our faith?  

[footnote: St John  v, 3-4 .]

T he first point then  for us to  consider is the  easiness of salvation  in  itself. L et no  one be afraid , that if  the  

affirm ative of  th is proposition  be  proved, it w ill m ake any of  us sluggish  and  indifferent in  the pursuit of  C hristian  

perfection . D ivine tro th  is continually exerting  an  influence and  putting  forth  an  attraction , w hich  baffle  and  deride  

the  guesses and  predictions of  our  hum an  criticism . If  the  view  be  true, it w ill lead  m en  to  love  G od  w ho  do  not love  

H im  now , and  it w ill lead  those w ho  love  H im  already  to  love H im  m ore. It is not the  fear of  hell w hich  draw s m en  

to aim  at perfection , nor is it the am bition  to  be sain ts w hich  buoys them  up through m ortification , w eariness, and  

prayer. It is the  beauty  of  G od, w hich  has touched  them  and  taken  them  captive; and  w hatever  discloses  m ore  of  that 

beauty , w ill be but a stronger attraction enabling  them  to scale higher sum m its. So w hile  our inquiry w ill give us  

sw eet and  hopeful view s of  sinners, it w ill also  hum ble, edify , and  stim ulate  ourselves, if  w e are try ing  to  advance  in  

the  w ays of  G od.



L et us then  trace from  the first the  process  by  w hich  G od  vouchsafes to save a  soul. N ot m any days elapse  

after a  child of C atholic parents is bom . before he is carried to  the  baptism al font. T here by  the alm ost m om entary  

action  of  pouring  w ater in  the  nam e of  the  M ost H oly  and  U ndivided  T rin ity , the child  is regenerated . N othing can  

be m ore easy , or m ore instantaneous. Y et let us consider  all that is involved  in  an  infant’s baptism . N ot only  are the  

eternal consequences of  the fall to  his particu lar soul in  one instant destroyed, but the  child  becom es entitled  to  the  

m ost stupendous priv ileges and  inheritance, w hich  w ould  not have  been  due  to  him  naturally , even  if  A dam  had  not 

fallen. H e is at once raised  to  a  far  higher state than  one of  pure  nature. H e is the  child  of  G od. T he  divine  nature  has 

been  com m unicated  to him  by sanctify ing  grace. E xtraordinary possib ilities of spiritual developm ents and  earnests 

of  everlasting  life have  been  im planted  in  him  by  certain  m ysteriously  infused  habits of  the  theological  virtues, faith , 

hope, and  charity , perhaps of  the other virtues also .* Seven  other supernatural habits, standing in  the sam e relation  

to  the actual im pulses of  the H oly G host as the other infused  habits stand  to  actual grace, and  w hich  bear the  nam e  

of  the G ifts of  the H oly  G host, are  also  infused  in to  him , contain ing  in  them selves  spiritual provisions for  the  greater 

occasions of his life , for Iris m ore in tim ate in tercourse w ith  G od. and. if so be. for the m agnificent operations of 

heroic sanctity '. M eanw hile, if he dies before the use of reason, there is secured  to him  the eternal vision  of G od, 

w ith  all the in tellectual glories of  an  im m ortal spirit, w hose in telligence had  never  been  developed  upon  earth  at all. 

N ow  all th is haste, if  w e m ay  so speak, w ith  w hich  the divine m ercy seizes the  infant’s soul, refusing  to  w ait for his 

consent or  till he can  accept G od's great gift by a rational act of  lus ow n. im plies such  a  determ ined  and  exuberant 

love on  the part of  the C reator, that it is not easily to  be  conceived  that the  rest of  the  process of  salvation  shall not 

partake  of  the sam e character  of  divine  im patience  and  facility .

[footnote: B enedict X IV  ( d e  C a n o n i s a i . , iii. 21) says it is as yet a disputed  point w hether there is at B aptism  an  

infusion of  the m oral virtues together w ith  the theological. St T hom as (1 . 2. qu. 63, art. 3) discusses the question  

w hether any m oral virtues are given  to us by infusion , and  he answ ers it affirm atively , because it is necessary  that 

effects should  correspond  proportionately  to  their causes  and  princip les. (C f. Salm anticenses. i n  c u r s u , iii. tr. ii, disp . 

3.) Scotus, on  the other hand, denies the infusion  of  the m oral virtues ( i n  i i i . s e n t . , dist. xxxvi. qu. unie., art. 3). A  

gloss on  the decree of C lem ent V  in  the council of V ienne gives these opposite opinions, and  the question  of  the  

connection betw een  the habits of the theological and m oral virtues is left open, because of  the authority of those  

doctors w ho do not adm it the infusion of the m oral virtues in infant baptism . See also , the author’s E s s a y  o n  

C a n o n i z a t i o n , pp. 48. 49.]

T he baptized  child , w hen he com es to  tire use of reason, finds him self under a code of law s, the object of 

w hich is to secure his salvation by prescrib ing the conditions on w hich it is to be obtained . T hese are the ten  

com m andm ents  of  G od  and  the six  precepts of  the C hurch. T hey are few  in  num ber and  easy of  observance, at least 

easy under ordinary circum stances; and on  the occasions w hen they are difficu lt, quite m arvelous assistances of 

supernatural grace are  prepared  and  heaped  upon  the  soul. T he  m an  finds him self  in  a  w orld  of  m any  pleasures, and, 

of  these, com paratively few  are sinfu l; and  if  the  w orld  is fu ll of  dangers too . it is alw ays to  be  rem em bered  that the  

fatal enem y  of  the soul, m ortal sin . cannot lie in  am bush  for it or  take it by surprise. Full deliberation  and  advertence 

are necessary to the com m ission of a m ortal sin . W hen w e th ink w ho G od is and ponder H is eternal tru th and  

ineffable sanctity , it m ust be a  w onder to  us that any sin  is venial, that no  num ber of  venial sins can  m ake a  m ortal 

sin . and that no habits of venial sin , how ever inveterate, unw orthy , deliberate, or against special lights, can of 

them selves destroy the soul. It is w onderfu l that a m an can be graciously  visited by the inspirations of the H oly  

Spirit, can  feel assured  in  his ow n  m ind  that such  and  such  practices  or self-denials are  really  the  desire  of  G od  in  his 

case, and  yet be also  sure that those  inspirations  are not in tended  as a law . and  the  resistance of  them  therefore  not a  

sin , though  all w ant of  generosity w ith G od  w ill ultim ately and  indirectly  w ork  its w ay to  sin . Furtherm ore the  con 

dition of the creature seem s to be untru thfu lness. E veryth ing is false around us. fu ll of excuse, pretence, and  



insincerity . Y et falsehood is the  very  opposite of  G od. w ho  is eternal tru th , and  it is equally the  characteristic of  the  

evil one  w hom  our  L ord  H im self  has nam ed  the father of  lies. N evertheless ly ing  is a  venial sin . N o num ber of  lies, 

how ever w illfu l, so long as they are not sins against justice also , can  of them selves destroy the soul. Surely th is 

doctrine is fu ll of  difficu lty .

T he w hole subject of  sin  abounds w ith  tru ths  of  th is descrip tion , w hich  are m ore try ing  to  tire faith  than  the  

m ysteries either of  the H oly T rin ity ' or the E ucharist. T hus the rem ission  of  venial sin , one of  the m ost in teresting  

questions in  the w hole range of theology, appears to be so easy as to be alm ost unconscious, and to be quite as 

incessant as its com m ission . B lessings, holy w ater, other sacram entals, the sign of the cross, the nam e of Jesus, 

passing acts of sorrow , nay, som e have said , any lifting  up  of  the m ind  to G od. and  behold! the guilt of  these sins 

falls from  us like a  w ithered  leaf  from  an  autum nal tree. A nd  w hat hosts of  venial sins, forgotten  and  unrc  periled  of, 

m ay not a m an  possibly  take w ith  him  in to  the next w orld , as m atter for the  fires of  purgatory . and  w liich  can only  

delay , and not prohib it, his entrance in to glory! A ll th is does not look  as if G od  w ere a taskm aster, or as if  heaven  

w ere only for the few . Indeed  the  w ay in  w hich  H e can  show  all tliis len iency and  m ake these singular allow ances  

for our infirm ity , and at the sam e tim e secure purity of heart and real love of H im self, is the m ost astonish ing  

phenom enon  w hich  falls under the observation  of  those w ho  have  to m inister  to  the  consciences of  m en. H ow  m en  

can  be  so  very  good  at the sam e tim e  that they  are so  very  bad, it is not easy  to  explain , w hile  experience  leaves us in  

no  doubt w hatever of  the fact.

W hat is said  of the doctrine of venial sin m ay be said also of the doctrine of in tention . W hat duty could  

seem  m ore sim ple  on  the  part of  a  creature  than  a  perpetual application  of  m ind  and  heart to  liis C reator? W e  are not 

our ow n, and  w e are not left to ourselves. W e are w orking  under our Father's eye. and it is for H im  that w e are  

w orking , and  at H is appointed  w ork. H ence the road  to sanctity is by the  w ay of actual in tentions  for the glory of 

G od. It should  be  eveiyone ’s prim e  occupation to m ake liis in tentions actual. A ll other virtues  w ill com e along  w ith  

th is. Surprising  treasures of  grace w ill be unlocked  to us if  w e attem pt it. T liis one practice w ill turn darkness in to  

light all over our souls, and  no  sinfu l habit, how ever inveterate, can  exist in  the  atm osphere of  tliis m ost glorious of 

all spiritual exercises. Y et does anyone believe  that an  actual in tention  is absolu tely necessary  to  the  goodness  of  an  

action? D oes G od get no glory from  m an ’s free-w ill, except w hen m an there and then in tends it? It m ay be a  

question  how  long  a  virtual in tention  lasts, to  w hat extent it can inform  and  invigorate our actions, and  insinuate a  

supernatural character in to  them , or  w hat am ount of  orig inal in tensity  is required  in  the  m orning 's  in tention  to  give it 

m om entum  enough  to  push  its w ay  through  the crow ded  actions of  an  entire  solar day. A ll these m ay  be  questions. 

B ut no one m aintains that any such  assiduous application  to G od  as is a  notable difficu lty to our infirm  and  easily  

distracted  nature is at all necessary  to  salvation .

Such  are the strange relations in  w hich  our  baptized child  finds him self to his C reator as he  grow s up. and  

life broadens out before him . B ut there are graver m atters still than  venial sins, together w ith  apparently countless 

untru ths, neglect of  inspirations, or  the  paucity of  actual in tentions for G od ’s glory . T here is the question  of  m ortal 

sin . It is a  fearfu l th ing  for the creature to turn  aw ay  w holly from  the C reator, and  w e can  w ell understand how  it 

should at once destroy  the life of  grace in  the soul. G race can  live w ith  any quantity of venial sin . So long  as the  

eclipse of  G od  in  the soul is not to tal, so  long  w ith  am azing  condescension  and  as it w ere  a  blind  love of  souls does 

H e continue  to dw ell w ithin  us. B ut w hen  the eclipse is to tal, w hat can  fo llow  but to tal darkness also? T liis seem s 

inevitable, and  yet it is not so . N otw ithstanding  the horrib le m alice of m ortal sin , as being fu lly perceived and  

deliberately adm itted , the grand gift of faith , that alm ost unfailing pow er of com ing right again , survives the  

com m ission of a m ortal sin . T he life of hope does not becom e extinct; nay, it requires a  fresh , distinct, and m ost 

difficult m ortal sin  to  destroy  that supernatural habit, w hich  gives the soul the  buoyancy  and  elasticity  requisite  to  its 

conversion . N ow  is it quite easy  to  see how  tw o supernatural habits, tw o  heavenly  pow ers, tw o  divine  elem ents, not 



natural to m an, but gratu itously infused  in to him  at B aptism , are not forfeited and  expelled  by  the extinction  of  the  

life of  grace in  the soul by  m ortal sin? G od  is eclipsed  in  the soul; hell has begun  in  it, hell's w orst punishm ent, the  

loss of G od; and  there are tw o celestial virtues preaching in  the darkness still, conspiring  against the reign of evil, 

holding their fortresses w ith m agnanim ous patience, it m aybe for long, long years of siege, and attracting to  

them selves incessant crow ds of  volunteers in  the shape of  actual graces. Is not all th is w onderfu l? Is it com patib le 

w ith  the  theory  that salvation  is difficu lt? Is not m ortal sin  itself, against its w ill, a  new  revelation  of  the  pertinacious  

love of  G od?

B ut m ore still. O f  the  thousands of  souls in  the w orld  today, unhappily im m ersed  in  the  gulfs of  m ortal sin , 

is there one w hom  a w hole m ultitude of  beautifu l actual graces is not soliciting  to  return  to G od? O h  such  pathetic  

invitations to  com e  back  to  H im , such  fair lights of  G od ’s tender  com passion  rid ing  over  the  dark  soul like  the  w hite  

sunbeam s over a  storm y  landscape, such  sw eet rem orses, sharp , but veiy . veiy sw eet, such  cold  sobering  thoughts of 

fu ture punishm ent, such  w ise artfu l alternations of crosses and  consolations, such  lifelike  speakings of dead  books, 

such  barbed  w ords of preachers, such solem n eloquence of the deaths of  those w e love, such a nam eless sensible  

thraldom  of G od and grace and heavenly presences, w liich w e never can shake off— all these, now  w ith a veiy  

clam or of  assaulting  arm ies, now  w ith  low . soft, and  song-like pleadings, are the  forces of  actual grace, w liich  have  

never been draw n off from  before the gates of the heart, how ever long they m ay have been obstinately barred  

against G od  by  a  countless garrison  of  m ortal sins.

B ut the m ost rem arkable feature of  the baptized soul’s position w ith regard to m ortal sin  is the perpetual, 

unlim ited iteration  of  the  sacram ent of  Penance. T hat there should  be such  a sacram ent at all, after  the  com pleteness  

and  m agnificence of  B aptism , is a  m iracle of  divine love. B ut that the Precious B lood  of  the Incarnate W ord  should  

be  alw ays at hand, like a  public  fountain  at a  road-side, open, gratu itous, and  ever flow ing, for  the  convenience  of  all 

passers-by . could  not be  believed, if  the C hurch  did  not assure us of  it. O ur sheer inability ’ to  com prehend  a love so  

great as G od ’s w ould  m ake sim ple N ovatians of  us, if w e had  not the C hurch  to inform  the littleness of our ow n  

conceptions by the m agnificence of her dogm as. Is it easy  to im agine  the m ercy w hich w ill absolve from  different 

m ortal sins the sam e soul perhaps five hundred tim es in  ten  or tw enty ' years, and som e thousands of tim es in  tire 

course of  a long  life? Y et th is is not an  extravagant or fabulous case. T hen  again  th ink of  the com pleteness of  the  

absolu tion . E ach  tim e it destroys the guilt of the sin  com pletely , so that it can never rise again , never bring  back, 

even to the relapsed sinner, its consequences of everlasting punishm ent, w hile at the sam e tim e it w akens to  

vigorous life again m erits that have been  killed  a hundred  tim es  by sin . H ow  special, how  ingenious, how  peculiar, 

how unlike anything hum an is th is process; and yet on reflection how naturally outflow ing from  the divine  

Perfections!

N o kind, no num ber, no duration of sins im pede the facility of absolu tion . Its efficacy is alw ay  s 

instantaneous. T he w ord is spoken, and the w ork is done. B ut w hat is still m ore m arvelous is the little w hich is 

required  for absolu tion , the  ordinary  fidelity of  the confession , the  positive im perfection of  the  sorrow , the  m oderate  

resolu teness of the purpose of am endm ent! Supernatural as all these m ust be, the confession , the sorrow , and  the  

purpose, and  depending  for their  valid ity  on  certain  theological requirem ents, yet are  they not am ong  the  com m onest 

graces in  the C hurch? Is attrition  a  rom antic  flight of  generosity ', or  the  purpose  of  am endm ent akin  to  the  heroism  of 

m arty  rdom ? Surely these requisites for absolu tion  seem  com pletely w ithin  the com pass of our infirm ity . A nd  after 

all it is G od H im self w ho is supplying m ore than half of them  H im self by grace. In tm th th is inquiry in to the  

easiness of salvation  is beginning to fill us w ith fear, because it is carry ing us so far. B ut m ight it not have been  

expected  that as Penance is m ore  troublesom e  than  B aptism , so  each  tim e  that the sacram ent of  Penance is repeated , 

the requisites for absolution m ight have been  increased , that the sinner should have bidden  higher for pardon  after 

every fall, and  that there should  have been  at least so m uch  punishm ent for his relapses as consists  in  an  increase of 



his difficu lties in  w inning  G od  back  to him  again . Y et w e know  that th is is not at all the  case. T he habitual sinner 

and he w ho has once fallen, the sinner of a day and the sinner of half a century— to all, the sim ple requisites for 

absolu tion  rem ain  the  sam e. N ay  even  w here  the confessor  exacts from  the  penitent m ore  convincing  evidence  of  his 

repentance, it is only the confessor's inevitable infirm ity as a creature, and as such  unable to read  the heart; G od  

leaves the  light conditions of  absolu tion  just w hat they  w ere  before. If  all th is w ere not am ong G od ’s daily  m ercies, 

how  inscru table  w ould  it not seem  to us; but w e are obliged w ithout fault of ours to  tread  G od ’s com m on  m ercies 

underfoot, because  V ie has so  profusely strew n  the  w hole  earth  w ith  them , that  there  is not room  to  m ove.

T here still rem ains a debt due  to G od  from  rem itted  sin , a  debt of  tem poral punishm ent. T his m en  m ay  be  

content to  bear, seeing  that salvation  has been  m ade so easy to  them , and  the m alice of  their sins has been  so great. 

B ut G od  w ill not suffer th is. Straight from  the confessional the C hurch  leads her son  in to  the fertile and  exuberant 

region  of Indulgences. T here the Precious B lood  is m ade to flow  even  over the tem poral consequences of  forg iven  

sin . G od  w ould  not stop  at m ere salvation . It is H is w ay  to  overflow  and  to  exceed. T here shall not be  a  disability  in  

the sinner’s path , not a  relic of  his ow n  foolish  covenants w ith  sin , w hich shall be left to  m olest him . N ay  the  relics  

of  sin  shall have a  strange sacram ent to  them selves in  the  E xtrem e  U nction  of  the  dying. B ut even  th is is not enough. 

Souls m ust be saved, and  the saved  m ultip lied , and  the  heavenly  banquet crow ded, even  if  the  constrain ts of  fire  be  

needed  to  anneal the hastier w orks of  grace. T herefore is it that the  vast realm s of  purgatore are lighted  up  w ith  the  

flam es of vindictive love. T hus a huge am ount of im perfect charit} shall bring forth  its thousands and its tens of 

thousands for heaven. R edem ption shall cover the w hole earth , and  be  plentifu l indeed, and  the  very  unw orth iness  

and shortcom ings of the creature shall only still m ore provoke the prodigality of  the B lood of  the C reator. O h  the  

m ercy of those cleansing fires! W hat could have devised them  but a love that w as alm ost beside itself for 

expedients?  Y et even  these fires the sinner can  avoid , if  he please, and  w ithout the  difficu lties of  heroic charity . For 

they shall be  m ade to  cast their  light even  upon  earth  before their tim e, and  the Precious  B lood  shall be  turned  upon  

them  by  Indulgences, and  they shall be  quenched  before their  blistering  tongues have touched  the sinner  s soul. O h  

talk  of  the  difficu lty  of  salvation  after  th is!

A nd  w hat w as divine love doing  w hen  w e last caught a  glim pse  of  it at w ork? A s at first, so at last, there is 

the divine im patience, the divine facility , of  a C reator w ho seem s as if H e could  not do w ithout H is creature. W e  

saw  love, and  it w as  bending  over purgatory , over the  net w hich  w as alm ost  breaking  w ith  the  portentous draught of 

unlikely souls w hich it had taken. M ary w as m oving on her throne; the sain ts w ere filling heaven w ith their 

in tercessions; angels w ere ascending  and  descending  every m om ent: m ass bells w ere ringing  all over the earth , and  

beads being  to ld , and  num berless indulgences sealed in  thousands of  com m unions, and  alm s flow ing  in  to  the  poor, 

and  penances and  pilgrim ages  being  perform ed; for divine  love called loudly on  angels, saints, and  souls of m ortal 

m en, to  do violence to  it, w hile  Jesus supplied  the  m eans in  H is daily  adorable Sacrifice and  the  plentifu l  treasury  of 

H is Precious B lood. O ur last sight of love show ed it to us im patiently shortening  the appointed tim e of those  

suffering  souls, and  heaven  and  earth  astir, as if  som e  great catastrophe  had  happened, because G od  H im self  seem ed  

as if  H e w ished to  cut short by  sw ifter m ercies that last grand  consum m ate invention  of  H is creative love, the quiet, 

unreluctant. beautify ing pains  of  that cleansing  fire!

W hen G od cam e to H is creatures visib ly , H e scandalized them . H is three and th irty years w ere alm ost a  

series of  scandals, taken  by  cold  hearts at w hat appeared  the  very  extravagances of  H is condescension . W hat w onder 

then that a schem e of salvation  so easy , so pliant, so accom m odating , so fu ll of arrangem ent, and so exuberant, 

should be a scandal both  to heretics and  unbelievers? ft is the sam e Jesus w ho  ate w ith  publicans and sinners, w ho  

pleaded  w ith  the Sam aritan  w om an, w ho rew arded  the hum ble  petu lance of  the Sy  ro-Phoenician, w ho  acquitted  the  

w om an  taken  in adultery , w ho absolved  the M agdalene, and w ho carried off w ith H im  as H is first trophy to an  

instantaneous  paradise  the th ief  w ho  hung  upon  the C ross. A nd  shall w e call that process hard , w hile  our  M other  the  



C hurch  is m aligned  all day  long  for representing  it as so  easy and  so  large?

L ook  at G od ’s side  of  the question , and  w hat can  fall upon  us  but utter confusion , perhaps, if  it w ere  not for 

H is grace, utter unbelief? L et us narrow  our  view  to the m ystery of our dearest Savior’ s Passion . C ount it all up, 

m easure it in  its length and  breadth , fathom  its depth , handle it and see w hat it w eighs: then  pray and suffer for a  

w hile, and  count and  m easure and  fathom  and  handle it all again , and  see how  it all has grow n; then  pray and  suffer 

m ore, and  then  repeat the process; and  at the end  of a sain tly life you  w ill have  but a superficial estim ation  of  that 

astonish ing life-g iv ing m ystery '. From  the sacrileg ious com m union  and treachery of Judas to the little garden  of 

G ethsem ane, through  the brook  up  the nigged steep to Jerusalem , through  the halls of A nnas, C aiphas and  Pilate, 

and  the courtyard  of H erod, at the pillar  of  the scourging , in  the  guard  room  of  the  thorny crow ning, along  the  w ay  

of the C ross, up C alvary ', at the nailing  and  the elevation , to  the last cry about the ninth hour— fo llow  the E ternal 

through  th is appalling  dram a, w hich  w as all for you, all one excess of  H is uncontro llab le creative love  to save your 

soul: and then  put by die side of it the requirem ents w hich  are of obligation , our necessary am ount of love and  

w orship  of  H im , the  prescribed  fréquentation  of  the  sacram ents, the  extent of  m anly effort entailed  upon  us. and  w ho  

can  say that salvation  is not easy , easy indeed  to  us. how ever hard  it w as upon  the shoulders of  the Incarnate W ord. 

A nd  then  at last, the B eatific V ision! W as there ever such  a history  ? A nd  yet. sim ple in  her faith , and  confid ing in  

the inborn  beauty  and  celestial charm  of  tru th  to  protect itself, th is is the  G ospel w hich  the  unw earied  C hurch  is now  

boldly proclaim ing to the corrupt populations of the nineteenth century . as if it w ere a C oncordat betw een the  

C reator  and  the  creature.

C an  w e say m ore? O r if  there is m ore to be said , do w e need  to have it said? Y es! N ew  love, m ore love, 

unexpected love of G od— w e alw ays need to know  it. because w e alw ays need to love H im  m ore and m ore. W e  

thought of salvation  as easy in  itself, let us now  look  at it as easy  because  of  its assistances. It appears already as if 

the utm ost allow ance had  been  m ade by G od  for the w eakness and  corruption  of  our nature, so as to put salvation  

w ithin  easy reach  of us. B ut to secure it still m ore. H e has fonned alliances for us w ith  H im self and  the invisib le  

w orld , and prepared a system  of auxiliaries, both outw ard and inw ard , so ingenious and w onderfu l, as to be a  

stum bling-block  to  those  w ho  are not of  the  fo ld .

First and forem ost am ong these, and entering m ore or less in to all of them , is G race, a various, 

supernatural, potent, and  uninterm itting gift, about w hich  enough  has been said  for the present purpose in  the last 

chapter. T here is not a  characteristic either of  it or of  G od ’s w ay  of  giving  it, w hich  does not bear upon  the question  

of the easiness of salvation . L et us then  keep th is in  m ind, as w ell as w hat has just been said  of the easiness of 

salvation in  itself, w hile  w e enum erate som e of  those incredib le aids and consolations w hich  G od has devised to  

m ake still easier w hat w as already so easy  in  itself. W hat C atholic is there  w ho does not know  how  the four great 

w ants, and  duties, and  w orships  w hich  the  creature  ow es to  the C reator, the  petition  of  his infirm ity , the in tercession  

of his brotherly affection , the thanksgiv ing of his startled speechless gratitude, the in telligent joyous 

acknow ledgm ent of G od ’s absolu te dom inion, are supplied to him , w ith an infin ite w orth iness equivalent to the  

w orth  of  the C reator  H im self, in  the  adorable sacrifice of  the  M ass? T he  perpetual R eal Presence of  Jesus w ith  H is 

faithfu l, H is perseverance in  the  obscure  tabernacle, and  H is  frequent B enedictions, w hich  preside  over  the evenings  

of our to ilsom e  days, just as M ass so beautifully  fills the m orning  w ith  its tight and  love, so that it is Jesus all day  

long, courting  our society , and  m ingling  w ith  us w ith  an  in tim acy  w e get to  understand less, and  to  prize  m ore, the  

longer it is vouchsafed— surely th is is enough  to supem aturalize  the w hole w orld , to m ake hard th ings easy , and  

dark  th ings bright, and  throw  an  invisib le arm or round  us w hich  w ill charm  our lives against the w  eapons and  the  

w iles of  hell. B ut w hat shall w e say  of  C om m union?  A ll ideas of  fam iliarity w  ith  G od, of  in tim acy  w ith  the  invisib le  

w orld , of the spiritual union of heavenly love, fail us here. T he creature, trem bling, bashful, eager, backw ard , 

frightened, delighted , is  bidden  to  kneel dow n, and  feed , not figuratively  or  by  faith , but w ith  an  aw ful bodily  reality , 



upon  his incarnate C reator. A nd  th is eating  of  the C reator  by  the creature is the highest act of  w orship  w hich  he can  

perform ! W e need not stay to fo llow  out the m any-fountained  grace of a good C om m union, nor to see how  it 

branches out in to every faculty of the soul, eveiy pow er of the m ind, every ' affection  of the w ill, even delicate  

sensib ility of the conscience, carry ing w ith it secret blessings m ultiform  and m anifo ld , and insinuating  even in to  

flesh  and  blood  and  bone  the  seeds of  a  glorious resurrection . A nd  th is m iraculous feast on  our  very C reator m ay  be. 

and H e loves it to be, our daily bread! A nd th is to us. w ho. if w e rightly appreciate our vileness, should be  

astonished  every m orning  that our  com m on  food  and  clo th ing  w ere  continued  to  us still.

A ll helps m ust seem  little after th is; yet as they are all so m ade fresh  disclosures of  creative love, w e m ust 

not pass them  over. L oneliness is one of the dangers w hich  w e have to fear, because of  the inability of  our  m ortal 

nature  to  cope  w ith  the adverse  forces of  the  invisib le  w orld ; and. to  m eet th is danger, the  provident love  of  G od  has 

given  us our  guardian  angel. E ver at our sides there is a golden  life being  lived . A  princely  spirit is there, w ho sees 

G od and enjoys the bew ildering  splendors of H is face even  there, w here he is. nearer to us than  the lim its of our 

outstretched  am is. A n  unseen  w arfare is raging  round  our steps: but that beautifu l bright spirit lets not so m uch  as 

the  sound  of  it vex  our  ears. H e  fights for us, and  asks no  thanks, but hides his silen t victories, and  continues to  gaze  

on  G od. H is tenderness for us is above all w ords. H is  office w ill last beyond  the grave, unhl at length  it m erges in to  

a still sw eeter tie of som ething like heavenly equality , w hen on  the m orning of the resurrection w e pledge each  

other, in  those  first m om ents, to  an  endless  blessed  love. T ill then  w e shall never  know  from  how  m any dangers he  

has delivered us, nor how  m uch of our salvation is actually due to him . M eanw hile he m erits nothing by the  

solicitudes  of  his office. H e is beyond  the  pow er  of  m eriting, for he has attained  the  sight of  G od. H is  w ork  is sim ply  

a w ork  of love, because his sw eet presence at our side he know s to be a part of G od ’s eternal and creative love  

tow ards our  particu lar soul.

H ow  great a  joy  and  how  real a  support it is in  sorrow , to  have the  prayers of  a sain tly m an! W e can  hardly  

exaggerate the value of  the blessing . T o seek  it is a sign of  predestination . B ut look  up  to heaven! W hat are good  

m en  on  earth  to  the giant spirits there, and  how  m any thousands and  thousands are praying  to  our  good  C reator  that 

w e m ay not m iss of  the happy end of our creation . T here are our patron  sain ts w hose nam es w e bear, the sain ts 

w hom  w e especially love, the sain ts of our order, our vocation , or our country , the sain ts that yvere patrons of  the  

holy souls w hom  w e have liberated  from  purgatory , those  holy souls noyv sain ts as yy  ell: all these are like so m any  

beadsm en  for us  before  the  throne of  the M ost H igh G lassed  in  H im , as in  a  pellucid m irror, they see the  threads of 

our lives w eaving their variously patterned  w eb. T hey  understand the purposes of  G od  upon  us. T hey are am azed  at 

the diversity and suitableness of H is loving artifices and delicately suited  vocations. T hey see the dangers yvhich  

threaten us, the tem ptations w hich penetrate furthest in to us, the graces w hich are yveakest in us, the critical 

m om ents of  life  w hich  peril us; and  as they  see, so  do  they  pray . If  w e could  but rem em ber in  our  struggles yvith  sin , 

how  w e  are  being  backed  before  the  throne  of  G od, w e should  surely spurn  the  tem pter  from  us in  the  exulting  force  

of  our  C hristian  joy  and  the  superhum an  energy  of  the  com m union  of  sain ts.

T he  M other of  G od! In  w hat surpassing  heights is she sublim ely throned! Y et not a  day  passes in  yvhich  she  

does not in terest herself for us. A  thousand tim es and  m ore has she m entioned  our nam es to G od  in  such  a syveet 

persuasive  w ay. that the  H eart of  Jesus sought not to  resist it, though  the  tiring she asked  w ere  very ' great for such  as 

w e are. She has been in  the secret of all the good  th ings w hich have ever happened to us in life. She has our 

predestination at heart far m ore than  w e have ourselves. She is ever m indful of that second m aternity  w hich  dates 

from  C alvary , and  how  w e  cost her  in  the  travail of  her  dolors a  price w hich  has no  fellow  except the sacrifice  of  her 

Son, our  B rother and  our G od. W hat a  light does it not shed  on  life , to  th ink  that the sam e love, the  nam eless love, 

the inexhaustib le love, w herew ith the heart of M ary loved her B lessed Son, is for H is sake and by H is ow n  

com m and  being  poured  out over us th is very hour! W e are liv ing  now  on  earth , dear to heaven, because w e are  



suffused  w ith  its pathetic  splendors. A ngels envy  us a  love  w hich  in  their  case cannot be, as ours is. identical in  kind 

w ith  that w hich  the sin less M other had  for her adorable Son. B ut it is not the poetry of th is thought on  w hich  w e  

need to dw ell, bright revelation  as it is once m ore of G od ’s creative love, but on the real help , the substantial 

support, the  im m ense solid  advantages, the  positive  efficacy , of  th is love  of  M ary in  the m atter  of  our  salvation.

T hen  w e have  the  pow er  of  prayer ourselves. W e dare not dw ell m uch  on  th is. B ut of  how  m any  theological 

controversies is the grace of  prayer the secret and  the key! T he universal grace of  prayer is one of  the sw eetest, as 

w ell as the fu llest, expressions of  the doctrine of  the easiness of  salvation . B ut can  prayer m ean  that G od  w ill give  

up  H is ow n  w ill, and  accom m odate it to ours? A sk, and  you  shall have; seek , and  you  shall find; knock, and  it shall 

be opened unto you. T he fervent prayer of a  just m an  is of great avail. In tellectually speaking, it is very hard to  

believe in  prayer; but let us spend  but one  w eek  in  the  real earnest service of G od  and  the exercise of  a  spiritual life, 

and  the  fact, and  far m ore than  w e ever surm ised  to  be  the  fact, w ill lie  before  us bright beyond  the  brilliance of  any  

hum an  dem onstrations. A ll experience  concurs w ith  G od ’s w ritten  w ord  to  tell us that the  im m utable is changed  by  

prayer. T he sain ts  turn  aside  the  great universal law s of  nature  by  the  blow  of  an  ejaculation . E ven  the  unexpressed  

w ill of  a soul in  union  w ith  G od  is a  pow er w ith  the om nipotent C reator, and  looks like w hat it cannot be, a  lim it to  

H is liberty . A nd  th is is alw ays in  our reach , instant, lightn ing-like, perem ptory , and  efficacious; and  on  its w ay to  

heaven  it unites itself  w ith  the  prayer of  Jesus upon  earth , w ith  the  in tercessions  of  M ary, w ith  the appeals of  all the  

sain ts, and  the  earnest outcries and  entreaties of  the  w ide  m ilitan t C hurch  on  earth , and  thus like  a  beautifu l storm  of 

supplication , like  a  loud-voiced  litany  of  all creation , it breaks round  the  throne of  G od  w ith  m ajestic  pow er, and  the  

echo  is heard in  our  hearts alm ost before  the  inw ard  prayer is breathed, and  the sounds of  blustering  tem ptation  are  

hushed  w ithin , and  the  big  drops of  the  im petuous rain  of grace are falling  th ick and  fast upon  us. ft w ill be  one of  

the  joys of  heaven  to leam  the  secret of  the  pow er of  prayer. B ut now  it is a  great abyss to  the  rocky edge of  w hich  

w e clim b and look over, and all is sonorous darkness, and turn giddy, and recover not our senses until w e kneel 

dow n  and  adore  the  one  only  suprem e, infin itely  lovely , and  unspeakably  adorable  w ill of  G od.

E ven  dead  th ings have a  w izard  life put in to  them , and  help  us on  our road  to  heaven. D um b  tilings have a  

voice, and inanim ate th ings lay strong hands on us. and turn us round to G od. T he Spirit of G od is hiding  

everyw here, so that the w orld  is an  enchanted place, and  all the enchantm ent is for G od. B ooks, serm ons, serv ices, 

scenery , and  the exam ples of  those around  us, sorrow s, joys, hopes, fears, w inds and  w aves, heat and  cold , anim als 

and  plants— strange pow ers are touching them  at unexpected m om ents, and  they electrify  us w ith  thoughts of G od, 

nay often  w ith  keen  contacts of  H is presence. A ll these tilings teach  us one tru th , and  that one tru th  is in  itself an  

am azing  help , that it is the w ill of G od to each  one of us that w e should  be saved eternally . A nd are not all the  

chances blessedly in  favor of  the  accom plishm ent  of  that dear w ill?

W e have already considered  the sacram ents of  B aptism , Penance, and the E ucharist. B ut there are other 

sacram ents w hich  deserve special notice as auxiliaries to us in  tire w ork of our salvation . Just w hen  boyhood  is 

tak ing  us out in to the  w orld , and  w hen the first-fru its of our young  independence are at once so dangerous and so  

dear, the sacram ent of  C onfinnation steps in , seals up  the grace of  our B aptism , fills us w ith  the  one grace w hich  at 

that season  w e need  above all others, the  gift of  fortitude, tries to  be  beforehand  w ith  the  w orld , and  enrolls  us in  the  

actual m ilitia  of  G od, so  that, in  addition  to  our  form er character of  H is sons, w e have now  the  further character of 

being  H is sold iers, and  are  placed  in  a  peculiar  w ay  under  the light, the  guidance, and  the  love  of  the  T hird  Person  of 

the  M ost H oly  T rin ity. N othing  can  be  m ore  opportune  or m ore  com plete  than  th is sacram ent of  force.

T here are few  sources of grace in  life m ore plentifu l than  m arriage, both  because of  the abundance of  its 

joys, and  also because of  its innum erable retinue of  trials. It m akes or m ars the happiness of  the m ajority of m en, 

and  it is one  of  the m ost active pow ers on  earth  in  fostering or in  frustrating  the w ork  of G od  w ithin  the soul. N ow  

that w e are used  to the thought, it seem s m ore natural and  fitting  that our L ord should have exalted  th is dom estic 



contract to the exceeding dignity of a C hristian sacram ent. Y et, beforehand, w ho w ould have dream ed  of such a  

th ing? Possib ly the souls are countless w hom  th is  very sacram ent has saved, and  w hom  that state of  life w ould  have  

been  m ore likely  to  m in  than  to save, had  it not been  for its sacram ental grace. In  no  respect does relig ion  so  boldly  

encroach  upon  the  w orld  as in  m aking m arriage a  sacram ent; it is alm ost the  longest reach  and  the  m ost determ ined  

grasp  of  our  sw eet Savior’s arm , w hen  H e  w as bent to  rescue  H is dear souls from  the  fiery  ordeal of  the  w orld .

D eath  too , w ith  its unknow n  necessities, m ust have a  sacram ent w hich  it can  call its ow n, as w ell to  fin ish  

the dem olition of sin , as to anoint the  failing  w arrior w ith  a heavenly unguent for his last dire com bat, and  enable  

him  in  defiance of  earth ly  calculations  to  elude the  hold  w hich  the  unseen  pow ers of  evil lay  upon  him  in  that hour. 

If  w e ever need  help , w ill it not be  in  that dreadful agony; for neither love nor  earth ly  pow er can  help  us then? W ith  

m any, doubtless, the  battle has gone hard , though  they w ho stood  around  neither heard nor saw  the m ortal w restle, 

and w ith  m any it w as the secret strength of that holy oil, the hidden operation of that sacram ental grace, w hich  

turned the scale, and  consigned  to  the G ood Shepherd ’s arm  that sheep w hich  is now  H is ow n  for ever. M ust not 

G od  m ean  us to  be saved, w hen  there  is not a  conjuncture in  our  fortune, not a  w inding  in  the road  of  life , but at the  

turn  w e find  H im  w aiting  w ith  som e strange  beautifu l invention  of  love, the  very m echanism  of  w hich  none  but an  

a ll-w ise artist could  have  contrived?

T he supernatural pow er, w hich  G od  confers upon  virtuous actions, is also  a  rem arkable assistance to  us in  

the w ork of our salvation . It is like adding  pow er a hundredfold  to the m achines and  tools of the m echanic. H ere  

again  G od  does not look  to  the  im portance  or solem nity of  the  action , but to  the  purity  of  in tention  w ith  w hich  it is 

perform ed. E ach  pious act, how ever triv ial, has three supernatural forces bestow ed  upon  it. T here is, first of  all, the  

force of im pétration  by  w hich, even  w hile  w e are unconscious and  forgetfu l of it, our prayers acquire a  new  vigor 

and  exercise a  greater influence over the adorable w ill of G od. W hen  w e consider how  m uch  w e w ant from  H im , 

and  how  alm ost our w hole life m ust needs be spent in  the attitude of  petition , even  w hen  w e are not form ally and  

directly  praying , w hen  w e  reflect how  our  veiy  vileness is an  incessant supplication  to  the  greatness of  our C reator, 

w e shall see how  th is m ysterious pow er of im pétration , hung  upon  our lives, m ust aid  us in  attain ing heaven. O f 

ourselves it w ould  seem  as if  w e w ere the  m ost unlikely creatures to  be  heard , relapsed  rebels against the  m ajesty of 

G od, and even  w hen  w e return  to our duty , surrendering  only on  jealous conditions, and  w ith  a  hundred  m ean  re

serves. B ut th is  pow er of  im pétration  m akes  us really  w orthy  to  be  heard , and  is a  sort of  invisib le  beauty  glow ing  in  

our  lives on  earth , anticipating  that consum m ate loveliness  w hich  gives tire in terceding  sain ts such  pow er in  heaven.

N ot less w onderfu l is the  pow er of m eriting  w hich  grace com m unicates to  our good  w orks, as though  the  

H eart of Jesus w ere supposed  to anim ate each one of them , and the infin ite w orth  of H is Precious B lood w ere  

secretly  fo lded  up  w ithin  them . W e have seen  how  m agnificent the  rew ards of  heaven  are, and  yet one obscure and  

m om entary  good  w ork, fu ll of  the  love of G od, and  fair  to  look  at because of  the  purity  of its in tention , has only  to  

settle but for one instant upon the cross of C hrist and thence w ing its w ay to heaven, w here its m erit has such 

transcending  pow er as to  pass the  guards and  open  the gates of  the  citadel of  the  K ing  of kings. See then  in  w hat a  

condition  th is places us as regards our salvation . E arth  is strew n  so th ickly w ith  the m aterials of m eriting , that all 

day  long  w e have nothing  to do  but to  gather them  up  in  arm fuls, as the poor gather firew ood  in  the  forest, and  even  

w ith  less to il than  theirs. G race is superabundant and  incessant and  universal. W e can  hardly  get out of  the  w ay  of  it, 

if w e are perverse enough  to try . T he process of touching our m aterials w ith  tliis heavenly grace is so easy and  

sim ple, that  by  use  it becom es alm ost natural to  us, and  except for  the  w arm  feeling  of  love in  our  hearts, w e should , 

in  the  great m ultitude  of  our  actions, be alm ost unconscious of  the  process. So  that, from  our w aking  in  the m orning  

till our  falling  asleep at night, w e are throw ing  up  the m erest dust and  ashes of earth  to heaven, and  it is stronger 

than  the  law s of  its ow n  m aterial vileness, and  rises th ither, and  is put in to the divine  treasury  as the purest gold  of 

C hristian  m erit.



B ut  there  is yet another m ysterious  pow er  infused  by  grace  in to  our  actions, the  pow er  of  satisfaction . A las! 

our sins are both  tall and  broad, and  their m alice deep and  fearfu l, w hile  the  justice of G od  is sparkling  in to lerably  

and  flashing w ith  angry splendor in  the  light of  H is  jealous and  exacting sanctity . W e have need  to  be calling  every  

hour  on  the  atoning  B lood  of  Jesus; for nothing  short of  that can  satisfy  for the  guilt of  sins to  w hich  eternal death  is 

due. B ut through  the m erits of  that sam e dear Savior our ow n  hum blest actions can  appease  the w rath of G od, can  

give H im  real substantial satisfaction , can atone for the tem poral punishm ents in store for our sinfu l past, and  

constrain, O  w ith  such  beautifu l constraint! even  H is  justice  to  give  us orders on  the  treasury of H is com passion . It 

w ould  have been  indeed  a  huge m ercy, and  to our  un-illum ined sense a perfectly inexplicable one, had  our C reator 

been  pleased  to let our w orks of  penance, our aching  fasts, our cold  vigils, our burning  discip lines, satisfy in  som e  

degree the claim s of H is high  justice. B ut that w e should be allow ed to steep the slightest of our ordinary  

inconveniences, the  trouble of  getting  up  in  the  m orning, the  coldness of  the  east w ind, the heat of  the sum m er sun, 

or the  insignificant self-denial of  a  kind  action— that w e should  be  allow ed  to steep  these th ings in  the  B lood  of  the  

Incarnate W ord, and m ake them  strong, vigorous, and heaven-reaching satisfactions for our sins, is m arvelous 

indeed. W hat then  shall w e  say  to  the  love  w hich  has m ade all our  C hristian  actions, even  those in  w hich  there  is no  

inconvenience at all, nay, still m ore, even  those w hich  are pleasures and  priv ileges, such  as M ass, and  B enediction , 

and giving alm s, and m aking the sign of the cross, and reading the lives of the sain ts, in to solem n, serious, and  

efficacious  satisfactions for our  sins? Surely such  a  love as th is, busy, inventive, ubiquitous, m ust be  bent on  saving  

us, and  on  saving  us as nearly  against our  w ills, as can  be  w ith  our  w ills still free?

B ut H e does m ore. T he pow er of im pétration gives us influence over H im  for others as w ell as for 

ourselves. W e  can  thus obtain  gifts  for  them , w hich  w e  could  not give  ourselves. T he  pow er  of  m eriting is a  personal 

priv ilege. O ur m erits are our ow n; they cannot belong  to another. T he glory of  heaven  is inexhaustib le, so  that w e  

m ay go on  m ultip ly ing  our m erits, like our B lessed L ady, and  yet w e shall not drain  the rew ards of heaven. B ut 

strange  to  say  ! w e  m ay  do  m ore  than  satisfy  the  justice  of  G od  for  the  tem poral punishm ent of  our  ow n  sins, w hether 

that punishm ent consists of  the  w ithdraw al of  the  graces of  repentance, or  of  the  sorrow s and  calam ities of  life , or  of  

the  active fires of  purgatory . W e m ay have satisfactions  to  spare, satisfactions w hich  m ay  go  in to  the  treasury  of  the  

C hurch  and  supply m aterials for fu ture indulgences, satisfactions  w hich  w e m ay at once  transfer  to  others, and  G od  

at once accepts the  transfer, and  bestow s the  grace, w ithholds the  punishm ent, or  alleviates  the suffering , as the case  

m ay  be. N ay, if  H e  w ill, H e allow s  us to  alienate  the satisfactions w hich  w e really need  ourselves, and  bestow  them  

upon  others, as an  exercise  of  heroic charity  tow ards our  fellow s, or  of  disin terested  generosity tow ards H is glory; so  

that w e m ay not only save ourselves, but help H im  also  in  H is grand labor of saving  the w orld w hich H e created  

w ithout any  labor at all. H e m ultip lies saviors, by  m aking  us saviors ourselves, at the  very m om ent w hen  H e is also  

m ultip ly ing for  us  the  m eans  by  w hich  w e  are  the  m ore  easily  to  save ourselves.

B ut there is still a  fin ish ing  stroke left to  perfect th is w ork  of divinest art. T here is w hat theologians call 

satispassion . In  other  w ords, for C hrist’s sake,* and  because nothing  about m en  can escape the  universal contagion  

of H is redeem ing grace, there is in m ere suffering , in  the sim ple pressure of pain , in  the sheer tortures of m ental 

anguish , in  the  very  w eight of  labor  and  w eariness of  endurance, a secret underground  virtue w hich  is not w ithout  its 

ow n  peculiar acceptableness to  die  justice  of  G od. [footnote: It is not m eant here that there  is not satispassion  in  the  

sufferings of  those w ho are not in  a  state of  grace, or indeed  of  the  heathen. Y et even  th is m ay  be  in  som e w ay for 

C hrist’s sake, and  because of  the incarnation .] ft is not that H e loves to see H is creatures suffer, it is not that H is 

glory can feed itself on m ere torm ents, w hich are but irregularities w e have brought in to H is glad creation , and  

form ed no part in the prim eval plan of H im  w ho is H im self an uncreated ocean  of  joy . a glorious abyss of un 

utterable  beatitudes. H is love gives an  inw ard  dignity  even  to  the m ost inevitable suffering  of  the creature. W ho  can  

doubt that it is because  of  C hrist, and  the  lum inous shadow  of  H is redeem ing  Passion  w hich  falls w ith  a  soft light  on  



every hum an w oe and m ortal pain , and so m ellow s them  in to that beautifu l landscape of earth  w hich G od once  

looked  at and  blessed  for its exceeding  loveliness? T hus H e, w ho  m ade M ary m erit even  w hile she slept, com m uni

cates to us w retched sinners som e fain t sim ilitude of that astonish ing priv ilege. E ven  w hile w e are concentrated in  

our sufferings, w hile pain  absorbs us in  itself or else distracts us by its vehem ence, som e sort of  dum b  sacrifice to  

the  justice  of  our C reator  is rising  up  from  our  clouded  m inds, as if  our  bed  of  pain  w ere  an  altar  to  H is purity , or  our 

broken  heart gave out a  fain t odor  of  C hrist, or  our  aching  lim b  w ere  as cinnam on  burning  in  the  fire.

T hus it is that divine love fo llow s us everyw here w ith  helps to  our salvation . T hus it is that G od ’s blessed  

w ill that w e should all be saved  bears dow n  upon  us w ith  alm ost a  tyranny of goodness, in  order that w e m ay not 

escape H is eternal com pany in  heaven. D ow n to teaching us how  to m ake virtues of our necessities, dow n to the  

acceptance of  the alm ost unreasonable  sacrifice of satispassion . th is w ill of  G od  for our salvation  persecutes us w ith  

the prodigality ' of its gifts. W hy is it then  that so m any C hristians go w rong and  fail, so m any m ore at least than  

ought to  fail, even  granting  that all w ho  fail are  but com paratively  few ? Is the  difficu lty of  salvation  the  only  answ er  

to th is m elancholy fact? H ave w e not seen  w ith  our ow n  eyes that it is not difficu lt? D oes not experience  teach  us  

w ith  children , and  w e are as children  before G od, nay, does it not teach  us w ith  w ise grow n-up  m en. that there are  

easy  th ings in  w hich  disobedience w ill not obey? T he facility of  a  th ing  is som etim es a  tem ptation  to disobedience. 

So it w ill occasionally com e across us in  our m editations  that G od  does H im self  an  in jm y  by  all th is prodigality  of 

H is love, that H e m akes H im self too com m on, that H e does not sufficiently stand  upon  H is dignity , that H e m ay  

m iss of  H is end  by  the  m ere eagerness w ith  w hich  H e pursues it, that H e m ay  ham per and  em barrass generous souls 

w ho  w ould  run  m ore freely  if  they  w ere less encum bered  w ith  help , that H is exuberance m ay  be  on  the  one hand  a  

tem ptation  to unbelief, and on  the other an allurem ent to presum ption . W e know  such thoughts are sins, if w e  

deliberately entertain  them ; and  w hen  w e do not entertain  them , then  they are the broken  foolish  incoherent speech  

of m en  in toxicated  w ith  the  w ine of G od ’s love, w hose  very  babblings tell w hat is w orking  in  their souls, and  how  

the  excesses of  H is goodness are perplexing  them . H e  know s  best; and  w e know  H im  sufficiently  w ell to  be  assured  

that not one artifice of  H is com passion  could  be spared  w ithout the sacrifice of  a  m ultitude of  souls, w ho  are saved  

just by  that one  th ing , that single special contrivance  of  creative  love.

If there are C hristians w ho w ill not m editate upon  eternal th ings, nor use the sam e ru les of patience and  

discretion  in  the  m atter of  salvation, w hich  they  use in  tem poral affairs, or if  there  are  any w ho  let evil habits m aster 

them , or  if  by  a  special w ile  of  Satan  they  w ill not let them selves be  brought  w ithin  the  influence of  a  priest, it is not 

because  salvation  is not easy , but because  they  w ill not com ply  w ith  its  indulgent requisitions. Som e  m en  speak  as if 

salvation  could  not be easy , unless it actually destroyed  free-w ill, and carried  them  off to heaven  by force. Y et in  

reality the love of G od  goes as near to  th is as it can  do consistently w ith  free-w ill, so near that none  but H e could  

have gone so near, and  yet avoided  the destruction of it. W hat is it w e w ould  have? O ur benignant C reator has 

bew ildered us w ith the rapid , in tricate, enorm ous m achinery of H is love. H e has not only outstripped our 

im agination , H e  has tried  our  faith . W hat m ore could  w e desire?

B ut salvation  is not only easy in  itself and  because of its helps; it is easy also because it is our in terest. 

W hat in terests us is by a law  of our nature easy , and nothing in terests us so m uch as a th ing in  w hich our ow n  

w elfare is m anifestly and  deeply involved. T his w ill becom e evident to us if  w e com pare the pleasures of sin  w ith  

the pleasures of a state of grace. T he pleasures of sin  are not lasting . T he fires go out for w ant of  fuel. T hey only  

burnt brightly  and sw iftly at first because it w as but dry w eeds, thorns, and  th istles, w hich supplied  them . T here is 

also a  w ant of continuity ' in  sinfu l pleasures. Sin  is not pleasant to look  back  upon, as a good  action  is. It lives in  

excitem ent and  m oral in toxication . Its very  vehem ence m akes it subject to  relapses.

Som ehow  also the pleasure of sin w astes and devastates the spirit; it blights our hum an affections; it 

scorches places in our hearts w here green  tilings w ere w ont to grow , and unlike C hristian suffering , it does not 



fertilize hereafter w hat it is burning now . It leaves behind it rem orse w hich m akes our w hole life ache, and  

w eariness w hich  turns the  very sunshine  in to  a  burden, ft causes  us  to  be  peevish  both  w ith  ourselves and  others; and 

to a peevish m an  Iris ow n  com pany is m ore ted ious than  w ords can  tell. A t last bodily health  fails, and  our spirits  

give  w ay  beneath  us; for sin  is the tw in  brother  of  sickness. W orldly  m isfortune  not seldom  supervenes: and  the  loss 

of  the respect of others is one of  those losses w hich  are alm ost inevitable to the sinfu l m an. M ost sinners also are  

am bitious  in  their ow n  line, and  they  are cram ped  even  in  their  m eans of  sinning; they  cannot  fu lfil their ow n  dream s 

of  profligacy , nor sin  upon  the  grand scale w hich  they in tended. Pain  and  sickness, w hich  are alw ays hard to  bear, 

are desperately in tolerable  to  a  m an  w ho  is not in  a  state of  grace. T hey  involve  loss of  tim e, w aste of  life , dim inu 

tion  of  pleasures, w hen all is so fleeting , and  sin  so longs to catch each  m om ent as it flies. M oreover, they are so  

unm eaning, or  w hat is w orse, so  purely  penal to  the  w icked m an. T hen  there is the slavish  dread  of  death , or w hat is 

hardly a less sickening m isery ', the w ild forced unbelief of the etern ity w hich is beyond. In a w ord, a dow nright 

habitual sinner is in  the long  run  neither loved  nor loving; and  if  he does not lose the present w orld  altogether, as 

w ell as the  w orld  w hich  is to  com e, it is because the  justice of his C reator  pays him  here for such  natural kindliness 

and  m oral respectability ' as he  m ay  have show n.

N ow  contrast all th is w ith  the delight of  being  in  a  state of  grace. Is there any  earth ly  joy  like the sense of 

pardon? H ow  deep it goes dow n  in to our nature, unlocking such secret fountains of  tears as w ere far beyond the  

reach  of  ordinary hopes and  fears! T here is also a satisfy ingness about it, w hich  seldom  accom panies other  joys. A  

void  is filled  up  in  our hearts, w hich  had  ached  before. Peace com es w here before  there w as a trouble of  uncertain  

fears, and  love aw akens w ith  a  keener, fresher  appetite  for its obedient w ork  for G od. in  prosperity , in  adversity , in  

the love of others, in  the enm ity of others, in  hard  w ork, in  old age, in sickness, and in  death , the state of grace  

seem s  just to  add  w hat w as needed, to  supply that very  th ing  the  absence  of  w hich  w as regretted , to  throw  light upon  

the darkness, or to subdue the glare, to level the rocks or fill in the sunken  places, to drain  w hat w as m arshy or 

irrigate w hat w as dry . It has shed  upon  the  w hole  of  life repose, plenitude, satisfaction , contentm ent, ft has positively  

given  us th is w orld , w hile it w as in  the act of  transferring  to  us the other. A nd  is not salvation  easy , w hen  it is our 

ow n  present in terest, our  im m ediate rew ard , and  dow nright earth ly happiness  to  boot?

I do not th ink that if w e kept in  view  the perfections of G od, w e should  venture to believe, unless the  

C hurch  taught us, that there  w as in  creation  such  a  place as hell. W hen  it has been  revealed  to  us w e can  perceive, 

not only  its reasonableness, but also  how  adm irably  it is in  keeping  w ith  the  various attributes of G od, and, not least 

of all, w ith  the exquisiteness of  H is m ercy. T here is an  aw ful beauty about that kingdom  of eternal chastisem ent; 

there is a shadow  cast upon its fires, w hich w e adm ire even w hile w e trem ble, the shadow  of the gigantic  

proportions  of  a  justice  w hich  is om nipotent; there  is an  austere grandeur about the  equity  of  G od ’s vindictive  w rath , 

w hich  m akes  us nestle  closer  to  H im  in  love, even  w hile w e shudder at the  vision . B ut to  us  w ho  live and  strive, w ho  

have grace  given  us and  yet have  the  pow er  of  resisting  it. w ho  have room  for  penance  but are liab le  to  relapse, w ho  

are right now  but can at any tim e go w rong— w ho can  doubt that hell is a pure m ercy, a thrilling  adm onition , a  

solem n  passage in  G od ’s pathetic  eloquence, pleading  w ith  us to save  our souls and  to  go  to  H im  in  heaven? T here  

is no class of  C hristians to  w hom  hell is not an  assistance. T he conversion of  a sim rer is never com plete  w ithout the  

fear of hell. O therw ise the w ork  cam rot be depended  on. It has a flaw  in  its orig in , a  seed  of  decay in  its veiy root, ft 

is unstable and  insecure. It is short-lived  and  unpersevering , like the seed  in  our Savior's parable  w hich  fell upon  a  

rock , sprang up  for a season, and  then  w ithered aw ay. H ell teaches us G od, w hen  w e are too gross to learn  H im  

otherw ise, ft lights up  the depths of  sin ’s m alignity , that w e m ay look  dow n  and  trem ble, and  grow  w ise. Its fires 

turn  to  w ater, and  quench  the  fiery  darts of  the  tem pter. T hey  rage  around  us, so  that w e dare not rise  up  from  prayer. 

T hey fo llow  us, like the m any-tongued  pursuing flam es of a  burning  prairie, and drive us sw iftly on, and out of 

b reath , along  the  path  of G od ’s com m andm ents. O  hell! thou  desolate  creation  of  eternal justice! w ho ever thought 



of  finding  a  friend  in  thee?

E ven  to  those aim ing  at perfection  the  thought of  hell is an  im m ense  assistance. T he com m on  th ings of  the  

faith are in reality far above all the high lights of the sain ts. T here is no grow ing  out of or beyond  the ordinary  

m otives and old tru ths of the faith even  for those w ho are m ost highly advanced, or are practicing  the m ost dis

in terested love. T here is no habitual state in w hich the spiritual life can rest and stay itself up in those th in  

atm ospheres. B esides w liich . there can  be no  bounds safely set to  the self-d istrust w hich  the greatest sain ts should  

have, and are the m ost likely  to have, of them selves. T liis being so , it is extrem ely desirable that even  those w ho  

w alk  by love and  are aim ing at perfection  should  bring  frequently  before  their m inds the  judgm ents of G od  in  the  

terrific seventies of  hell. T here are tim es w hen  w e fain t and  are inclined to relax  our  upw ard  strain ing , our c lim bing  

of the steep m ountain  of G od. Spiritual sw eetness and  periodical absences of  tem ptation  often unnerve us for fresh  

attacks of  the  evil one. W e com e  to  do  tilings in  a  slovenly  and  rem iss w ay  from  long  habit. W hile  w e  grow  in  m erits 

w e are getting hugely in to debt to the greatness and m ultitude of G od ’s m ercies, and th is at tim es unsobers us. 

M oreover, sanctity cannot grow , unless there be also a grow ing appreciation  of the possib le extrem ities of G od ’s 

justice. N either is it an  uncom m on delusion  to th ink  that w e are beyond the fears and im pressions of the senses, 

though  our softness in  m ortification  ought to  teach  us better. N ext to  a vciy clear and  penetrating  contem plation of 

the attributes of G od. nothing  enables us to get a true hatred of sin m ore than the horrib le nature of its eternal 

punishm ents. In  all these conjunctures the frequent thought of hell is nothing  less than an im pulse heaven-w ards. 

T he false delicacy of m odem  tim es in  keeping  back  the scaring  im ages of  hell, w hile in  the case of children  it has 

often  m arred  a  w hole education , is a  form idable  danger  to  the  sanctity  as w ell as to  the  faith  of  m en.

If  the  terrors of  the  L ord  contribute  largely  to  the  easiness of  salvation , the  attractiveness of  H is rew ards has 

also saved its thousands and  its tens of  thousands. It is hard  to disentangle the influence of  the  thought of  heaven  

from  the  purity of  disin terested  love, and  it is m ost undesirable even  to  attem pt it. W e w ant som ething  to  put out the  

beautifu l light of earth , and  to sully its fair shin ing . W e need a disenchanting  pow er in  the m idst of a creation so  

lovely , w inning, and  specially alluring  to our ow n  particu lar selves, lest it should rob  us of our hearts and  leave us  

nothing  to give to G od. W e covet som e unfading  ideal so to  possess our souls, that w e m ay w alk  the w orld in  the  

pure cold  chastity  of  perfect detachm ent, so  that G od  m ay  be our  all. T he com scations of  H is throne  are som etim es  

too blinding to our eyes. T hat lofty region of perpetual thunders w ill som etim es stun us, w hen littleness and  

im perfection  have unstrung  our spiritual nen  es. If w e see G od now  through  a glass darkly , som etim es it m ust be  

through m any earth-tin ted glasses that our w eak eyes m ust look at H im . H ence the need to us of fam iliarizing  

ourselves w ith all that the schools teach  us of the  joys of heaven. H ence the pow er w liich  a sim ple soul acquires  

from  reposing  even  on  the undeveloped  thought of  the greatness of  his C reator’s recom pense. A nd  w hat are all the  

joys of heaven, but the accidents, the corollaries, the overflow s, of  the radiant B eatific V ision? So that pure love  

m ingles w ith  our blam eless thoughts of  self, and  heaven  is already a  pow er on  earth  draw ing  us w ith  m agnetic  force  

in to the spheres of its ow n  abounding  light; and  w hat is heaven  but the locality  w e give to that dear gloiy of our 

incom prehensib le  and  om nipresent Father, in  w  hose em brace w e  long  to  hide  ourselves for  very love?

I conclude  therefore that G od  is bent on  saving  us. that salvation  is easy in  itself, easy because of  its helps, 

easy because of the terrors of being lost, and easy because of the attractiveness of its ow n rew ards. T his is m y  

answ er to those w  ho object to the picture I have draw n  of G od's creative love, ft is founded upon  com m on tru ths  

w liich  everybody  know s, tru ths  w liich  strike  us the  m ore, the  m ore  by assiduous contem plation  of  H is attributes w e  

com e to know  the G od  to w hom  w e belong. It is draw n  from  the distinct statem ents of Scrip ture. It is in  harm ony  

w ith  the  teaching  of  the  sain ts. It is the  doctrine  m ost fu ll of  consolation  for creatures. It is the  belief  m ost honorable  

to  the C reator.



T he Second  C hapter

T H E  G R E A T  M A SS  O F  B E L IE V E R S

O  I s r a e l !  q u a m  m a g n a  e s t  d o m u s  D e i .— B aruch.

IT  is sw eet to  th ink  of  the  w eb  of  love  w hich  G od  is hourly  w eaving  round  every soul H e  has created  on  the  earth . If 

w e  bring  the  w orld  before us  w ith  all its picturesque  geography, the  m any indentations  of  its coasts, the  long  courses 

of its fertile rivers, its outspread plains, its w ide forests, its blue m ountain chains, its arom atic islands, and its 

verdant archipelagos, it enlarges the heart to th ink  how  round  every soul of m an  G od  is w eaving  that w eb of  love. 

T he  busy  E uropean, the silen t O riental, the  venturous A m erican , the  gross H ottento t, the  bew ildered  A ustralian , the  

dark-souled  M alay— H e com es to all. H e has H is ow n w ay w ith each; but w ith all it is a w ay of tenderness, 

forbearance, and lav ish  generosity . T he variety  of  their circum stances, and  those are w ell-n igh  num berless, are not 

so m any as the  varieties of  H is sedulous affection . T he biography of  each  of  those souls is a  m iraculous history  of 

G od's goodness. If  w e could  read  them , as probably the B lessed  can, they  w ould  teach  us alm ost a  new  science of 

G od, so  w onderfu lly and  inexhaustib ly  w ould  they  illum inate  H is different perfections. W e should  see H im  w inding  

invisib le threads of  light and  love even  round  the ferocious idolater. W e should  behold  H im  dealing  w ith  cases of 

the  m ost brutal w ickedness, the m ost fanatical delusion , the  m ost sto lid  insensib ility , and, even  for these, arranging  

all th ings w ith  the exquisite delicacy of creative love. B ut so astonishing , so overw helm ing  is the flood  of divine  

light, such  and  so  vast the  very  ocean  of  eternal predilection , w hich  H e has poured  upon  H is C hurch, that all outside 

looks like utter darkness because of the dazzling excess of her m agnificence. T his blinds  us so that w e cannot see  

how  w hat looks so  dark  to  us is after  all a  tm e light, lightening  every  m an  that com es in to  the  w orld .

L et us turn  our  thoughts then  to  the  C hurch. W hat a  com fort it is to  th ink  of  the  vastness of  the  C hurch, and  

of  her holiness! T here is the  incessant action  of  those m ighty sacram ents, and  the w hole  planet transfigured  w ith  the  

daily  M ass. T here is all heaven  busy, as if  tim e w ere too short for it, w ith  a  hundred  occupations for each  C hristian  

soul, set in m otion at that soul’s request, or self-m oved  by gratuitous love and pity . M ary, angels, sain ts, and  

suffering  souls in  purgatory , all are hard  at w ork. G od  is em ployed, as if  H is Sabbath  after creation  w ere long  since  

past. T here are sorrow s to  be soothed, tem ptations to  be  banished, sins to  be  forg iven , tears to  be  dried , pains  to  be  

healed , good  w orks to  be assisted , deathbeds to  be attended; and  the bright throngs of heaven, like som e religious 

O rder of  M ercy, are  busy  at them  all. O h  happy  w e! on  w hom  all th is dear diligence  is thus  perpetually  expended!

W hat is the fru it of it all? If salvation  is easy , and salvation  is preached  in  the C hurch  of C hrist, then it 

ought to  fo llow  that the  great m ajority  of  C atholics  are saved. W e need  speak  only  of  C atholics. W e w ill not advert, 

how ever distantly , to  those outside  the C hurch. People tem pt them selves about them , and  play tricks w ith  their gift 

of  faith , for w hich  they  ought to  be  thanking G od  their w hole  lives long. W e have no  business to  concern  ourselves  

w ith  G od ’s relations to others: how ever  w istfu lly the ties of  love m ay m ake us gaze upon  that dark  abyss. W e are  

C atholics. L et us  be  content w ith  speculating  about ourselves. W e w ill suppose, therefore, the  objection  to  be m ade, 

that if  salvation  is easy , then  practically  w e ought to  find  that m ost C atholics are saved, ft is not enough  to say  that 

though  salvation  is easy , the  corruption  of  m an  is so  trem endous that little  com es of  it; for then  it seem s a  question  

of  w ords to call salvation  easy . Salvation  is the saving of  f a l l e n  m an, and, therefore, to  be really easy , it m ust far 

m ore than counterbalance his corm ption . T he question  is one of too m om entous a character, of too thrilling an  

in terest, for us to  be content w ith  m ere  rhetoric. W e repeat, if  salvation  is easy , m ost C atholics m ust be saved. C an  



w e  venture  to  say  that such  is our  belief?

B efore  answ ering  so  abrupt a  question , w e  m ust be  allow ed  a  few  w ords of  prelude. Y ou  are asking  us  w hat 

w e th ink about one of G od ’s secrets, a secret w hich  H e has reserved  to H im self. It is one of those questions in to  

w hich  w e m ay  venture reverently to  inquire in  the hope of  finding  fresh  traces of  H is om nipresent love: but for no  

other reason  than  th is. W e m ay inquire that w e m ay love; w e m ay not inquire that w e m ay know . It does not seem  

that w e anger H im  by such an investigation , provided w e are hum ble. B ut w e m ust rem em ber w e can decide  

nothing . A fter all our surm ises, inferences, and guesses, the tm th  rem ains, as it w as before, hidden  w ith  G od. W e  

have, how ever, in  spite of  m uch  natural reluctance, a  reason  for entering  in to it, w hich seem s to  constrain  us to  it as 

to a w ork of m ercy. O utside the C hurch the dreadful error of the day, w liich is ravaging the hearts of m en, is a  

forgetfu lness  that they are creatures. T hey seem  in  a certain  w ay to rem em ber the C reator, but, as w as said  in  the  

first chapter, in  politics, in science, in  literature, in all the departm ents of  the w orld ’s greatness, they seem  not to  

realize  that they  are  creatures.

N ow  th is error reaches fain tly  and  feebly in to  the hearts of  true believers. T here is alw ays in  the C hurch  a  

kind  of  evil echo  of  the  noise  w hich  the  w orld  is  m aking  w ithout. B ut it is not m ore  than  an  echo. H ence  the  spiritual 

physicians of  the  tim es com e across an  unusual am ount of  suffering , w hich  good  souls feel, from  doubts  about their 

relations w ith G od, questionings of  H is  justice and  H is goodness w hich  w ill hardly be silenced, and  w hich  it w ere  

w ild w ork, and alm ost ru in , to try to silence by m ain force. Such m en find a difficu lt} in their m ost in tim ate 

relig ious  life , for  w hich  w e  can  th ink  of  no  nam e. It is not sim ply  tem ptation  against the  faith . It is not a  disgust w ith  

the  spiritual life . It does not seem  to  rest in  the  w ill at all, but in  som e  perversity of  the  m ind  w hich  is so  hum ble  that 

it is a  sham e  to  call it by so  hard  a  nam e as perversity . W e  believe it to  bean  habitual incapacity  of  realizing  that they  

are creatures, in  the  fu ll tru th  and  in  all the  bearings of  that idea. T his inability m ight be  brought on  in  these days  by  

m uch  and  incautious reading  of  new spapers, or  by  an  absorbing  in terest in  the  politics of  the day. or  by  being  m ixed  

up  w ith  the existing  com m ercial system  of  the  w orld , or  by not having  alw ays been  C atholics, or  by  having  m isused  

the  first graces of  conversion , or from  sheer w ant of  generosity  w ith  G od. B ut it isa shadow , or an  echo, or  a  tain t in  

the  believer’s heart, of  the prevailing  pestilence  of  m odem  society . Just as in  the  presence  of  a  cognizable  plague  w e  

have frequently  a  m ild  form  of som e congenial disease, so does the sickness of  the tim es infect even  m any of  the  

faithfu l w ith  a languor of  a som ew hat sim ilar descrip tion . It is because I have been  called  to so m any cases of  th is 

sort, that I have  com posed  the  present T reatise, happy  if  I m ay  be  allow ed  to  console  one  afflicted  brother, or  to  ease  

one tem pted soul, or to enlighten one bew ildered m ind— m ore happy than I can say if I can  get from  one of the  

creatures, w hom  H e loves so  w ell, an  additional degree  of  love  for our  com passionate  C reator.

It m ay be said  that the view  contained in  the preceding chapters is tak ing G od ’s side exclusively , and  

putting  forw ard only a one-sided  statem ent. B ut th is is not really true; how ever, w e are not concerned  to argue the  

point. W e look only to a practical result. B ut w hat in  tm th  is it w liich  form s the chief part of the suffering  to the  

souls just now  described? It is that they w ill obstinately  look  only at one side of  the question , and  the side w hich  

concerns them  least instead  of that w hich  concerns them  m ost, as that w hich  G od  puts before them ; and  that they  

w ill pertinaciously extend  the difficu lty by bringing in a num ber of problem s, in  the solu tion of w hich  they in 

dividually  have no in terest at all, and w liich  they can  hardly investigate, at least in  their tem per of m ind, w ithout 

forgetting w hat is due to G od. T hey seem  to have no eye, except for dark possib ilities. T hey have a m orbid  

hankering to clim b giddy heights, to lo iter on the edge of precip ices, to balance them selves on the craters of 

volcanoes. T hey  w ho  love  danger shall perish  in  it. W e  had  better  let G od ’s thunderbolts alone, and  not m eddle  w ith  

them , w ere it even  to feel the sharpness of  their fiery points. W e only ask  these poor sufferers now  to look  at the  

other side of the question; and not only to look at it. but to pray about it, and m editate on it. and fam iliarize 

them selves  w ith  it. M ere reading  is nothing . A  relig ious inquiry ’ w ithout prayer is a  m ockery  of  G od. W e can  define



nothing . W e can  unriddle none of G od ’s secrets. B ut these souls have fed on  gloom y considerations until they are  

alm ost poisoned. N ow  let us invite  them  to  fo llow  us patiently  through  the  brighter considerations w hich  com m end  

them selves  to an  opposite tem per  and  disposition , and  w hich, if not of greater w eight than  their ow n  view s, are at 

least of  equal authority  w ith  theirs, besides the  additional recom m endation  of  their sunshine.

It w ill not be  too m uch  to  ask  of  our readers to  pay  an  accurate attention  to  the  language  of  a chapter on  a  

subject so  capable of  m isunderstanding  as the present. W hen  w e treat of  each consideration  separately , w e seem  to  

be  exaggerating , from  the m ere fact that w e do not m ention  other, and  perhaps opposite, considerations in  the sam e  

b reath , w hich is obviously im possib le. L et us bear in m ind then that th is inquiry is in no respect a m atter of 

theology. It teaches no doctrine of contrition . Its facts have no doctrinal bearing . It is a view  of hum an  conduct, 

com bined  w ith  a view  of G od ’s dealings w ith m en. w hich  m ust necessarily bear upon  it the im press of particu lar 

personal experience, as w ell as of  particu lar  personal character  and  disposition . B ut above  all tilings w e  m ust bear in  

m ind  w hat has  been  abundantly  m anifest  in  the preceding  chapter, nam ely , that salvation  is easy , not because of  any  

of  the  requirem ents of  G od ’s sanctity  being  abated , but because  of  the abundance  and  vigor  of  H is grace. T hus w hen  

w e speak of deathbed graces, it is not that, because of the pitifu lness of the pains of death . G od consents to be 

reconciled to us on  easier term s than  w hen w e are strong  and w ell, or that it is consistent w ith  H is perfections to  

restore us to  H is favor w ithout that inw ard  vital change of  the sin-loving  or  w orld-loving  heart, that radical w ork  in  

the soul, im plied in  real in terior repentance. B ut w e  judge from  w hat w e see that it frequently  pleases H im  in  that 

great hour so to reinforce the operations of  grace as to counteibalance, and m ore than  counterbalance, the physical 

disadvantages under w hich  the spiritual processes of the soul w ould otherw ise have labored in  the trial of such a  

terrific  m om ent.

So again , w hen w e speak of the sacram ents, w e speak of them  accurately , that is. as im plying certain  

earnest, vigorous, inw ard  dispositions on  our  parts, no less than  a  peculiar gracious in tervention on  the  part of  G od. 

It is plain  w e cannot keep  repeating  all th is in  every sentence. W e m ust therefore ask  our readers to read  the  w hole  

chapter in  the abid ing though t, that along  w ith  every com passionate  in tervention  of G od  there rem ains, heightened 

rather than  abated , the essential necessity of  real, solid , inw ard  repentance  and  actual transfonnation of  heart, on  the  

part of those w ho m ay be favored  w ith H is extraordinary graces. N ay, the e x t r a o r d i n a r i n e s s  of a grace consists  

p r e c i s e l y  in  the  penitent having  these dispositions at such  a  m om ent and  under such  circum stances. T o  a  thoughtfu l 

reader the result of  the inquiry m ust be to deepen  his sacred fear and  to stim ulate him  to greater earnestness. A ll 

exhibitions  of  the  excesses of  G od ’s love  produce  these results, else w ould  the  very  blood-shedding  upon  C alvary  be  

an  encouragem ent to m en  to sin . I believe no m an  w ould  be less likely to trust to a  deathbed  conversion , than  one  

w ho had w itnessed such  a conversion . H e w ould so trem ble to see so m uch resting  on so little, such a peculiar, 

dubious, in tricate, abnorm al strife, such  a  terrib le sw inging  of  eternal in terests on  such  an  unsteady balance, such  a  

m iraculous  rescue of  a  soul hanging  m ore than  half over the  edge of  such  abysses, that he w ould  be the m ost likely  

of  all m en  to  fu lfil afterw ards the  apostle’s in junction  of  passing  the tune  of  his sojourning  here in  fear. If  any  of  us  

therefore rise up  from  the  inquiry now  before  us only  m ore hopeful, and  not also  m ore strict. I believe  the  fault w ill 

be  in  our  ow n  w ant of  seriousness and  honesty  w ith  G od.

W ith  th is prefatory caution and adm onition  w e m ay proceed therefore to answ er the question before us  

thus— W e are inclined to  believe, that m ost C atholics are ultim ately saved. O f  course  w e do not know  it, and  w e do  

not w ish  to  know  it. B ut as the objection  is started , w e look  attentively  at the C hurch  as far as w e have the pow er, 

and  the  result of  our observations is, that to  the  best of  our  belief  the  great m ajority  of  her children  save their souls. 

W e  w ill give  our reasons, one  by  one, for  th is conclusion , begging  the  reader once  m ore  to  rem em ber  that w e  are not 

lay ing dow n the law , and that the necessities of m any souls have beguiled us in to an inquiry, upon w hich of 

ourselves w e should  never  have  dream ed  of  entering .



[footnote: L est it should  be  supposed  that there  w as anything  unusual in  discussing  th is question  in  a  practical and  

popular  book, I w ould  venture  to  rem ind  the  reader that it has  been  the  com m on  practice of C atholic w riters, both  in  

Italy , France, and E ngland. A m ong preachers w e have M assillon , B ourdaloue, L e Jeune, L acordaire, Segneri, St 

L eonard of Port M aurice, and indeed  alm ost all Italian  Q uaresim ali, treating of th is alarm ing  subject. In  practical 

and popular treatises, for reading , w e have D rexelius, B ellarm ine, R ecupitus, D A igentan , B ossuet in his 

M e d i ta t i o n s ,  B ail, D a  Ponte, and  our  ow n  C hailoner, w hose  m editations have  been  translated  in to  various  languages. 

In  C atechism s w e have L ipsin , T urlo t, w ho is translated in to  various languages, and  the excellent D r H ay. T urlo t 

asks w hy  preachers  do  not often  teach , often  explain , often  inculcate th is?  A nd  he  rem arks, ‘Q æ s t i o  h œ c  ( d e  n u m e r o  

s a l v a n d o r u m )  n o n  m i n u s  e s t  u t i l i s  q u a m  c u r i o s a .  ”  A lso the T e s o r i  d i  c o n f l d e n z a  i n  D i o , published  at R om e  by  the  

Propaganda press, in 1840, discusses the question  at great length (Parte Seconds, p. 316). T his last book, it is 

im portant to  add, is on  the side  of  the  question  urged  in  th is chapter; it is im portant, considering  (1) the  date of  the  

book, (2) the place of its publication , (3) the press from  w hich it issues, (4) its scrip tural character, and (5) its 

popular  sty le, and  its being  w ritten  in  the  vernacular.]

T here seem s to  be a  sort of  dishonesty  in  putting  forw ard  the  view  w hich  is to  occupy  th is chapter, w ithout 

confessing that the authority of  theologians, so  far as there  can  be any  authority in  a  question  of  th is nature, is upon  

the  w hole, though  not greatly , on  the  other side, w hile  the  authority  of  Scrip ture seem s to  be  w ith  us.

V ery m any w riters appear to hold that the num ber of the reprobate very far exceeds the num ber of the  

saved, not only  tak ing  the heathen  in to  account, but tak ing  heretics in to account also— and  not only  tak ing  heretics 

in to account, but also the baptized infants of the faithfu l, w hose deaths are said nearly to equal those of adult 

C atholics, and  also  the  infants of  heretics w ho  have  received  baptism ; so  that, in  their  view , the  question  is narrow ed  

to  adult C atholics, and  of  these, perhaps m ost w riters, though  hardly  those  of  the  greatest w eight, venture to say  that 

only  a  m inority are saved. R ecupitus, the  Jesuit, in  his treatise  on  the  N um ber of  the  Predestinate, enum erates L yra, 

D enys the C arthusian , M aldonatus. C ajetan , B ellarm ine, Fasolus, A lvarez, R uiz, Sm ising , D rexelius, and  perhaps 

M olina, as holding  th is opinion , together  w ith  m ost of  the  Fathers of  the  C hurch, [footnote: Y et an  em inent patristic  

scholar inform s m e that th is is by no m eans the case w ith  the Fathers, especially as to the in terpretation of the  

contested passages of Scrip ture.] Sylvester, C arthagena, G ranadus, Franciscus de C hristo , are quoted  on  the other 

side. Suarez, w ho on  the  w hole seem s to  be on  the m ilder side, in  one place expressly includes the infants, and  so  

does L orinus in  liis com m entary  on  the hundred  and  th irty-eighth  psalm , [footnote: R e c u p i t u s  d e  n u m .  p r œ d e s . , cap. 

ii, in .]

C ajetan , expounding  the  parable  of  the  V irgins, teaches that even  of  those  w ho  live m oderately  w ell in  the  

C hurch, and  take a  certain  am ount of  care  of  their consciences, one half are lost. Suarez stigm atizes  th is opinion  as 

“exceedingly  rigorous.” H e  then  says, “ft is a  doubtfu l m atter; but I th ink  a  distinction  should  be  m ade. B y  the  nam e  

of C hristian  w e m ay understand all those  w ho glory in  the nam e of  C hrist, and  profess to  believe in  H im , although  

m any of  them  are heretics, apostates, and schism atics. N ow  speaking  in  th is w ay it seem s to m e probable  that the  

greater part of  them  are reprobate, and it is in  th is general w ay that I understand the less m ild opinion . N ow , as 

heretics and  apostates have alw ays been  very  num erous, if  w e add  to  them  the  num ber of  the faithfu l w ho  m ake  bad  

deaths, the  tw o  together  w ill plain ly exceed  the num ber of  those  w ho die w ell. B ut if  by  C hristians w e understand  

those only  w ho  die in  the C atholic  C hurch, it seem s to  m e m ore likely , in  the  law  of  grace, that the  greater num ber  

of  them  are saved. T he reason  is, because, first of  all, of  those  w ho  die  before they  are  adults, the  great m ultitude die  

baptized; and  as to  the  adults, although  the  m ajority of  m en  often  sin  m ortally , yet they  often  rise  again  from  sin , and  

thus pass their lives rising and falling . T hen again there are but few , w ho are not prepared for death by the  

Sacram ents, and  grieve for their sins at least by attrition; and  th is is enough  to  justify  them  at that tim e, and  after 

their  justification , the tim e left them  is so short that they can  easily  persevere, and  do so , w ithout any  fresh  m ortal 

sin . T herefore, all th ings considered , it is probable that the m ajority of C hristians in  th is stricter sense are saved.”



[footnote: Suarez, lib . 6, D e  C o m p a r a t ,  p r œ d e s t . , cap. 3, n. 6.]

V asquez considers it clear from  Scrip ture that the num ber of the lost is greater than the num ber of the  

saved; but he  adds that there m ay  be  a  doubt about the  faithfu l, and  that som e piously  th ink  that the  m ajority of  them  

are saved, and  that the sacram ents of  the C hurch, as w ell as the parable of  the  w edding  garm ent, look  that w ay. H e  

him self, how ever, refuses to  take either side, [footnote: V asquez. in  prim am  partem  disp . 101. cap. 4.] E ven  B illuart 

w ill not allow  to  the  theologians  quoted  by  R ccupitus any  m ore certain  foundations for their  opinion  than  for  that of 

their adversaries, [footnote: B illuart. D e c e r t i tu d .  p r œ d e s t . , diss. 9, art. 7.] C ornelius L apide argues at length  against 

the benignant conclusion of Suarez, and says that the greater num ber of liv ing theologians at R om e in his day  

thought the general lax ity of  m orals in  the  w orld a strong  proof that the sterner opinion  w as also the m ore correct, 

[footnote: For the argum ent of the few ness of the saved taken from  the Fathers, see a dism al w ork  published at 

R om e in 1752, entitled F o g g i n i u s  d e  p a u c i t a t e  a d u l t o r u m  f i d e l i u m  s a l v a n d o r u m .} St L eonard of Port M aurice  

m aintains, in his serm on for the th ird Sunday in  L ent, that a great num ber of C hristians are lost, because their 

confessions are null through  w ant of true sorrow , [footnote: Q u a r e s i m a le , p. 195.] St A lphonso, on  the contraiy , 

says, in liis I s t r u z i o n e  a i  p r e d i c a t o r i , that he holds it for certain that of all those w ho com e to the serm ons at a  

m ission , w hosoever should  die  w ithin  a  year, w ould  w ith  difficulty  be  lost, [footnote: D i f f i c i l m e n t e  s i  d a n n a , lettera  

seconda.]

A ccording  to the rig id  view , if the deceased baptized infants of the faithfu l, together w ith the deceased  

baptized infants of heretics, added to the adult C atholics w ho are saved, do not m ake a m ajority, and if also the  

statem ent be  true* that the deaths of the children  of C atholics nearly equal in  num ber, as R uiz says, the deaths of 

adult C atholics, then  m ust the num ber of adults w ho are saved  be so sm all, that it fo llow s that the C hurch  of the  

redeem ed  in  heaven, the  conquest of  our  B lessed  Savior’s Precious  B lood, is chiefly  com posed  of  children , of  those  

w ho  on  earth  never  m erited , never loved, never used  their reason  at all. [footnote: “ L e  t i e r s  d e s  e n f a n t s  m e u r t  e n t r e  

l a  p r e m i è r e  e t  l a  s e p t i è m e  a n n é e  d e  s a  n a i s s a n c e ,  p l u s  d e  l a  m o i t i é  e n t r e  l a  p r e m i è r e  e t  l a  q u a t o r z i è m e  a n n é e .  ” —  

A n n u a i r e  d u  B u r e a u  d e s  L o n g i t u d e s . } Is not th is a conclusion so repugnant as to be inadm issib le? I th ink th is 

consideration  of  very  great w eight.

Fr  L acordaire has treated  the subject w ith  his usual pow er, and  also  w ith  great delicacy , in  his discourse  on  

the results of  the D ivine G overnm ent, w hich  form s part of his C onferences of 1851. H e inclines to  believe that a  

m ajority of m ankind are saved, and dw ells especially on children , w om en, and the poor. H is exposition of the  

Scrip ture argum ent is veiy rem arkable and  ingenious, especially his view  of  the w ords “few  are chosen,” from  the  

light shed  upon  them  by  the  context in  the  tw o  places in  w hich  that passage occurs. B ergier. speaking  of  the  num ber  

of the elect, says, “A  solid  and sufficiently instructed m ind  w ill not allow  itself  to be shaken  by a  problem atical 

opinion” ; and  again , after describ ing  the disagreem ent of  the  Fathers and  com m entators  on  the subject, he adds, “If  

the  parables of  the G ospel m ight be  taken  as proofs, w e should  rather conclude  that the  greater, not the  less, num ber 

w ould  be  saved. Jesus C hrist com pares the  separation  of  the  good  and  bad  at the  last  judgm ent, to  the  division  of  the  

good  grain  from  the cockle. N ow , in  a  field  cultivated  w ith  care, the  cockle is never m ore abundant than  the  w heat. 

H e com pares it to  the separation of  the  bad  fish  from  the  good; now  to  w hat fisher did  it ever happen  to  take few er 

good  fish  than  bad? O f ten  virg ins called  to the m arriage five are adm itted to the com pany of the spouse. In  the  

parable of  the talents tw o  servants are recom pensed, one only  is punished; in  that of  the  feast, only one  of  the  guests 

is rejected .” [footnote: B ergier. D i s t . T h e o l . au m o t  E l u s . T r a i t é  d e  l a  J  r a i e  R e l i g i o n , t. 10, p. 355. L acordaire, 

C o n f é r e n c e s , iv . 168.] D a  Ponte, in  his treatise  on  C hristian  Perfection , seem s also  to  lean  to  the  m ilder opinion; and  

L ipsin . the Franciscan , in  his catechism  m aintains that the opinion  in  favor  of  the  m ajority of  C atholics being  saved  

is the "m ore probable,” and  m ore "consonant to  the glory of G od. the  m erits  of  C hrist, and  the  hopes of  m en";* and  

L ipsin  says expressly that he is speaking only of adults, [footnote: D a Ponte, D e  P e r fe c t . C h r i s t i a n a , tr. i; L ipsin ,



C a t e c h . ,  H i s t o r . T h e o l o g .  D o g m a t . , p. 446: D e  n u m e r o  s a l v a n d o r u m .}

T he in terpretation given  by  Fr L acordaire of  the w ords, M any  are called  but few  are chosen, rests entirely  

on  the tw o contexts in  w hich  the  passage occurs. In  the tw entieth  chapter of St M atthew  the kingdom  of heaven  is 

com pared  to  a  father of  a  fam ily w ho  hires laborers in to his vineyard  at successive  hours of  the day. and  then , w hen  

the  evening  com es, all are rew arded, and  all receive the sam e rew ard , notw ithstanding  the  inequalities of  their  tim e  

of  labor. T hose w ho  cam e early  in  the  day  com plain , and  the m aster answ ers that he has given  them  w hat he agreed  

to give, that he has a  right to do  w hat he likes w ith his ow n. that the last shall be first, and  the  first last, and  that 

m any are called  but few  chosen. N ow  it is clear that the difficu lty of th is parable does not consist in the sm all 

num ber w ho  are recom pensed, for all are recom pensed, but in  the  inequality  of  the  recom pense. T he  conclusion , that 

there  are but few  w ho  are saved, w ould  have no  connection w hatever w ith  the  parable. It seem s rather to  m ean  that 

m any, w ho are called  by a com m on grace, from  being  the first becom e  the last, w hile  a  few , w ho are chosen  by  a  

special grace, from  being  last becom e  first.

In  the  tw enty-second  chapter of  the sam e G ospel the  kingdom  of  heaven  is com pared  to  a  king  w ho  m akes 

a  m arriage  feast for his son. T he guests refuse  to  com e. W hereupon  the  king  sends his servants out in to  the  highw ays 

and  byw ays to  bring  in  a  m ixed  m ultitude to  the feast. O f  all these only one  is rejected; and  that, because he has not 

on  a  w edding  garm ent. C ast him  out, says the king, in to  the  darkness w here there  is w eeping  and  gnashing  of  teeth , 

for m any are called  but few  are chosen. N ow  here again  the  difficu lty  of  the parable cannot consist in  the  few  w ho  

are defin itely adm itted and rem ain to enjoy the feast; for, m iscellaneous m ultitude as they are, there is but one  

rejected . If  in  such  circum stances as these, it is said  that m any are called , but few  chosen, w hat can  it m ean  but that 

there  are  few  w ho receive such  a  special grace  as perm its  them  to  behave  w ith  m ore fam iliarity  than  others in  divine  

tilings, or to count on an unusual favor of G od in their regard? It is the tem ptation of som e, says the great 

D om inican , w ho  are called  as it w ere by chance upon  the  highw ay of  life to  replace other guests w ho w ere invited  

and  have not com e, to  persuade them selves  that they  are the  objects of  G od ’s special predilection , and  to  neglect to  

m ake  their  calling sure  by  an  exact fidelity ; and  it is our  L ord ’s object in  th is parable  to  teach  them , that if  on  the  one  

hand  there are last w ho  becom e  first, on  the  other hand  no  m an  m ust dare  to  presum e  it of  him self.

[footnote: Salm eron (t. vii, tr. and C ornelius L apide ( i n  M a t t . x x ) give sim ilar in terpretations. C ornelius L apide  

says m any are called  to  ordinary  grace and  the observance of  the com m andm ents, and  few  to  the  observance  of  the  

counsels. B ergier  in  his treatise  d e  l a  R e l i g i o n , quoted  as a note in  M igne ’s edition  of  the sam e  author’s dictionary , 

says, “ P a r m i  l e s  c o m m e n t a t e u r s ,  p o i n t  d ’u n i f o r m i t é . P o u r  n e  p a r le r  q u e  d e s  c a t h o l i q u e s , C a j e ta n ,  M a r i a n a , P o s t â t ,  

L u c  d e  B r u g e s , M a l d o n a t , C o r n e i l l e  d e  l a  P i e r r e , M é n o c h i u s , l e  p è r e  d e  P i c q u ig n y , a d m e t t e n t l 'u n e  e t  l ’a u t r e  

e x p l i c a t i o n ;  e n t e n d e n t  p a r  é l u s  o u  l e s  h o m m e s  s a u v é s , o u  l e s  f i d è le s .  J a n s e n i u s  d e  G a n d  p e n s e  q u e  c e  d e r n i e r  s e n s  

e s t  l e  p l u s  n a t u r e l ;  S t a p l e t o n  l e  s o u t i e n t  c o n t r e  C a l v i n ;  S a c y  d a n s  s e s  C om m entaires,  j u g e  q u e  c  ' e s t  l e  s e n s  l i t t é r a l ;  

d o m  C a l m e t  s e m b l e  l u i  d o n n e r  l a  p r é f é r e n c e .  E u t h y m i u s  n  ' e n  d o n n e  p o i n t  d ’a u t r e ;  i l  s u i v a i t  S . J e a n  C h r y s o s t o m e .  

L e  p è r e  H a r d o u i n  s o u t i e n t  q u e  c  ' e s t  l e  s e u l  s e n s  q u i  s 'a c c o r d e  a v e c  l a  s u i t e  d u  t e x t e ;  l e  p è r e  B e r r u y e r  e x c l u t  a u s s i  

t o u t  a u t r e  s e n s ; c  ’e s t  p o u r  c e l a  q u  ’i l  a  é t é  c o n d a m n é , m a i s  l a  f a c u l t é  d e  t h é o lo g i e  n  ’a  c e r t a i n e m e n t  p a s  v o u l u  

c e n s u r e r  l e s  i n t e r p r è t e s  c a t h o l iq u e s  q u e  n o u s  v e n o n s  d e  c i t e r , e t  i l s  s o n t  s u i v i s  p a r  b e a u c o u p  d 'a u t r e s . Q u e l  d o g m e  

p e u t - o n  f o n d e r  s u r  u n  p a s s a g e  s u s c e p t i b le  d e  d e u x  s e n s  s i  d i f f é r e n t s ? ”  A nd  again  he says. “ P o u r  f i x e r  u n  p e u  p l u s  

c e t t e  d i s c u s s i o n ,  n o u s  d i s o n s  q u , i l  y  a  t r o i s  o p i n i o n s  s u r  l e  n o m b r e  d e s  c a t h o l i q u e s  p r é d e s t i n é s . Q u e l q u e s  d o c t e u r s  

p e n s e n t  q u  ’i l  y  a u r a  p l u s  d e  c a t h o l iq u e s  é l u s  q u e  d e  r é p r o u v é s ;  i l s  s e  f o n d e n t  s u r  c e  q u i l  n  ’v  a  e u  q u  'u n  s e u l  c o n v iv e  

e x c l u  d u  b a n q u e t  n u p t ia l .  D ’a u t r e s  c r o i e n t  q u  ’i l  y  a u r a  a u t a n t  d e  r é p r o u v é s  q u e  d ’ é l u s .  I l s  s e  f o n d e n t  s u r  l e  p a r a b le  

d e s  V i e r g e s , d o n t  c i n q  é t a i e n t  s a g e s  e t  c i n q  f o l l e s .— L a  p l u p a r t  d e s  t h é o l o g i e n s  e n s e i g n e n t  q u , i l  y  a u r a  p l u s  d e  

r é p r o u v é s  q u e  d ’é l u s .  I l s  s ’a p p u i e n t  c e s  c e s  p a r o l e s :  Pauci vero electi. I l  n ’y  a  d o n c  r i e n  d e  c e r t a i n  à  c e  s u j e t . L e  

s a v a n t  S u a r è s  r e g a r d e  l a  p r e m i è r e  c o m m e  p l u s  p r o b a b l e .  " ]

H ere  is a  w hole  m ass of  conflicting  opinions, not perhaps  very  clear. L et us now  do  the  best w e can  to  

collect the  suffrages of  theologians  in  th is m atter. T he  controversy  seem s to  stand  in  som e such  attitude as th is:



1. M any  w riters hold  that the m ajority  of  m ankind  w ill be  lost, because  heathen, and  unbelievers, and  heretics  

m ake up  a  m ajority  .

2. Som e  hold  that a  m ajority  of  all m ankind, tak ing  heathen, heretics, and  C hristians in  one  m ass, w ill be  

saved.

3. Som e, to  enhance  their rigorous view , m aintain  that  the  children  are  to  be  taken  in to  the  account, and  yet 

even  so  a  m ajority of  m ankind  w ill be  lost, or, in  other  w ords, that very  few  adults w ill be  saved.

4. Som e, to  enhance  their m ild  view s, m aintain  that  the  children  m ay  be  put out of  the  reckoning, and  yet that 

even  so  a  m ajority of  m ankind  w ill be  saved.

5. N one  of  these  view s regard  C atholics  exclusively .

6. O f  those  w riters w ho  regard  C atholics exclusively , som e  m aintain  that, even  tak ing  the  children  in to  

account, the  m ajority  w ill be  lost.

7. O thers m aintain  that the  m ajority w ill be saved, but the m ajority is only  to  be  reached  by  reckoning  in  the  

children: th is is perhaps the  m ost com m on  view  of  all.

8. O thers hold , that looking  at adult C atholics only , as m any  w ill be lost as are saved: th is opinion  is founded  

on  the  parable  of  the  V irgins.

9. O thers teach  that the  far  greater m ajority  of  adult C atholics  w ill be  lost.

10. O thers th ink  that a  sm all m ajority  of  adult C atholics  w ill be  saved.

11. O thers finally , to  w hose opinion  I strongly  adhere  m yself, believe  that the  great m ajority of  adult C atholics, 

perhaps nearly all of  them , w ill be  saved.

12. In  point of  theologians, the  rigorous opinions regarding  the w hole m ass of  m ankind  have an  overw helm ing  

authority .

13. T he rigorous opinions concerning  the dam nation  of the m ajority of adult C atholics have, as far as m y  

reading  has gone, num erically  m ore  theologians  on  their side  than  the  m ilder  view .

14. B ut if  w e subtract m oral, ascetical, and  hortatory authors, w ho  w rite to rouse and  to  im press their readers, 

and retain only pure theologians in  the stricter sense, I th ink  the authorities on  the  tw o sides w ill not be far from  

evenly  balanced, the  excess being, how ever, in  favor of  the rigorous view s, so far as num bers are concerned, and  in  

favor  of  the  m ilder  view s, so  far  as w eight is concerned.

15. T he m ore recent theologians also exhibit a leaning to the m ilder view ; and in m any cases the rigorous  

view s are held  in  conjunction w ith  opinions on  the ultim ate state of  unbaptized infants, w hich  probably no single  

C atholic  in  the  C hurch  now adays  w ould  hesitate  to  disclaim .

16. Som e  of  the  authorities on  the  m ilder side  are  of  very  great w eight.

17. In  the use of  the Scrip ture argum ent the  trium ph  is com pletely , and  m ost rem arkably , on  the m ilder side. 

Indeed  the Scrip ture  proof  seem s quite  unm anageable  in  the  hands of  the  rigorists.

T hus then  it appears that the question  is com pletely  an  open  one, and  that the  view , w hich  is to  occupy tliis  

chapter, is not only law ful, but pious. N evertheless, if I could persuade m yself that the discussion had  but little  

practical bearing  on  a  holy  life , or  w ere likely  in  anyw ay  to  lead  to a  dis-esteem  of  strictness, I should  eagerly  avoid  

entering  upon  it. It seem s, how ever, as if  the inquisitive infidelity of  the day had  so far touched  the faith  of  m any  

good  m en, that questions have  been started  in  their thoughts w hich  m ere contem pt cannot now  put to silence, and  

that in  order to restore to  their diseased m inds a  m ore true  view  of  the fatherly character of G od. it is necessary to  

bring before them  distinct considerations, founded upon w hat w e know  of H im , in opposition to those darker  

reflections w hich  keep them  back  from  a cordial surrender of  them selves to G od, and w hich  even, w hen  they are  

true, becom e untrue by claim ing to be exclusive. B egging  then of G od to bless th is inquiiy concerning a secret, 

w hich  for our  good  as w ell as H is ow n  glory  H e  has hidden  from  us, let us  proceed  reluctantly  upon  our  w ay.



W e know  w ell that w hen  m en  judge  others, w hether indiv iduals or m ultitudes, they generally com e to an 

erroneous conclusion from  the m ere fact that they  judge  over-harshly . It is part of the evil that is in  us to put the  

w orst constm ction  upon  w hat w e see, and to m ake no allow ance for the hidden good. M oreover, w e, unw ittingly  

alm ost, judge  by  the  w orst parts of  our ow n  disposition , not by  the  best. W e believe our evil to  be com m on  to all, 

and our good  peculiar to ourselves. W e consider evil a decisive test, w hile good  is only allow ed  to establish  a  

possibility . T his is our m le for others: w e reverse it for ourselves. W e also find that our  judgm ents get m ilder in  

proportion  to the increase of our ow n  strictness. T he  judgm ents  of  holy  m en  som etim es astonish  us by their lax ity , 

w hile  m en, not even  frequenting  the sacram ents, or in  any  w ay  professing  to  be  relig ious, w ill be scandalized  by  the  

least look of w orld liness in a priest or a relig ious. T hey w ill detect, w ith the m ost am azing sensitiveness, the  

slightest inconsistency in  the practice of an openly devout person. T hus w e m ay lay it dow n as a m le, that the  

severity of  our  judgm ents of  others, even  w here  judgm ents are leg itim ate and  unavoidable, is an  infallib le index  of 

the low ness of our ow n spiritual state. T he m ore severe w e are, the low er w e are. W e m ust, therefore, be on  our 

guard against th is w ell-know n infirm ity in  the present inquiry . T here is som ething  in  the adorable com passion  of 

G od  w hich  looks like  voluntary  blindness. H e seem s either not to  see, or not to  appreciate, the  utter unw orth iness  of 

m en; at least H e goes on  H is w ay  w ith  m en  as though  H e did  not see it. T he  B ible is fu ll of  instances of  th is. N ow  

the m ore w e are w ith G od, and  the closer our union  w ith  H im  is, the m ore shall w e catch som ething of a sim ilar 

spirit, w hich  w ill destroy  the  natural keenness of  our  detection  of  evil, and  contro l m ore  m aterially  our  judgm ents of 

our  fellow -m en.

W e m ust be carefu l also  to  m ake a distinction  w hich  is often  forgotten , and  w hich  bears directly  upon  the  

present question . W hat w e see around  us am ong  C atholics  m ay  be  far from  satisfactory . and  the  authentic statistics  

w hich reach us from C atholic countries m ay contain m uch that is unhappy and disheartening . Y et w e m ust 

distinguish  at any  given  m om ent  betw een  C atholics not liv ing  so  as to  be  saved, and  their not being  ultim ately  saved  

at last. In  other w ords w e cannot go altogether by  w hat w e see. Im m ense num bers are converted , and go to the  

sacram ents, and  persevere in  their new  life; and  then  they  are less  prom inent. W e do  not hear of  them . T he statistics  

of  E asters, jubilees, retreats, m issions, and  the  like, com e  less  under  our  notice than  statistics of  crim e  or m isery . Sin  

strikes us, and is startling , w hereas ordinary goodness is a tam e affair, and passes unobserved. T hen there are  

m ultitudes of  m en  w ho  have an  exceedingly  bad  chapter in  their  lives, som e ten  or tw enty  years of  w ickedness, and  

then  change, as if  the  volcanic m atter in  them  had  burned  out. T his is w hat m en  lightly  call sow ing  their w ild  oats. 

A s one set of  these m en  passes  in to a  better state, another is succeeding  them , so  that the  appearance  of  th ings is an  

incessant current of  headstrong  sin  sw eeping  all before  it. unredeem ed  by  the  hopeful features of  the  case, w hich  the  

succession of  sinners hides effectually  from  our  view . M oreover, old  age w ithdraw s its thousands of  actors from  the  

stage of  sin , and  so  they  disappear  from  view . It is w retched enough  to  th ink  of  these conversions of  old  age, w hich  

seem  to have m ore of nature in  them  than  of  grace. A  m an's passions are w orked  out. H e  becom es a  m oral w reck. 

T he  avenues of sensual pleasure are closed  to  him  by  the  aches and  pains  and  dull insensib ilities of  age. In  a  num ber  

of  cases the  very pow ers of sinning  are dim inished. A nd so , w hat w ith  the fear, w hat w ith  disgust, and  w hat w ith  

m aking  a  virtue  of  necessity , the  old  m an  gives him self  to  G od, such  little  of  him  as is left, and  G od  accepts the gift, 

because along w ith all these self-in terested m otives there is in the m an ’s heart, by H is grace, a real inw ard  

repentance for sin . and  a saving  faith  in  the atoning  B lood of C hrist. It is not for us to criticize th is am azing  for

bearance  of  G od; w ho  know s if  w e m ay  not one  day stand  in  need  of  it ourselves?  B ut so  it is. It is G od ’s affair; and  

in  H is infin ite  w isdom  H e  is pleased  to  take  the  offering , and  to  save the  soul. M ultitudes again , even  before  old  age, 

fall in to sickness in  the prim e of  life and  the  m iddle of  their sins, and  they  pass out of  the outer w orld  of  m en  in to  

the inner w orld of  the priest, that w orld half  visib le and  half invisib le, w here daily  m iracles of grace are w rought, 

and  w here the  w eary m inister  of  G od  is for ever draw ing  those  earth ly  consolations  w hich  are m ore to  him  than  the  



dearness of  dom estic  affections, and  support him  sw eetly  in  his incessant  to ils. G od  partly  adm its him  to  H is secrets, 

and  takes him  in to the inner room  of sickness, and  show s him  the  m achinery of salvation  doing  its finest and  m ost 

hidden  w ork.

W hile w e are gazing at th is picture, w e m ust not forget to realize, and  it is no easy  m atter, w hat w e have  

seen  in  a  form er chapter, how  little G od  actually  requires as absolu tely  indispensable  to  salvation . O ne confession  at 

the  hour  of  death , ordinary  fidelity  in  confessing , a  purpose  of  am endm ent w hich  has no  tem ptation  then  to  be  insin- 

cere, a sorrow  w hich  is w ithin  easy reach  of anyone  w ho  is in  earnest, w ith  huge allow ances m ade for the clouded  

w eariness and  distracting unsettlem ents  of  pain , w hich  in terfere w ith  the sensib le fervor of  prayer, but not w ith  the  

grace of true in terior repentance— and  the soul that has spent close upon  a centm y  of sin  is saved, saved  because 

G od  puts the requisites for absolution  so low , saved  because H e gives the grand  gift of repentance so gratu itously , 

and changes hearts so sw iftly , saved because by H is m ercifu l ordinance faith survived  grace for all those years, 

saved  because  the  Precious  B lood  of  Jesus is such  a  superabundant ransom , such  a  m ighty  conqueror of  souls.

W hen  a  m an  is converted , he  has to  m ake little outw ard  change, so  far as the  eyes of  m an  are concerned, in  

his ordinary  life . Few  w ill notice that he  has  begun  to  go  to  M ass. Few  see him  enter the confessional, or  kneel at the  

altar rail. M en  are never  very sedulous in  finding  out good, and  it w ill even  be  som e tim e  before it is perceived  that 

habits of sw earing, or ly ing , or in tem perance  are gone, or that violence  of  tem per has passed  aw ay. M oreover the  

convert has relapses, and som ehow  these are alw ays very  m uch  seen  and  noticed , and  they conceal com pletely the  

gradual form ation  of  a  virtuous  habit; and  besides  th is, a  great deal w hich  is externally  disagreeable and  also  m orally  

unw orthy  w ill rem ain , and  alm ost hide a  m an ’s conversion even  from  his w ife and  child . It is not generally  m ortal 

sin w hich m akes m en so unbearable to others. It is m ore often selfishness, and tem per, and churlishness, and  

ferocity , and coarseness, and such like, w hich  m ay all be far short of m ortal sin , or, perhaps in  the cases of rude  

persons, of  any sin  at all. T here is also  m uch  in  the dem eanor of  a  converted  sinner w hich  is very  puzzling . H e has 

had  certain  habits of  sin ; m id  though  he  no  longer  falls in to  the  m ortal sins in  question , he  has w ays about him  w hich  

sim ulate the old  habit of sin . H e talks as if he w as still under its dom inion. H e om its th ings w hich  a m an  w ould  

characteristically  om it, if  he had such  a  habit. H e even  falls in to  venial sins congenial to  the old  habit; and  it m ay  

often  happen  that it shall look  as if  outw ard  circum stances alone prevented  his positively com m itting  the  old  m ortal 

sin . B ut it w ould  be endless to enum erate all the th ings w hich  baffle our  judgm ent of the insincerity of a m an ’s 

conversion . W e m ay depend  upon  it that in  a  thousand spots, w hich  look  desert, w aste, and  fire-b lackened, G od ’s 

m ercy  is finding  pasture  for  H is glory .

It is very  observable that evil is of  its ow n  nature  m uch  m ore  visib le than  good, w hile  goodness is invisib le  

like G od. E vil, like the w orld , is loud, rude, anxious, hurried , and ever acting on  the defensive; w hile goodness 

partakes of the nature of H im  w ho alone is tru ly good, ft im itates H is w ays of secrecy and concealm ent, and is 

im pregnated  w ith  H is spirit of  unostentatious tranquillity  and self-sufficient contentm ent. T he infuriated m ob that 

bum s dow n a church, and tram ples the B lessed Sacram ent under foot, is a m uch m ore obvious and obtrusive 

phenom enon than the dozen C arm elite nuns w ho have been doing the w orld ’s hardest w ork for it before that 

tabernacle door  for  years. T he w hole  priesthood  of  the  C hurch, busy  at its w ork  of  m ercy, catches the eye m uch  less  

than a single regim ent in scarlet m arching dow n  upon its fellow -C hristians. E ven in  the individual th is invisib le  

character of goodness is perceptib le, and that not m erely in the shy spirit and instinctive bashfulness of great 

sanctity , but even  w ithout a  m an ’s in tending  it, or  being  aw are of  it, or  tak ing  any  pains about it. W hen  w e  know  and  

love a  m an, and  are in  habits of  daily  fam iliar  in tercourse w ith  him , w e  know  his faults alm ost in  a  w eek. W e learn  

w here to  distrust him , and  w here he is not unlikely  to  fail. B ut the revelation  of  his goodness is a  very  slow  process. 

H e is continually tak ing  us by surprise w ith  disclosures of  virtues w hich  w e never dream ed  that he possessed . H e  

com es out on  great occasions m uch  better than  w e expected . In  little th ings too , and  the  ordinary w ear and  tear of 



life , it is only  by degrees that w e  becom e  conscious how  m uch  real hum ility , patience, sw eetness, and  unselfishness  

there  is about him . T here are very few  m en  w hom  w e do  not com e  by  experience to  respect, if  only  w e continue  to  

L ove them . if. as W ordsw orth says, all tilings are less dreadful than  they seem , so is it tm e that all m en  are better 

than  they  seem . W e  m ust allow  very  largely  for th is, w hen  w e look  at the  lives of  C atholics, and  pass a  judgm ent on  

the  likelihood  of  their salvation.

T he visib le character of evil also brings strongly before us one of the m ost frightening  features of the  

w orld , and  one  w hich  it is hard  to  dw ell upon  for any  length  of  tim e w ithout som e am ount of  gloom  passing  on  our 

spirits. It is the ceaseless activ ity of Satan . H is activ ity is appalling: his presence alm ost ubiquitous: his tyranny  

universal, overw helm ing, and successfu l. O f a tm th  he needs no repose. T o go and  lie dow n  upon  his bed of  fire  

w ould  be no  rest to  him . T hus the  w orld  seem s to  be  alw ays in  a  storm  of  his creating . O ne w hile he is persecuting  

the good, even  in  the clo ister. A nother w hile he is bent on  m ining  som e m an  w ho is doing  a notable  w ork  for G od. 

N ow  he is urging on  the m ultitudes of a w hole country , and m aking  them  drunk w ith the spirit of anarchy and  

sacrilege. N ow  he is quietly  w eaving  w ebs of  unholy  diplom acy, w ith  a  fair show  of  equity  or  patrio tism , around  the  

H oly See, that he  m ay cram p  its energies for good, and  dem oralize  w hole  nations. H ere he is getting  up  an  in tricate 

slander w hich  shall throw  discredit on  G od ’s servants, and  dishonor the cause of relig ion . T here he is sapping  the  

foundations of a relig ious order by the insid ious prudence of relaxation , or destroying the stability of som e grand  

w ork  of m ercy by leading the founders to seek their ow n reputation and honor in  it instead of G od s gloty . O ne  

w hile he is inspiring  the press, and hiding the poison that he spreads under the rhetoric of m orality and right. 

A nother w hile he  is artfu lly  provid ing  for coldness, dissension , and  m isunderstanding  am ong  those  w hose  pow er  for 

G od  consisted  in  the  cordiality  of  their  union.

E ven the chosen  of the earth , the holy and the good, are running  to and fro upon  the earth , till they are  

w eary , doing Satan ’s w ork  and  dream ing it is G od ’s. W ho can  look  on  such  a scene w ithout disquiet and dism ay?  

B ut then  w e m ust rem em ber  the prom inent visib le character  of  evil. Satan  is active: can  w e suppose  that G od  is not 

ten  thousand  tim es m ore active, even  though  w e see H im  less? T he  very reason  w hy  w e see H im  so  little is  because  

w e do not fo llow  H im . and  search  out H is w ays, and  trace the footprin ts of H is operations. If  w e did  w e should  be 

astonished at the im m ensity , the vigor, and  the  versatility of the m agnificent spiritual w ork w hich H e is doing all 

over the  w orld  in  every  year. Just as science tells us that the  earth ’s surface is never still, but that som e portion  of  it 

som ew here  all day and  night is quaking  and  vibrating  w ith  the  pulsations of  the  forces  bound  up  w ithin  the  center  of 

the planet, so to the observant and discerning eye of faith  the w hole natural w orld of created w ills and w ays is 

trem ulous and  troubled  by  the  forces of  the supernatural w orld , now  forcing  their w ay to  the surface, now  engulfing  

w hole regions, now  raising  lofty ' sum m its of  new  m ountains out of  deep  valleys, and  now  altering  the  very  features  

of  civ ilization  by  diverting  the  m ighty  currents of  the m ind  and  purpose of  hum anity .

If  the  vigor  of  G od  abides w ith  such  in tensity in  every  particle  of  the inanim ate w orld , everyw here  w edding  

strength  to  beauty ', so that the  union  m ight captivate w ith  its exquisite niceties the in telligence of  angels, if in  every ' 

m ineral atom  H e abides in tim ately by  H is presence. H is essence, and  H is pow er, how  m uch  m ore shall w e believe  

that H e inform s and  contro ls the  w orld  of  m en  by  the  energies of  an  all-w ise providence, w hose m ajestic operations 

have all of them  the one single scope and end of love for their blissfu l accom plishm ent! W e have already seen  

enough of the doctrine of grace to be aw are to w hat an alm ost incredib le extent it discloses the divine activity . 

T em ptation  is feeble, languid , in term itten t, and  inert, com pared  w ith  th is. Satan  grow s w eary , even  though  he  cannot 

rest, w hile the perseverance of grace is incom parable, like the freshness of that eternal m ercy from  w hich it 

em anates. M oreover, w e know  that Satan is bound by the com ing of our L ord. T he little babe of B ethlehem  

circum scribed  his m onstrous em pire. If  he is as w ild and  fierce as ever, he has now  found  the length  of his chain  

and  beyond that his fury is unavailing . E ven  w ithin  his greatly  lessened sphere, the C ross of C hrist is a  perpetual 



torture, an  endless defeat to his m alicious w iles. T he very  presence of the C hurch  is an  unbroken  exorcism  to the  

baffled  prince of  darkness. H er  benedictions  keep  extrading  him  from  one  com er  of  creation  after  another. H er exor

cism s dispossess him  even of the hidden spiritual strongholds in w hich he craves to keep his court. H er holy  

presences are tortures  to  him , w orse, som e of  them  at least, than  the fires of  that abyss w hich  is the fallen  creature’s 

hom e. U p and dow n  all lands St R aphael is for ever binding him  in  the upper uninhabitable parts of  the spiritual 

E gypt.

W ho then can  believe that in G od ’s ow n  clo istered  dw elling place, the sanctuary of H is C hurch, Satan ’s 

activ ity w ill prevail against H is. and  that H e w ill be defeated even  w here H is choice m ost loves to dw ell? Satan  

broke in to the first paradise of G od  w hen  he w as young, and  before the C ross of C hrist had  bound  H im , and  w hat 

fo llow ed?  T he saving  of  A dam  and  of  E ve  by  a  m ore copious salvation, the  superabundance  of  redeem ing  grace, the  

glorious reign  of  the  Q ueen  of  the Im m aculate C onception , and  the  to tal trium ph  of  the  Incarnate  W ord! M uch  m ore  

w ill like consequences fo llow  now . W e m ust not trem ble  too m uch  at Satan ’s pow er. H e is under our feet already. 

W e are stronger  far  than  he. W e m ust rem em ber the story of  the servant of  E liseus in  the  fourth  book  of  K ings. T he  

sem ant of  tire m an  of G od, rising  early , w ent out, and saw  an  arm y round  about the city , and  horses, and  chario ts; 

and  he to ld  him , saying , A las, alas, alas, m y  lord , w hat shall w e do? B ut he answ ered . Fear not: for there are m ore  

w ith  us than  w ith  them . A nd  E liseus prayed, and  said , L ord, open  his eyes that he  m ay see. A nd  the  L ord  opened  the  

eyes of  the  servant, and  he saw , and  behold  the  m ountain  w as fu ll of  horses and  chario ts of  fire, round  about E liseus.

T he  very  inconceivable  m agnificence of  G od  w ould  lead  us  to  suppose  that the  num ber of  the  saved, w hich  

is one  of  the  greatest glories of  H is creation, w ould  be  som ething  far  beyond  our  utm ost expectations, [footnote: See  

the  note  from  L essius  on  pages 108-9 .] H as it not been  so  in  every  experience w e have ever had  of  G od? H as H e not 

alw ays outdone H is ow n  prom ises, as w ell as outstripped our im aginations? H ave not H is gifts alw ays com e in  an 

em barrassing  abundance?  H ave  w e  ever form ed  an  expectation  of  m ercy  or of  grace, w hich  has not been  fu lfilled  far 

beyond our hopes, as if not even our necessities, m uch less our m erits, but H is ow n  liberality , w ere the rale of 

answ ered  prayer! Is it likely  to  be less so , or are w e likely  to  find  G od  changed  all at once, in  a  m atter, in  w hich  not 

only  our happiness, but the honor of  H is dear Son  and  the  in terests of  H is ow n  w onderfu l glory , are so  exceedingly  

involved? T here is som ething  so uncongenial in  the  thought, that it surely cannot be received  unless it be revealed . 

T here is no  w ord  w hich  describes H is love of  us as our C reator so faithfu lly  as m agnificence, and  w ill H is love as 

our L ast E nd  be less m agnificent, less efficacious in  the trium ph of its glorious attractions? T here is no w ord  to  

express H is prodigal expenditure in  our redem ption , except m agnificence: can  w e conceive, in  a  divine  w ork, of a  

m agnificence in  the design  w hich shall not be equaled  by m agnificence in  the execution?  N o one doubts that hell 

w ill be  unspeakably  m ore dreadful than  w e expected: because no one doubts but that our little  view s w ill be found  

foolish ly  narrow  w hen  com pared w ith  the transcendent realities of  G od. So w ill it be found  w ith  our notions of  the  

num ber  of  the  saved. Y et. w hen  w e  th ink  of  w hat the  C atholic C hurch  is and  of  all the  priv ileges involved  in  being  a  

C atholic, it seem s only reasonable to  expect that on  the w hole far m ore of  them  w ould  be saved  than  lost. T here is 

no  m agnificence in  th is idea. T here w ould  be a sense of  failure and  incom pleteness  in  the opposite  opinion . N o  one  

surely can th ink steadily and continuously on the m atter w ithout com ing to th is conclusion . B ut of necessity , 

because  H e is H im self. G od  w ill go  far out of  sight of  our  beliefs in  the actual splendor of  H is accom plishm ents. So  

that, from  w hat w e know  of G od, w e should augur that very  few  C atholics, com paratively speaking, w ould  be lost. 

T he salvation  of  alm ost all of them  seem s to be claim ed  by  the  veiy  m agnificence of G od. H e is a  bold  m an, w ho, 

w ithout the C hurch  to  back  him . believes that G od's ow n  gift of  free-w ill, w hich  H e has m ysteriously  allow ed  to  do  

H im  so m uch  in jury  in  tim e, shall have  a final and  com plete  victory  over H im  for etern ity ; and  if  G od  is love, w hich  

is of  faith , then  hell w ill be  no victory  to  H im .

T he  honor of  the  Precious  B lood  w ould  im ply and  require  all th is as m uch  as the  m agnificence  of  G od. It is 



a hard  saying that the m ajority of those for w hom  it w as shed, and  on  w hose souls it has been actually sprinkled , 

should be lost eternally . W e are purposely turn ing our eyes aw ay from  all w ithout the C hurch, saying nothing, 

defin ing  nothing , hinting  nothing , guessing  nothing . It is not our  concern . B ut how  hard  w ill it be  to  say that of  those  

souls, w ho have been  actually w ashed  in  it again  and  again , the m ajority are lost. It has cleansed  them  in  B aptism , 

and  prin ted  an  ineffaceable character upon  their  brow s. It has absolved  them  again and again . It has run  through  

them  w ith thrills of fervor and fortitude in  C onfirm ation . Its red liv ing pulses have beaten  w ith  their hum an  life  

w ithin  the  heart at C om m union. A re  w e  then  to  say , that of  those, w ho  of  all m ankind  have  m ost trusted  the  B lood  of 

Jesus, and have m ade m ost use of it, the m ajority are lost? W hat ground is there in dogm atic theology for an  

assertion  so little to  the honor of  our  dearest L ord? O ne drop  is m ore than  enough  to  redeem  all the  possib le sins of 

all the  possib le  w orlds, and  yet oceans of  it do  not succeed  in  redeem ing  the m ajority of  the  m em bers of  H is C hurch! 

W ho w ould hesitate at anything  w hich the C hurch  taught him  to believe, and w ho w ould believe th is unless the  

C hurch  should  teach  it?

T hen  again , the  action  of  the sacram ents is probably  m uch  greater than  w e have  any  notion  of. W e learn  a  

great deal that is very surprising  from  theology, enough  to set us gratefu lly w ondering  at the ingenious excesses of 

our C reator’s love. B ut w hat w e learn  there rather show s us the extent of our ignorance  than  furn ishes us w ith  

anything like  a  com plete  science. W e m ay  fo llow , first the  school w hich  teaches that the  operation  of  the sacram ents 

is m oral, then  the  school w hich  teaches  that it is physical, and  w e are better and  holier, because  m ore loving , m en  for 

our researches. B ut have they not left us at a point beyond  w hich, though w e could get no further, w e saw  that 

sacram ental grace  w as advancing  far  beyond  us w ith  an  operation  w e could  not com prehend, in to recesses of  w hich  

m ystical theologians  speak  in  grandiloquent  w ords and  w ith  abstm sest term s? W hen  w e  discuss the  deep  of  the soul, 

or the  point of  the spirit, or w hether the character  of  a  sacram ent is set as a signet on  the soul or on  the  faculties of 

the soul, w e are at the end  of  our  m ind ’s tether, and  grace has shot m iles ahead, and  is w oiking grandly  out of  sight. 

A ll G od ’s w orks are greater w hen  w e get to  look  in to  them , than  they seem ed  at first. E specially m ust it be so  w ith  

such supernatural w orks as H is sacram ents. It is conceivable that a clear view  of the operation  of  the sacram ents, 

both in them selves, and also retrospectively in our ow n souls, m ay be a not insignificant item  in our fu ture  

blessedness. O ne good  C om m union  is enough, they say , to  m ake a sain t. N ow  th ink  w hat goes to  the m aking  of a  

sain t, the  num berless  th ings, their inexhaustib le  variety , their  positive  contradictoriness, their  unlikely  com binations, 

the in tricate w ide-spreading  possib ilities of  their perseverance; and  w hat can  the axiom  m ean, except that, not only  

the  inw ard  pow er  of  a  sacram ent, but its actual operation , goes farther  and  deeper than  w e can  fo llow  it?*  L ook  then  

at the num berless receptions of sacram ents, w hich  there are daily  in  the C hurch, and  can  you  seriously believe  that 

the result of it all is, that the m ajority of C atholics are not saved? O h  be sure you  are estim ating far too low  the  

glorious efficacy  of  the divine  in terventions, the  successfu l m ajesty ' of  creative  love!

[footnote: A s it is the  tendency of  the  m odem  m ind  to  elim inate  the  supernatural, believers m ust be  on  their guard  

against an  inevitable  tem ptation , w hich  w ill beset them selves  to  m ake little of  the  m ore supernatural agencies in  the  

C hurch. A ny departure from  the old language about the w onder-w orking  pow ers and peculiar priv ileges of the  

sacram ents w ould  he a  m ost suspicious feature in  any  m odem  theology. U pon  the  universally  adm itted  princip le of 

m oral theology, S t a t  p r o  f a c t o , the  least that w e can  say  about the  sacram ents is, that w here they have  been  received , 

the probability is alw ays in  favor of their valid ity ; and if they w ere valid , then  the right inw ard dispositions w ent 

along  w ith  them . For the sacram ents do  not take the  place of a  real inw ard  change of  heart, or do  instead  of  it. It is 

their office  to  produce  it by  their m arvelous reinforcem ents of  grace.]

O ur ignorance of the last inw ard processes of deathbeds leaves one of the m ost spacious portions of our 

lives inaccessib le  to  our notice. L ife is not counted  only  by m aterial tim e. T he w orld , and  all its sights and sounds, 

too  often  leave  little room  for G od  in  the  hearts of  m en. B ut the  hour  of  death  is  very spacious. It gives G od  room . It 



turns m inutes  in to  years. It doubles and  redoubles  the  sw ift processes  of  the  m ind  just on  the  eve of  its ejection  from  

the  body. It is an  hour  of  tru th , and  an  hour  of  tru th  is longer  than  a  century  of  falsehood. H eaven  draw s near  to  it, to  

help  as w ell as to  behold, ft is G od ’s last chance  w ith  H is creature, and  divine  w isdom  m ust know  w ell how  to  use  

its chances. A  m an  is freed  from  m any  law s, w hen  tim e  and  space are  visib ly  m elting  aw ay  in  the  w hite light of  eter

nity . or  rather he  him self  is  being  brought under  w ider  and  larger law s. H e can  live  m any  lives w ithin  the  com pass of 

his agony. W e know  very  little of  w hat goes on  then . T he th ick  curtains of  the  glazed  eye, of  the expressionless or 

only  pain-furrow ed  face, and  of  the  inarticu late  voice, are draw n  round  the  last earth ly  audience  betw een  the  C reator  

and  the  creature.

B ut observation and  psychology  com bine to teach  us that m uch  does go on, and  of  a  far m ore in telligent 

character, than  w e should  otherw ise conceive. “R eally , according  to m y observations,” says Sir B enjam in  B rodie,*  

“ the  m ere act of  dying  is seldom , in  any sense of  the  w ord, a  very painful process. It is true  that som e  persons die  in  

a state of  bodily torture, as in  cases of  tetanus: that the drunkard , dying  of d e l i r i u m  t r e m e n s , is haunted  by  terrific  

visions; and  that the victim  of that m ost horrible of all diseases, hydrophobia, in  addition  to those peculiar bodily  

sufferings from  w hich  the disease has derived  its nam e, m ay  be in  a state of terror from  the supposed presence of 

frightfu l objects— w hich  are  presented  to  him  as realities, even  to  the last. B ut these and  som e  other  instances w hich  

I m ight adduce are exceptions to the general ru le, w hich  is, that both  m ental and  bodily sufferings term inate long  

before the scene is finally closed . T hen, as to the actual fear of death ; it seem s to m e that the A uthor of our 

existence, for the  m ost part, gives it to  us w hen  it is in tended  that w e should  live, and  takes it aw ay  from  us w hen  it 

is in tended  that w e should  die. T hose w ho  have  been  long  torm ented by  bodily  pain  are generally  as anxious to  die  

as they  ever w ere  to  live. So it often  is w ith  those w hose  life has been  protracted  to  an  extrem e old  age, beyond  the  

usual period  of  m ortality , even  w hen  they labor under no actual disease, ft is not very com m on  for any one to die  

m erely  of  old  age:—

L ike ripe  fm it to  drop

Into  his m other’s lap .

B ut I have  know nthis to happen; and  a  happy conclusion  it has seem ed  to  be  of  w orld ly cares and  joys, ft w as like  

falling  to  sleep, never  to  aw ake again  in  th is state of  existence. Som e  die retaining  all their  faculties, and  quite aw are  

that their dissolu tion  is at hand. O thers offer  no  signs of  recognition of  external objects, so  that it is im possib le for  us  

to form  any  positive opinion  w hether they do or do not retain  their sensib ility ; and  others again , as I have already  

stated , w ho appear  to  be insensible  and  unconscious, w hen  carefu lly w atched, are found  not to  be so in  reality ; but 

they  die  contentedly . I have m yself  never know n  but tw o  instances  in  w hich, in  the  act of  dying, there  w ere m anifest  

indications  of  the  fear of  death .” [footnote: P s y c h o l o g i c a l  E n q u i r i e s , p. 130.]

In  the  life of  C ondren  there  is a very rem arkable  passage  urging  on  us the  duty  of  thanksgiv ing  to G od  for 

the graces H e bestow s on the dying, inasm uch as ‘H is com passion for them  is inexplicable, and H e seem s to  

distribute H is favors to them  all the m ore w illingly , because they are hardly now  in  danger of profaning them .” 

B eautiful thought! O  how  m uch  of  the  beauty  of G od ’s love is gathered round  the dying  bed, how  m uch  m ore than  

w e can  see, how  m uch  m ore than  w e believe! W e grant that it is unknow n  ground; but because m ercy is so m uch  

needed  then , because m ercy has had  so m any  antecedents w ith  the soul, because it is G od ’s w ill it should  be saved, 

and finally because G od is such a G od as w e know  H im  w ell to be, w e boldly claim  all that unknow n land of 

C atholic  death-beds for the sim ple sovereignty  of  the  divine com passion . T hat hour m ay explain  m any  inexplicable  

salvations. T he gloom iest m ind  m ust adm it, that it m ay have shrouded in  it endless possib ilities of salvation; and  

w ith such  a G od at such an  hour the possib ilities grow  m iraculously in to probabilities, and  forthw ith  disappear in  

those sw eet sudden  certain ties  w ith  w liich  the  dying  child  of  Jesus has fallen  asleep  upon  its  Father ’s bosom .



[footnote: I w ould  earnestly  beg  of  the  reader  to  turn  hack  here, and  read  again  our  B lessed  L ord ’s ow n  revelation  

to St G ertm de about deathbed  m ercies, page 202. In  tire consideration  of  th is m atter there are tw o th ings to  be ob 

served, and  also  to  be  kept studiously  apart— opinions  based  on  theological teaching , and  opinions gathered  from  the  

observation  of  m ankind  and  the experience  of  life . T he  last chapter, “T he  E asiness  of Salvation” , w as theology, the  

present chapter on  the num ber of  the saved  rests m ainly on  inferences from  the character of  G od, and  on  a  hopeful 

view  of hum an  conduct. A ll consistent view s of G od's dealings w ith  H is creatures m ust rest the fixed  point of  the  

com pass either on  H is revealed character or on our ow n  personal observation of m ankind. From  our ignorance, 

neither w ill give  us certain  results. B ut on  the  one  hand, the  inferences draw n  from  the  revealed  character of G od  are  

decidedly  in  favor of  the  m ild  view  of  the  num ber of  the  saved, w hile, on  the  other, personal observation  of  m ankind  

is a  m ost uncertain  affair, can  only  produce  very  precarious results, and  is by  no  m eans so decidedly on  the rigorous  

side as the revealed  character of  G od  is on  the m ilder side. W e know  m ore of  G od  than  w e know  of  m en, and  w hat 

w e  know  of  H im  w e  know  m ore surely  than  w hat w e  know  of  them . It is  the  very  object of  th is chapter to  prove  that.

[W ith regard  to the hopeful view  of hum an conduct, m y ow n  observation in  the priesthood, and that of others 

em inent in  age and  of  w ide experience, w hom  I have consulted , is that the  great m ajority  of  C atholics  lead  lives of 

m o r e  o r  l e s s  struggle. It is too  often  little enough. Y et m issions, general confessions, and  the  like, reveal for  the  m ost 

part tliis feature of stm ggle. N ow  tliis is a m ost im portant feature. “ C o m b a t t a s i  p u r e , d i e  q u i  s t a  i l  t u t t o ,  ”  says 

Scupoli. (B ut read  all liis chapter 6.) T he grace of  a good  deathbed, m aintained in  the tex t to  be so com m on, is not 

the o r d i n a r y  conclusion  of  a probation spent in  live-long  neglect of G od, or in  obdurate sin . but the  final giving  of 

the victory ' by a great and decisive m ercy to the side in a struggle, w hich hitherto had been dubious and  

unsatisfactory . M eanw hile  no  one  can  deny  that a  good  death  as the  end  of  a  bad  life  is  both  a  theological possibility , 

and  an  occasional m ercy. B ut such  are not the  deathbed  graces w liich  I speak  of  as  being  com m on. Still, those  other 

m arvelous deathbed  conversions, though  they are rare phenom ena, m ust necessarily  be  taken  in to  the account, w hen 

w e are occupied  in  fathom ing  the incredib le  depths of G od ’s love. It has becom e  proverbial that a  princip le is best 

tested  by  an  extrem e case. T hus even of  sinners, as w ell as of m artyrs, does G od ’s love at tim es m ake these w ords 

true, tm e  it m ay  be  even  to  the  passing  over  of  purgato iy .

M o r t i s  s a c r c e  c o m p e n d i o

V i t a m  b e a t a m  p o s s i d e n t . }

W hen  w e see a m an  sinning , w e see his sin , but w e can  seldom  see the excuses of his sin . T his is a  very  

im portant consideration in the present discussion , and has already been partially adverted to . T he depths of 

invincib le ignorance m ay underlie no  inconsiderable region of  a  m an's m oral nature, and  each  indiv idual character 

has an  invincib le ignorance belonging  to  itself. It is a tiling  w e cannot possib ly  presum e  upon  for ourselves, because  

a suspicion destroys it; but w e m ay put m uch to its account in our neighbor's favor. A gain , the violence of the  

tem ptation  is invisib le; and  even  if  w e saw  it, w e  could  not see  the  peculiar  oppressiveness of  it to  another’s heart, or 

its alm ost irresistib le  tyranny  because  of  previous habits. Y et surely  there are m any  cases in  w hich  the  vehem ence  of  

the tem ptation  is a m itigating  circum stance in  punishm ent, even  if  it be not an  actual plea  of  m ercy. W e m ust also  

have a  thorough  acquain tance w ith a m an's peculiar turn  of  m ind, the bent of  his disposition , the circum stances of 

his past life. and. m ost of  all, his early education , before  w e are at all in  a  condition  to  form  an  estim ate  of  w hat his 

guilt is in  the sight of G od.* A lso m en  often  fall, w hen  they are in  a good  state, from  a  m om entary self-trust, or a  

sudden  assault of  Satan , G od  perm itting it for  their  greater good  and  m ore  entire  hum ility ; and  then  a  m an ’s sin  is an 

exceptional case, and  w e cannot argue from  it to  liis habitual state. A ll these considerations, and  m any m ore w hich  

m ight be adduced, very m uch  detract from  the value of our observations on  the sins of  C atholics, as proofs that by  

far the  greater num ber  of  them  are not ultim ately  saved.

[footnote: L acordaire says beautifu lly of  the  sinner  as he  is in  the  sight of  G od, “ D i e u  y  r e c o n n a î t  e n c o r e  s a  m a i n .  

C o m m e  u n e  s t a t u e  m u t i l é e  s o r t  d e  l a  t e r r e  o ù  l e s  s i è c l e s  l 'a v a i e n t e n f o u i e , a i n s i l ’â m e  d é g r a d é e  p a r  l e  p é c h é  

a p p a r a î t  a u x  r e g a r d s  d e  s o n  p è r e :  c  ' e s t  u n  m a r b r e  d é s h o n o r é , m a i s  o ù  r e s p i r e  e n c o r e  l a  v i e , e t  a u q u e l  l 'a r t i s t e  

s u p r ê m e  p e u t  r e n d r e  s a  p r e m i è r e  b e a u t é . I l  y  t r a v a i l l e  a v e c  a r d e u r ;  i l  a i m e  c e  d é b r i s ;  i l  v  f r a p p e  d e s  c o u p s  q u i  

é m e u v e n t  s o n  e s p é r a n c e  e t  a t t e n d r i s s e n t s e s  r e g r e t s . C e  n  ' e s t  q u , à  l a  m o r t  q u e  l e  m a l  p e r s é v é r a n t  p r e n d  u n e  

c o n s i s ta n c e  à  l ’é p r e u v e  d e  l ’a m o u r  d i v in , e t  q u e  D i e u  l e  v o i t  c o m m e  u n  i m p a r d o n n a b l e  e n n e m i . J u s q u e  l à , i l  

a p p a r t i e n t  e n c o r e  à  l ’a r c h i t e c t u r e  d u  b i e n ;  i l  e s t  u n e  p i e r r e  e s p é r a b l e  d e  l a  s a i n t e  c i t é , e t  p e u t - ê t r e  y  e n t r e r a - t - i l  e n  



u n  l i e u  m a g n i f i q u e ,  q u i  é t o n n e r a  l ’i n n o c e n c e  s a n s  l a  d é c o u r a g e r .  ” — C o n f é r e n c e s  d e  1 8 5 1 . ]

T his leads us to a further consideration . It can hardly be denied  that m en ’s actions are often  w orse than  

their hearts, even  w hen  they proceed  from  the  heart; and  they  have often  less heart in  them  than  they seem  to have. 

For instance, a  m an  com m its a  sin  in  a  sudden  outburst of  passion; that passion  m ay have felt som e  peculiar sting  in  

the  provocation  w hich  another w ould  not feel, and  it m ay have fallen  upon  him  w hen  he w as physically  agitated  or 

w hen  his nerves w ere  unstrung. For all th is, the sin  m ay rem ain  a  sin , and  yet be  no  fair index  of  the sinner’s heart. 

O r again , m en  are propelled in to sin  not unfrequently  by false sham e, by hum an  respect, by  bad  com pany; and a  

m an ’s heart m ay  be  far  better  all the  w hile  than  its outw ard  actions testify . M any  a  m an  looks to  his neighbors a  very  

m onster of depravity , w hile the  priest, w ho heard his general confession , has been alm ost touched to  tears by the  

spots of  green  verdure, the alm ost fem inine  sensib ilities, the  refined  kindnesses, but above  all by  the  m oral shyness, 

the ground  of  so  m any  virtues, w hich  he  found  in  that great rough  nature. A re w e not learn ing  every day  to  be  less 

surprised  at finding  how  so  very  m uch  good  can  dw ell w ith  so  very  m uch  evil? T hen, again , m any  have so  m any  odd  

crossings  in  their m inds  w hich  tell upon  their m otives, and  ham per the  free action  of  their m oral sense; and  thus it is  

that cruelty in  w ar, agrarian  m urders, and  the like, are not on  the  w hole such  conclusive  proofs of  a depraved  heart 

as they  are com m only  taken  to  be. M uch  crim e  lies at the  door of  a  w arped  m ind; and  how  m uch  of  that crim e is sin  

can  be  know n  to  G od  alone. T he  heart is the  jew el w hich  H e covets  for H is crow n, and  if  the heart w hich  w e do  not 

see  is  better  than  the  actions that w e see, G od  be  praised! for  then  the  w orld  is a  trifle less dism al than  it seem s.

It w as perhaps  these and  sim ilar  considerations of  hum an  charity , alm ost infin itely  m agnified  by  H is Sacred  

H eart, w hich  m ade Jesus, w hen  on  earth , such  a  lover of  sinners. W e know  w ell that H is predilection  w as for them . 

H e cam e to  seek  and  to  save w hat w as lost, and  the  m ore lost a  soul w as, the  m ore especially  H e cam e to  seek  it and  

to save it. H e seem ed  to prefer the society of sinners to any other; and  all-holy as H e w as, it is w onderfu l how  H e  

contrived  at once  to  exhibit H is holiness and  also  to  put sinners in to so  in teresting  a  light; and  H e, w hich  is m uch  to  

be  rem em bered , is the  judge  at last. T hose sinners, w ho  cam e near  H im  in  the  G ospel and  had  in tercourse  w ith  H im , 

seem  to  be alm ost H is chosen  souls. T here is a  poetry throw n  around  their m em ories, even  in  the case of  the poor  

young  m an  w ho  did  not fo llow  H im , w hich  is nothing  else  but the  luster of  the  Savior’s love.

So is it alw ays w ith  the sain ts of Jesus. T hey are characterized  by  a hopeful view  of sinners. T hey have a  

positive devotion  to them , as our L ord  had. T he veiy pow er of  the relig ious com m unities, w hich  have to deal w ith  

the reform ation  of sinners, consists at once in  their tender love of them  and  their supernatural respect for them . 

W ithout th is last quality even  the  charity  of  the spouses of C hrist w ill be  but in term itten t and  lose the  perfection  of 

its beauty , uniform ity of its sw eetness, and  the pow er from  G od  to accom plish and  bring to a happy persevering  

issue  the  glorious w ork  of conversion in  the soul. In  the place of  the steadiness of  grace, their w orks of  m ercy w ill 

have all the characteristics of capricious nature. T ruly it is a C hristlike th ing  to  love sinners. B ut is not our love of 

them  a  piteous horror rather  than  a  true  love, if  our  view  of  them  is to  be so  depressing  and  overclouded, that w e are  

to believe that the greater num ber even  of C atholics arc not to be saved? D oes not th is peculiar tenderness, th is 

alm ost devotion  of  our  B lessed  L ord, point to  a  far m ore cheering  view ? Pray, said  the  C arm elite  prioress of  B eaune  

to M argaret of  the B lessed Sacram ent, pray for th is soul, though  I cannot hope  for its conversion . O  M other, replied  

M argaret, w herefore doubt the goodness of  our G od? Is not th is to do  H im  a dishonor? W ho has ever invoked  the  

H oly  C hild  Jesus w ithout being  heard? N ow  let us go  and  im plore of  H im  the  grace  w hich  you  desire, and  three  days 

shall not pass before  your w ishes shall be  gratified .

T he sain ts look  at sinners as sain ts them selves in  possib ility '. T heir hopefulness is the  secret of  their charity . 

T heir hum ility also , w hich  gives them  a clear view  of the excess of G od ’s grace over the am ount of their ow n  

correspondence, m akes  them  slow  to  believe  that others, even  w ith  less grace, w ill not surpass their  attaim nents.



G reat stress should  be laid on  the alm ost invariable characteristic  of the sain ts, that they took  a hopeful 

view  of hum an conduct; for the sain ts are precisely m en  w hose dispositions approach  to the dispositions of G od. 

T hus they com e to  believe, w hat the experience of those  versed in  the affairs of souls abundantly establishes, that 

conversion is one of the m ost com m on phenom ena of grace. It is the sort of th ing to be expected of grace, the  

ordinary  occurrence w hich  com es as a m atter of  course, just as the sun  w arm s, or the frost chills, or the w ater w ets  

us, or the fire bum s us. N ow  w e have already seen  the im m ense abundance of  grace, w ith  w hich  heaven  inundates 

the earth , and if conversion is quite an  ordinary occurrence w ith  it, and sinners alone can strictly speaking be the  

subjects of  conversion , it fo llow s that the great m ass of  apparently  unw orthy  C atholics is the chosen  theatre of  one  

of the strongest as w ell as the com m onest of the operations of grace. T hus it is that aposto lic zeal, w ith its 

enlightened  love, looks at sinners as the  m aterials for the fu ture trium phs of  Jesus, as the harvest yet ungam ered  of 

H is Passion  and  H is C ross. B ad  C atholics, those  w ho appear  bad  to  us, are but a  proportion  of all C atholics, and  if 

redeem ing  grace has yet got to  invade that proportion , and  according  to all its law s m ust trium phantly  invade it, w e  

can hardly th ink otherw ise than that the m ajority of C atholics w ill be saved. If w e put all our data together, 

conversion can  hardly  be  com m on  in  the  C hurch, unless salvation  is com m on  too .

T here is another point, w hich  has already  been adverted  to , but w hich m ust not be om itted  in  the  present 

enum eration. W hen  m en look at a country , or a neighborhood, or a tow n, and pass a  judgm ent on  its relig ious  

condition , not only m ust they necessarily have insufficient data, but they are very liable  to fall in to an  inaccuracy  

w hich  seriously  affects  the  value of  their observations. T hey  do  not distinguish  betw een  the sinfu lness of  sin  and  the  

deform ity of  sin , w hich  last spreads out and  covers a  greater extent of  ground  than  the  guilt, infecting  the  m anners, 

tain ting  the  w hole  tone  and  atm osphere, and  altogether m aking a  m uch  greater show  than  the real sin . M uch  that is 

m orally  unlovely  is not sin , certain ly  not m ortal sin . A nd  yet it catches the  eye, and  offends our m oral sense, and  is 

extrem ely odious in  the sight of relig ion . It is of a tru th  an evidence of the existence of sin . but by no m eans a  

m easure of  its quantity . V ery  often  a  new ly  converted  m an  is alm ost as disagreeable and  repulsive  as he  w as w hen  in  

his sins. H is m oral appearance is not im proved all at once. T he m ellow ing, softening , beautify ing  pow ers of  grace  

are long  in  their operation , and  fo llow  w ith  slow  steps  the sharp  decisive m ovem ents w hich  effect conversion at the  

first. A s it is absurd  for  Protestants  to  m easure  the  tru th  of  the relig ions of  tw o  countries  by  the success of  conquest, 

the  perfection  of  the m onetary system , the  extension  of  com m erce, or scientific im provem ents in  agriculture,* so is 

it equally a m istake to decide on the relig iousness of a population by the offensive prom inences of national 

character, or  by  the  reigning  fo ibles  and  unw orth inesses  of  a  population , or  even  by  a  low  standard  of  m oral in tegrity  

in som e one or other departm ent, peculiar to the country , place, or tim e. In  judging of indiv iduals it is still m ore  

im portant to distinguish betw een  m oral unloveliness  and  dow nright sin . G oodness tends to  be graceful; but in  th is  

life  there  are alw ays  to  each  m an  a  thousand  causes w hich  hinder  its developm ent.

[footnote: Y et the  m ore thoughtfu l Protestant w riters are  beginning  to see now . w hat political geography m ight 

have taught them  before, that these developm ents of m aterial grandeur are due to the am ount of popular liberty  

rather  than  to  the  dom inance of  any  relig ious  opinions.]

T he extrem e severity of the punishm ents of purgatory is another consideration w hich leads the m ind  to  

contem plate  the im m ense  m ultitude of  the saved, and  of  those saved  w ith  very im perfect dispositions, as the only  

solution  of these chastisem ents. Purgatory ' goes as near to the unriddling the riddle of the w orld , as any one  

ordinance of G od  w hich  can  be nam ed. D ifficulties are perpetually  drifting  that w ay to find  their explanation; and  

the sain ts of G od  have turned  so fu ll a light upon  those fields of  fire, that the geography  of  them  seem s alm ost as 

fam iliar to us as the w ell-know n features of the surface of  the earth . T he charitable practices of C atholic  devotion  

lead  us to spend so m uch  of our day am id  the patience of  that beautifu l suffering , that it has becom e to  us like the  



w ards of a  favorite hospital w ith  its fam iliar faces brightening  at the w elcom e  w ords of consolation . It is the sam e  

fire as hell. T hat in  itself  is a  terrib le reflection . T he revelations of  the  sain ts depict the tortures of  it as fearfu l in  the  

extrem e. T here  is a  consent of  them , as to  the  im m ense  lengths of  tim e  w hich  souls average  under  that punishm ent, a  

consent fu lly  bearing  out the practice of  the C hurch  in  anniversaries and  foundations for M asses for ever. T he  very  

slightest infidelities to  grace seem  to  be  visited  there w ith  the acutest sufferings. G od  H im self has bidden  H is sain ts 

to  honor  w ith  chaste fear and  exceeding  aw e the  rigors of  H is  justice, and  the  requirem ents of  H is purity , in  that land  

of  bitter long  delay . N ow  does it com e natural to  us to  look  at all th is system , tliis terrib le  eighth  sacram ent of fire, 

w hich is the hom e of those souls w hom  the seven real sacram ents of earth have not been allow ed to purity ' 

com pletely , does it com e natural to  us to  look  at it all as sim ply  a  penal m achinery invented  for the sain ts and  those  

m ost like the sain ts, to  cut aw ay  w ith  its vindictive  sharpness the little im perfections w hich  com e of  hum an  frailty  ? 

T hat it should  fu lfill th is office is m ost in tellig ib le, m ost accordant w ith  G od ’s perfections, and  m ost consolatory ' to  

souls them selves. B ut does not the  view  at once recom m end itself  to  us that it w as an  invention  of  G od  to  m ultip ly  

the fru it of our Savior’s Passion , that it w as in tended  for the great m ultitudes  w ho should  die in  charity w ith  G od, 

but in  im perfect charity , and  dierefore that it is as it w ere  the  continuance of  deathbed  m ercies beyond  the  grave, and  

that, as such, it throw s  no  uncertain  light  on  the  cheering  supposition  that m ost C atholics are saved, especially  of  the  

poor  w ho  sorrow  and  suffer  here?

M ention  has  been  m ade  in  previous chapters of  G od ’s unaccountable contentm ent w ith  so little , as requisite 

for salvation . O f course purgatory goes som e w ay tow ards accounting for it, but very far from  the w hole w ay. 

Purgato iy seem s too good for ungenerous souls, and yet they are crow ding in to it by thousands, and becom e  

beautifu l am id  its flam es. T he m erits and  satisfactions of  our  dearest L ord  seem  our only  refuge, w hen  w e see how  

low  it has pleased G od  to put the term s of  our redem ption . T he charity of  Jesus covers the m ultitude of  the sins of 

H is people. G od  sees the  w orld  through  H im , not sim ply  by  a  fiction  im puting  to  us the holiness that is our  L ord ’s, 

but, for H is sake and  by  the  efficacy of  H is B lood, actually  ennobling  our  unw orth iness, and  giving  a  real greatness 

to our littleness, and a solid  value to  the m erest in tentions of our love. It is the daily delight of H is justice to be  

lim ited  in  the operations of its righteous anger by  the adorable sacrifice of  the M ass: and  the gloiy of Jesus is the  

grand  fundam ental law  of  all creation . Y et even  so , G od ’s contentm ent w ith  so  little is an  inscru table  m ercy, one of 

those  bright lights that are dark  because  they  are so  bright, and  w hich  are rising  up  perpetually from  the  abysses of 

creative love. W ho shall tell the thousands of souls in  heaven  at th is hour, w hom , alm ost to  their ow n  surprise, that 

m arvelous contentm ent has exalted  there?

A re any tw o angels exactly in  the sam e degree of gloiy? T heologians say that the graces of each radiant 

spirit are unlike. Perhaps then  their glories are unequal also , and  even  w here not unequal, at least unlike. If so . w hat 

innum erable degrees of  bliss there m ust be in  the angelic hierarchies! T he sain ts w e know  are ranged in  countless 

ranks. W e are not to ld  that those w ho  are in  the sam e rank  have all an  equal vision . It is of  faith  that the  rew ards of 

heaven differ in  degree. It is revealed to us in  the parables of the talents and the cities. In m y Father’s house are  

m any m ansions, said  our L ord. Star differeth from  star in glory , is the doctrine of St Paul. N ow  there can  be no  

exaggeration in supposing that there are at least as m any different degrees of happiness in heaven as there are  

degrees of happiness on  earth . W e know  that there are as m any different degrees of  gloiy hereafter, as there are  

different degrees of  grace here; and  as far as w e can  read  the phenom ena  of  grace, it w ould  really seem  as if  those  

differences w ere  as num erous as the  individual hearts in  w hich  it dw ells. T his  w ould  adm it of  an  im m ense  variety  of 

scales of goodness upon  earth , the very low est of  w hich should reach  heaven. A nd  w ould  it not be in  accordance  

w ith  w hat w e know  of the w orks of G od, if heaven  stooped alm ost dow n  to earth  and  w ell-n igh  blended  w ith  it. 

only , w hich is tru ly difference enough, that the low est there w ould have G od ’s clear light fu ll upon him . and  

therefore be bathed  in  joys w hich  eye has not seen , nor ear heard , nor heart of m an  conceived? T his view  w ould  



sw iftly reach , and  that by no circuitous route, the sw eet conclusion  for w hich  w e plead , that the great m ajority  of 

C atholics  are saved.

H ell teaches the sam e com fortable doctrine as heaven, although in  a rougher strain . Finite evil is alm ost 

infin itely  punished, lim ited sin alm ost in im itably  torm ented . O ne m ortal sin is chastised  eternally . T here m ay be  

m any in  hell w ho  have com m itted  a  less am ount of  sin  than  m any  w ho  are in  heaven, only  they  w ould  not lay hold  

of  the C ross of C hrist, and  do  penance, and  have easy  absolu tion . T here is no life of self-denying  virtue, how ever 

long and how ever laborious, but if  it ends in  im penitence and  m ortal sin , m ust be continued am ong  the unending  

pains  of  hell. O ne m ortal sin , and  straightw ay  a death  w ithout contrition , and  everlasting  despair  alone rem ains. N ow  

w ill evil be m ore punished  than good  is rew arded? W ill they even  be on  equal term s? T heology teaches that the  

chastisem ents  of hell are for the sake of C hrist far less than  the w retched  sufferers deserve. T here is m ercy even  

there, w hence hope has long  since fled, com passion  even  there w here its tenderness seem s so w holly  out of  place, 

and  its forbearance thankless and  unavailing . H ell is less than  sin  deserves. T hen  is there  no  com er of  creation  w here  

the  divine  justice enjoys all its rights? A t least it is not in  hell; for hell is less  than  sin  deserves. O  beautifu l ubiquity  

of m ercy! T he G ospel now here tells us that sinners shall be punished  up to the plenitude of their dem erits; but it 

does tell us about the  rew ard  of  virtue, that it shall be “good  m easure, and  pressed  dow n, and  shaken  together, and  

running  over.” Y ou  see it is in  heaven  only  that  justice shall enjoy its royalties! Shall not then  G od ’s rew arding  of 

good  be  in  all respects far  beyond, in  fu llness and  com pleteness, H is punishm ent of  evil?— Shall not a  little  good, a  

very  little good, be  m uch  rew arded? A nd  is not the  num ber w ho  are rew arded  a  chief  feature in  the m agnificence of 

the  rew ard? Surely not only  w ill heaven  be  unspeakably  beyond  our deservings, but m any  w ill go  there, w hom  only  

the  generosity  of  divine  love and  the  determ ination of  persisting grace could  have m ade deserving . T hese  are th ings 

w hich  w e cannot know , and  they are not put forw ard  as am ounting  to  argum ents; but there seem s som ething  easy  in  

the  process  by  w hich  the  very  existence  and  extrem ity  of  hell leads to  the  conclusion  that m ost C atholics are saved.

T he providence  of G od  in  the  lives of  m en  is to  each  one in  particu lar a  private revelation  of  H is love. T he  

biography  of  every  one  of  us is to  ourselves  as lum inously  supernatural, as palpably  fu ll of  divine in terferences, as if  

it w ere a  page out of  the  O ld  T estam ent history . M oreover, all that is  providential is also  m ercifu l. T he in terferences  

are all on  the side of  love. Stem -looking accidents, w hen  they  turn  their fu ll face to  us, beam  w ith  the  look  of  love. 

E ven  our  very  faults are so strangely overru led , that m ercy can  draw  m aterials for its blessings even  out of  them . It 

is tree  w e m ay  easily  delude ourselves. B ut the  natural tendency  to  find  a  m eaning  in  w hat happens  to  ourselves, and  

to exaggerate its significance, cannot altogether, or even  nearly , account for the providential aspect w hich  our past 

lives present to  us, w hen  w e  reflect upon  them  in  the  faith  and  fear of  G od.

O ur m ercifu l C reator  seem s  to  have  led  us  very  gently , as know ing  how  w eak  and  ill w e  are; yet H e  has led  

us plain ly  tow ards H im self. If  it is not speaking  of  H im  too  fam iliarly , H e seem s to have done everything  just at the  

right tim e, and  in  the  right place, to  have put nothing  before  us till w e w ere ready for it and  could  m ake the m ost of 

it, to  have  tim ed  H is grace and  apportioned  it, so  that w e m ight have as little as possib le  the guilt of  resisting  grace, 

to  have  w eighed even  our  crosses before  H e  laid  them  upon  us, and  to  have  aw aited  an  auspicious m om ent each  tim e  

H e  w ould  persuade us  to  som ething  fresh . H e  has com bined  events w ith  the  m ost consum m ate  skill, and  brought out 

the  m ost w onderfu l results, and  they  have alw ays been  in  our  favor. T here are difficu lties  and  seem ing  exceptions to  

the  ordinary  course  of  th is genial providence. B ut it is only  at first sight that they  perplex  us. T hese  very exceptions  

on closer investigation , or longer experience, turn out to be the m ost strik ing exam ples of the general m le of 

benevolence  and  love. If  w e ask  each  m an  separately , th is is w hat he  w ill tell us. W e have all of  us had  th is private  

revelation . B ut are not G od ’s w orks for the m ost part rem arkable for their efficacy? D o not all these secret bio 

graphies of m en, w ith their beautifu l disclosures of H is assiduous m inistering love, bear upon th is question  of 

salvation?  H as H e so  w aited  upon  each  of  us. that w e m ight at any  tim e have m istaken  H im  for our  guardian  angel, 



instead  of  our G od, and  yet is not H is solicitude in  far  the  greater num ber of  cases to have the one issue  w hich  H is 

glory so earnestly  desires? G od  is infin itely  just, and  H e executes H is justice upon  the sons of m en. B ut Scrip ture  

does not put H is vindictive  justice forw ard as com ing in  floods and inundations and  unheard-of w onders, as H is 

m ercy does, but rather as a  reserve, an  in terference, an  exceptional visitation , and  as tak ing  the  room  left for it in  the  

w orld  by  previously rejected  m ercy.

L et us dw ell on  one  feature  of  H is providence, the  w ay in  w hich  H e  vouchsafes  to  tim e  th ings. T hink  of  the  

hour of death , of its surpassing im portance, of its thrilling risks, of all those inw ard  processes of w hich w e have  

already  spoken. N ow  m ay  w e not conclude, or  at least w ith  reasonable  hope  infer, that to  m ost, if  not to all, m en, the  

hour  of  their death  is seasonably  tim ed? T hey  die  w hen  it is  best for them  to  die. T here are som e  dangers in  advance  

w hich  they  avoid  by  dying  then . T hey  die  w hen  they  are  in  the  best state  for dying. E ven  the  deaths of  those  w ho  are  

lost m ay be m ercifu lly tuned. W hen m en  die young, it is perhaps because they w ould  have lost them selves if  they  

had  lived  to  be old . W hen  m en  die late, it is perhaps to  give them  tim e  to  correspond  to  grace, to  do  penance  for the  

past, and  especially  that they  m ay  get rid  of  som e evil habit w hich  w ould  else  be  their  perdition , and  w hich  the  m ere  

infirm ity  of  age  w ill help  them  to  abandon. W hen  m en  die  just as they  are com ing  in to  the  possession  of  riches, or  at 

the outset of  a sm iling career of laudable am bition , it is perhaps because G od sees in  their natural character, or in  

their personal circum stances, som e seeds of fu ture evil, and so H e takes them  w hile all that evil lies innocently  

undeveloped in  their souls. W ho can th ink of w hat death is. and yet doubt that G od's w isdom  and  H is love are  

brought to bear w ith  inexpressib le sw eetness both on  its m anner and its tim e? If G od w ere pleased  to tell us, w e  

should  probably  be  am azed  at the  num bers of  convincing  reasons that there are  w hy  each  of  us should  die  w hen, and  

w here, and  how  w e do. T he very sight of so m uch  leg islation  and  arrangem ent, on  the  part of G od. about th is one  

final act of our probation is doubtless pouring in to the souls of the B lessed at all hours delightfu l stream s of 

w ondering  adoration  and  ecstatic love. Is all th is tm e of  each  C hristian  deathbed, and  are not then  the  great m ajority  

of  C hristians  saved?

B ut w hat is it w hich m ost obviously distinguishes C atholics from  all other m en? Surely , it is the gift of 

faith . T his, next to  the B eatific  V ision  of  H im self  in  heaven, is the  greatest gift w hich  G od  can  give  to  H is creatures; 

for in  som e respects it m ay  be said  to  be greater than  sanctify ing  grace, because it is its indispensable foundation . It 

is hard  to  realize the  greatness of a  gift w hich  is so in tim ate to  every operation  of  our  lives. B ut w e m ay gain  som e  

idea of its im portance w hen w e rem em ber that w ithout faith  no sacram ents avail, and  that w ith  the loss of  faith  w e  

lose alm ost all the  capabilities of  setting  ourselves right w hen  w e have sinned. It is a  gift therefore  w hich  w e should  

not only guard m ost jealously , but w hich  w e should  increase by exercise; for that it is capable of increase  by our 

ow n correspondence is one of  those m any really startling  disclosures of divine love, at w hich nobody is startled  

because they are so com m on. W e see or hear of souls w andering in the darkness, reading , arguing, w riting , 

com m enting , collating  m anuscripts, all in  perplexity  because they cannot perceive  the divin ity  of  our B lessed  L ord, 

w hile  to every C atholic child that sw eet converting  tru th  is plainer than  the sunshine on  the trees. T he little fellow  

could  not doubt it, if  he  w ould . H e  is so  sure  of  it, that he  w ould  be  beaten  to  death  rather  than  say  it w as not tm e. T o  

others the m ystery  of  the  M ost H oly  T rin ity  presents difficu lties of  the  m ost insuperable kind, how  G od  can  be  O ne  

G od  yet T hree Persons, how  the Son  can  be everm ore co-equally begotten  of  the Father, and  the H oly G host be  

everm ore co-equally proceeding from  the Father and the Son. T he C atholic finds nothing  hard in it. H e cannot 

explain  it, even  so far as theology  arrives tow ards an  explanation . B ut he know s it and  sees it as distinctly  as the  

w riting  of a letter or the pages of a book. B ew ilder him  as you  w ill, you  cannot in ject a doubt in to his m ind. H e  

cannot help  him self: he  is m ore certain  of  the  H oly  T rin ity , than  he  is of  your  existence  w ho  are standing  by  him  and  

questioning  him .

O  glorious necessity  of  believing , w hich  is hardly faith , but actual contact w ith  a supernatural w orld , as if 



the prerogative of  heaven  w as only  to see G od, w hile earth ’s privilege  w as to touch  H im  in  the dark  w ith  fearless 

venture and  w ith  thrilling love! H eaven  m ust indeed  be  beautiful, if  the sain ts can  part there w ith  their gift of  faith , 

and not pine to have it back again! Y et th is gift every C atholic receives, not the faith of devils w ho believe and  

trem ble, but the supernatural gift of divine faith . It is faith  by w hich so m any, after years of sin , quietly and as it 

w ere naturally , sw ing  round  to  their anchors, and  die w ell. B y  th is gift the C atholic sees far up  in to  the  unbeginning  

etern ity  of  G od, and  beholds his ow n  soul ly ing  there  in  the  lap  of  that eternal love. B y  faith  he  sees the  unspeakable 

operations of the H oly T rin ity w ith  its innascib ility , generation , and procession . B y faith  he scans the num berless 

perfections of  G od. B y  faith  he sees Jesus, G od  and  M an, in  the  B lessed  Sacram ent. B y  faith  he  beholds M ary  on  her 

m ediatorial throne. B y  faith  the  joys of  heaven, the  delays of  purgatory . the pains of  hell, are fam iliar to him  as the  

hills  and  stream s and  groves w here his childhood  played. B y  faith  he sees tire lineam ents of  Jesus in  H is priests, and  

beholds the  Precious  B lood  dropping  from  the hand  that is raised  to  give him  absolu tion . T his gift is com m on  to  all. 

so com m on  that it stays w ith  us even  w hen  grace has left us. so  persevering  and  so secure of itself  that it w ill lodge  

w ith  sin  and  fear  no  evil; and  is there one  sign  of  predestination  of  w hich  so  m uch  can  be said  as of  th is transcendent 

gift, w hich  of  its sole self  m akes a  creature  of  G od  in to  a  C atholic, and  w rites upon  Iris brow  th is plain  inscrip tion  of 

his C reator, It is  M y  especial w ill that th is creature should  be  saved, and  live w ith  M e  for ever?

T he C hurch  m ilitan t on  earth  is the  foreshadow ing of  the C hurch  trium phant in  heaven. T he  destin ies of  the  

heavenly C hurch  are  glassed  and  m irrored  on  the  earth ly  C hurch, and  are in  som e sense anticipated  there. T he  end  of 

the earth ly C hurch  is to  be transplanted in to the heavenly . Is it not a difficu lty , unless authority should  teach  it. to  

th ink  that less  than  the  great m ajority of  the  earth ly  plants w ill be  w orth  transplanting?  Seed  is w asted  in  sow ing; yet 

the earth ly husbandm an  gam ers the produce of  by  far the greatest portion  of w hat he sow s, even w hen birds, and  

blight, and  law less footpaths, and  uncertain  w eather, and  w aste, and  theft have done  their w orst. Shall the  heavenly  

H usbandm an  be  w orse  off  than  they?

T he C hurch  m ay seem  a failure; but is it likely to be so in  reality? G od has H is little flock of sain ts, of 

em inent souls w hom  w e technically call sain ts. T hese H e leads by extraordinary paths. H e in troduces them  in to a  

m ystical w orld . H e  furn ishes them  w ith  peculiar graces, and  endow s them  w ith  m iraculous  pow ers. H e  inspires them  

w ith unearth ly tastes for suffering and abjection , deluges them  w ith the m ost unparalleled afflictions and trials, 

consigns them  for years to the in tim ate assaults, not unfrequently to the bodily possession , of dem ons, constantly  

suspends their  com m on  life  by  m ysterious ecstasies, and  then  again  plunges them  in to  such  pitchy  darkness  that they  

hardly know  if they are in  a state of grace. H e transfigures all their senses. H e drives them  to the m ost appalling  

austerities. H e  anim ates them  to  the  m ost heroic  deeds of  charitab le  daring  for  the  good  of  others. H e  renew s in  them  

supernatural likenesses to H is B lessed  Son. T his is not the w ay of  salvation, nor  even  the  w ay of  perfection . It is the  

w ay of the sain ts. N o one is in troduced  in to it except by G od H im self. H e takes the in itiative. E very  one should  

aspire to perfection; no one can  law fully  aspire to w hat is technically  the w ay of  the sain ts, nam ely , the ecstatic .*  

N ow  of th is little flock  som e, as appears from  the records of hagiology, fail and com e to  an  evil end. B ut they are. 

com paratively speaking, few  in  num ber, and  chiefly notable, not so m uch  because they are so rare, as because the  

phenom enon  is so  terrific. H e  has tw o  other little  flocks, com posed  of  relig ious, priests, laity  and  m any sim ple souls, 

w ho  by  love have w orked  them selves beyond  the  com m on  w ay of  precepts in to  that of  counsels and  of  the  inw ardly  

perfect observance of  the  precepts. T hese are tw o  w ays of  perfection , often  com bining , often  converging , the  w ay of 

counsels, and  the  w ay  of  perfect in terior observance  of  precepts. N either  of  them  are like  the  w ay of  the sain ts. W e  

know  from  the lives of good  people, and  especially the chronicles of relig ious orders, that m any out of  these little  

flocks go  w rong  and  frustrate the sw eet purposes of  G od. Som e fall back in to the com m on  w ay. and  others find  no  

w ay of salvation  because they refuse the w ay in  w hich  G od  has put them . B ut surely by  far the greater num ber, as 

far as w e can  judge  from  books, persevere, and  not only  save  their souls, but avoid  purgatory , or  are high  in  heaven.



[footnote: M any  m ystical theologians, especially am ong  the G erm ans, m aintain  that ecstasy is the natural state  

of  unfallen  m an, that A dam  w as in  an  ecstatic state until the  fall, and  by consequence our B lessed  L ady  all her  life. 

T he  passage  in  the  tex t is not m eant to  express so  m uch  as th is. I suppose  that the  ascetical life can  produce  w hat are  

technically called sain ts, w ithout the predom inance of the m ystical elem ent. St V incent of Paul looks like an  

instance of  th is. B ut is there any exam ple of  a canonized  sain t, in  w hom  there w as not a considerable adm ixture of 

the m ystical life? A nyhow  it is a doctrine of great im portance in  the theology  of  the spiritual life , that no m an has 

any right to aspire to he w hat is technically called  a sain t, still less that he has any obligation  to do so , or that the  

pursuit of  perfection in  any w ay involves it. I venture to th ink that the w hole controversy about the obligation  of 

aim ing at perfection w ould  be put on  a plainer  footing , if  the fourfo ld  division  of good  people, given  in  the tex t, 

w ere attended  to : (1) the sain ts, w ho lead  the  ecstatic or m ystical w ay; (2) those  w ho  aim  at perfection  through  the  

counsels; (3) those  w ho  aim  at perfection  through  the  perfect in terior observance  of  the  precepts; (4) ordinarily  good  

C atholics, saving  them selves  by  the  fréquentation  of  the  sacram ents, and  by  obedience.]

T hen  G od  has a  fourth  little flock , the great m ultitude of C atholics. It is a  very little one com pared  w ith  the  

great m ass of  m en  on  earth , and  it is yet m ore divinely distinguished  from  them , than  even  the sain ts or the perfect 

are from  itself. A  C atholic has m ore m arks of  special love m ultip lied  upon  him  as com pared  w ith  other m en, than  a  

saint has as com pared  w ith  an  ordinary C atholic. W hy  m ay  w e not th ink  of  th is fourth  little flock , as w e  th ink  of  the  

others, that the failures are few , and  the successes overw helm ingly num erous, especially as w e have m ore grounds  

to  go  upon  in  th is last case than  in  any  of  the others, both  because  the  failure cannot be short of  eternal m isery , and  

because an  equal, if not a  greater, am ount of  divine  predilection  has been  show n? O f  those  w ho  w ere com pelled  to  

com e to  the  banquet in  the  G ospel, there  w as only  one  w ho  w as w ithout the  w edding  garm ent.

[footnote: Since the publication of the first edition  of th is w ork the venerated President of U shaw  has kindly  

brought under m y notice a C ensura by the Franciscan , D om inic L ossada, prefixed to the R evelations of B rother 

Joseph of St B enedict, a Spanish B enedictine of M onserrato . B rother Joseph  asserted that the tm th of the great 

m ajority of C atholics being  saved (and he expresses his view  alm ost in  the term s of th is chapter) w as revealed  to  

him . and he declares that he is "div inely certain ” of it. Part of  L ossada ’s C ensure is occupied w ith  a com m ent on  

tliis. and  I confess I w as surprised  at the  array  of  proof  and  authority w hich  he  brings in  favor of  th is view . I m ight 

have spoken  less guardedly , and  w ith  few er restrictions, had  I seen  it before  I w rote  m y  book. I hoped  to  have added  

that part of  the C ensura, either in  a translation  or in  the orig inal, as an  A ppendix , but it w as found  that it w ould  add  

to  the  price  and  th ickness of  the  volum e.]

It m aybe urged  that som e of  the considerations, w hich  have  been  here adduced, apply also  to  persons w ho  

are not C atholics. G od  be  praised  if  it is so! T he overflow  of  m ercy is surely not an  argum ent against its existence. 

T hat w ere strange logic. D oubtless the  m ercy of  G od  covers the  w hole earth  as the  w aters cover the sea. It is one of 

our  best joys to  know  that its abundance is beyond our gaze, and above our com prehension . B ut again  w e turn  to  

those w ho are before us, to C atholics. If any of these considerations apply to those outside the C hurch, and if 

m oreover they are tm e, then a  f o r t i o r i , as logicians say , that is, w ith tenfold greater force, w ill they apply to  

C atholics. A nd  so  w hichever w ay w e  turn , the  sam e  benignant conclusion  looks us alw ays in  the  face.

N o one can m editate  w ithout very solem n  apprehensions upon  Iris final judgm ent. Y et it is the deliberate  

conviction of  our  best thoughts and  m ost m ature reflection , that w e had  rather leave our  final doom  in  the  hands of 

the  all-holy G od  than  in  those  of  the m ost m ercifu l of  sinfu l m en. O ur  know ledge  of  G od  does not leave  us room  for 

a m om ent’s hesitation . Strange to say! in tim ately as w e  know  our ow n  w retchedness, and  appalled  as w e often  are  

by  the  vision  of  our ow n  sins, our sense of  security in  the hands of  G od  rises in  great m easure from  the  fact that H e  

know s us better than  anyone else can  know  us. T here are so m any  th ings by  w hich  G od  w ill not judge  us, and  by  

w hich  m en  w ould  judge us, that it seem s as if our deliverance from  these w as already half a verdict in  our favor. 

H ow  often  in  life are w e accused  w rongly and  m istakenly! H ow  are m otives im puted  to  us  w hich  w e never had! W e  

lose  our  tem per  for a  m om ent, and  are  judged  by  that fact for years to  com e. W hen  w e do  w rong, w e often  struggle  



m anfully  before  w e give w ay, but m en  put not these invisib le struggles to  our  account. Full of  w ant of  sim plicity as 

w e are. and  far  from  perfect tru th , w e  are  on  the  w hole alw ays m ore sincere than  w e seem . W e  frequently  have  good  

m otives for im prudent and ill-looking  actions. W hen  w e often  appear careless and unkind, som e secret sorrow  is 

oppressing us, or anxiety disturbing  us, or responsib ility harassing  us. N ow  G od sees all th is rightly , and m an  

cannot. G od  does not judge us by  any of  these th ings; m an  m ust. H ence it is— a strange conclusion for sinners to  

com e  to— that G od  loves  us  better than  m en  do  because  H e  know s us better.

H e  judges us  by  our  inw ard  relig ious acts, w hich  necessarily  go  for nothing  w ith  m en. H e  judges us by  the  

fructify ing of H is ow n  gifts w ithin  us, a  very slight portion  of w hich  ever becom es visib le to m en, and even  that 

portion  only partially visib le. M oreover, H e  judges us as H e sees us in  H is Son. H e  judges us by the love w hich  

M ary, angels, and  sain ts have for us. A nd  finally , H e  judges us  w ith  all our  good  collectively  before  H im , w hile our 

evil is in terrupted  by  frequent absolu tions, and  our sins supem aturally  effaced  by  the  Precious B lood, so  that by  the  

law s of H is ow n redeem ing love H e cannot see them  in the sam e w ay that m en see them . T hus w e are m ost 

reasonable  in  preferring  rather to  be  judged  by G od  than  by m en. T he acutenesses of  their criticism  are far m ore to  

be dreaded  than  the niceties of  H is  justice, w hen om nipotent love sits by  as its assessor. N ow  if  w e  judge  that the  

great m ajority of C atholics w ill not be saved, it is a hum an  judgm ent; and like all hum an  judgm ents it is m ore  

rigorous than  the divine, because of the ignorance and  the tem per of the  judge. T herefore w e m ay m odestly hope  

that G od ’s  judgm ent is otherw ise, and  that the  great m ajority of  C atholics  are saved, ft is only applying  to  the case  of 

the m ultitude w hat w e each  of us find  true in our ow n, that largeness and allow ance in  the C reator’s judgm ent, 

w inch  it is hopeless to  look  for at the  tribunal of  the  creature.

L et us conclude w ith the sam e protest w ith w hich w e began. T his is not theology; it is divination , 

divination  from  w hat w e know  of G od  and  from  w hat experience has taught us  to  hope of  m en. T his is w hat m ay  be  

said  on  the bright side of  a question , w hich  can  have no  dem onstration  either w ay on  th is side the  grave. W e do  not 

enunciate it as certain ly tm e, but w e claim  to say it as law ful to  be said . M oreover, it m ust be especially observed  

that the force of  the proof, so far as it is a proof, is cum ulative. T he argum ents are m any, but it is not asserted  that 

any  of  them  are sufficient by  them selves to  prove  so m uch. T he  proof  does not rest on  any one, or any tw o  or  three  

of  them , but on  the cum ulus. T hus to  pull the  proof  to  pieces, and  attack  each  consideration  by  itself, w ould  be  w hat 

is called  in  logic the "fallacy  of  division .” T he strength  of  the  view  is not in  each  separate m em ber of  the  proof, but 

in the huge im probability that so m any considerations should converge upon one point, should com bine in one  

cum ulus, and  yet the conclusion  from  them  be  untrue. A n  adversaiy m ust m eet it as a cum ulative proof, or he w ill 

not touch  the  question  at all.

T his then  is w hat m ay  be  said  on  the  bright side of  th is great m ystery and  difficu lty . It is the  bright side, not 

only  because it is the m ost cheerfu l, but because it m ost invites  to  holiness. H ad  I not thought so , I w ould  not have  

been at the pains to draw  out the proof. I am  deliberately convinced that th is view  w ill m ake m en m ore con 

scientious. m ore austere, m ore strict, m ore spiritual, m ore lovingly exact w ith G od. than  the opposite view ; and I 

speak  from  experience, and  not m erely  from  speculation . T he other  view , as I have seen , repels m en  from  com m on  

attainm ents, disheartens them  in  even  necessaiy  struggles, and  is alm ost fatal to  all the  higher  kinds of  m ortification , 

and so to the pursuit of perfection . T he soul-destroying  lax ity of rigorism  is a phenom enon  as com m on as it is 

m elancholy . N ext to heresy , there is nothing I should  so m uch  deplore as to give currency to any opinions w hich  

should  seem , how ever indirectly , to  m ake light of  strictness, penance, purity , and  holiness of  life. I have dw elt on  the  

view  contained  in th is chapter, precisely because I regard such a view  as the m ost efficacious protest against the  

prevailing lax ity .

W e are speaking  then  of  w hat w e do  not know . B ut it is at least allow able  to  put all these considerations in  

opposition  to  those w hich, justly or not. give  us hard  and  to  our w eakness dishonorable  thoughts of G od.* T hey  are  



not doctrines. T hey are not certain ties. T hey are inferences, they are hopes, they are speculations, w hich  are surely  

m ore in harm ony w ith w hat w e know  of our m ost righteous and m ost com passionate C reator, than the opposite  

view . E ven  if  w e are w rong, w hich  the  last day  alone  w ill show , w e shall be  better m en  for having  tried  to  th ink  such  

thoughts of G od  as get H im  m ore honor am ong  m en, and  m ore love from  ourselves. G od know s H is ow n secret. 

B lessed  be  H is inscru table  judgm ent! L et the secret rest w ith  H im . D oubt is even  better for us than  know ledge, w hen 

H e, w ho  is pure  love, has chosen  to  w ithhold  it from  us.

[footnote: "H e [Père de  R avignan] then  passed  to  a subject w hich  w as of  peculiar in terest to  m e, as touching the  

sorest place of a parish  priest. ‘Suarez.' said he, ‘has a discussion  on  the  few ness of  the saved, w hether th is is said  

w ith reference to  the  w orld  or the C hurch; and  he applies it to  the w orld , but not to  the C hurch. I th ink  he is right; 

t h i s  i s  t h e  r e s u l t  o f  a  m i n i s t r y  o f  t w e n t y  y e a r s  i n  w h i c h  I  h a v e  n e c e s s a r i l y  h a d  l a r g e  e x p e r i e n c e :  i t  i s  t h e  f e e l i n g  a l s o  

o f  o u r  f a t h e r s  g e n e r a l l y . Y ou know  that the C hurch  teaches that attrition  only , com bined w ith  the sacram ent of 

penitence, avails to salvation , attrition  arising  from  m otives of  fear rather than  of  love. C ontrition  by  itself, one act 

of  pure love  by  the soul, avails even  w ithout the Sacram ent, if  there  be  a  firm  purpose  and  desire  to receive it. G od  

has no desire for the sinner’s death . Jansenism  has done great harm  to th is subject, by inspiring  a sort of despair 

w hich  is m ost dangerous. ’ I observed  that purgatory  w as the  necessary  com plem ent of  such  a  doctrine. 'It is so ,’ said  

he, ‘and  though G od  is alone the  judge of  the sufficiency  of  those acts of  the dying, yet w e m ay hope that a  great 

num ber com e w ithin the term s of salvation, w hatever purify ing process they m ay afterw ards require.’” A llies, 

J o u r n a l  i n  F r a n c e , p. 279.]

W e are speaking  of  C atholics. If  our thoughts break  their bounds, and  run  out beyond  the C hurch, nothing  

that has been  said , has been  said  w ith  any  view  to  those  w ithout. I have no  profession  of  faith  to m ake about them , 

except that G od is infin itely m ercifu l to even ' soul, that no one ever has been, or ever can  be. lost by surprise or 

trapped  in  his ignorance; and. as to  those w ho  m ay  be  lost, I confidently believe  that our  H eavenly  Father threw  H is 

arm s round  each  created  spirit, and looked  it fu ll in  the face w ith  bright eyes of love, in  the darkness of  its m ortal 

life , and  that of  its ow n  deliberate  w ill it w ould  not have H im .

T he  T hird  C hapter

T H E  W O R L D

L i n q u e n d a  t e l l u s ,  e t  d o m u s , e t  p l a c e n s

U x o r :  n e q u e  h a r u m ,  q u a s  c o l i s , a r b o r u m

T e ,  p r a e te r  i n v i s a s  c u p r e s s o s ,

U l l a  b r e v e m  d o m i n u m  s e q u e t u r .— H oraee.

T H E  question  of  w orld liness is a  very  difficu lt one, and  one  w hich  w e  w ould  gladly  have avoided, had  it been  in  our 

pow er  to  do  so . B ut it is in  too  m any  w ays connected  w ith  our  subject, to  allow  of  its being  passed  over in  silence. In  

the  first place, a  thoughtfu l objector  w ill naturally say , if  the  relation  betw een  the C reator  and  the  creature is such  as 

has been  laid  dow n  in  the  first eight chapters, and  furtherm ore  if  it is as m anifest and  undeniable as it is urged  to  be, 

how  com es it to pass that it is not m ore universally , or at least m ore readily , adm itted than  it is? A lm ost all the  

phenom ena of  the w orld  betray a  to tally opposite  conviction , and  reveal to us an  alm ost unanim ous  belief  in  m en, 

that they are on  quite a  different footing  w ith G od  from  that one w hich  is here proclaim ed  to  be the only  true and  

tenable  one. T here m ust at least be som e attem pt to  explain  th is discrepancy  betw een  w hat w e see and  w hat w e are  

taught. T he explanation , w e reply , is to  be found  in  w hat C hristians call w orld liness. It is th is w hich  stands in  the  



w ay of G od ’s honor, th is w hich  defrauds H im  of  the  tribute due to  H im  from  H is creatures, th is w hich  even  blinds 

their eyes to  H is  undeniable  rights and  prerogatives. H ow  G od ’s ow n  w orld  com es  to  stand  betw een  H im self  and  the  

rational soul, how  friendship  w ith  it is enm ity  w ith  H im — indeed  an  account of  the w hole  m atter m ust be  gone in to , 

in  order to show , first, that the  influence of  the w orld  does account for the non-reception  of  right view s about G od, 

and. secondly , that the w orld is in  no condition  to  be called  as a  w itness, because of the essential falsehood  of  its 

character. T his identical falsehood  about G od  is its very  life , energy ', significance, and  condem nation . T he  right view  

of G od is not unreal because the w orld ignores it. O n  the contrary , it is because it is real that the unreal w orld  

ignores it. and  the  w orld ’s ignoring  it is, so  far  forth , an  argum ent in  favor  of  the  view .

B ut not only does th is question of  w orld liness  present itself  to  us in  coim ection  w ith  the  w hole  teaching  of 

the first eight chapters: it is im plicated in the tw o objections w hich have already been considered , nam ely , the  

d ifficu lty of salvation  and the few ness of the saved. If it is easy to be saved, w hence the grave sem blance of its 

difficu lty?  If  the  m ajority  of  adult C atholics are  actually  saved, because  salvation  is easy , w hy  is it necessary  to  draw  

so largely  on  the  unknow n  regions of  the  deathbed, in  order  to  m ake up  our  m ajority? W hy should  not salvation  be  

alm ost universal, if  the  pardon  of  sin  is so easy , grace so abundant, and  all that is w anted is a  real earnestness about 

the  in terests of  our  souls? If  you  acknow ledge, as you  do, that the  look  of  m en ’s lives, even  of  the  lives of  believers, 

is not as if  they  w ere  going  to  be  saved, and  that they are going  to  be  saved  in  reality  in  spite of  appearances, w hat is 

the explanation  of  these appearances, w hen  the  w hole process is so plain  and  easy? T o  all th is the answ er is, that sin  

is a  partial explanation , and  the  devil is a  partial explanation , but that the  grand  secret lies in  w orld liness. T hat is the  

chief  disturb ing  force, the  prim e  counteracting  pow er. It is th is m ainly  w hich  keeps dow n  the  num ber of  the  saved: it 

is th is w hich  m akes  the  m atter  seem  so  difficu lt  w hich  is in trinsically  so  easy; nay, it is th is  w hich  is a  real difficu lty , 

though not such an overw helm ing one as to m ake salvation positively difficu lt as a w hole. Plain ly then the  

phenom enon of w orld liness m ust be considered here, else it w ill seem  as if an evident objection , and tru ly the  

w eightiest of  all objections, had  not been  taken  in to account, and  thus an  air of  insecurity  w ill be  throw n, not only  

over  the  answ er  to  the  tw o  preceding  objections, but also  over  the  w hole  argum ent of  the first eight chapters.

T his inquiry in to w orld liness w ill, in the th ird place, tru thfu lly and naturally prepare us for the great 

conclusion  of  the  w hole  inquiry , nam ely , the  tm th  that personal love of G od  is the  only  leg itim ate  developm ent of 

our  position  as creatures, and  at the sam e tim e the  m eans by  w hich  salvation  is rendered  easy , and  the  m ultitude of 

the saved augm ented . For it w ill be  found  that the dangers of  w orld liness are at once so great and so peculiar, that 

nothing  but a  personal love of  our C reator  w ill rescue us from  them , enable  us to  break  w ith  the  w orld , and  to  enter  

in to  the  actual possession  of  the  liberty  of  the sons of  G od.

O h  it is a  radiant land— th is w ide, outspread , m any-colored  m ercy  of  our C reator! B ut w e m ust be  content 

for aw hile now  to  pass out of  its kindling  sunshine  in to another land  of  m ost ungenial darkness, in  the  hope  that w e  

shall com e back  heavy-laden w ith  booty for G od ’s glory , and  know ing how  to prize the sunshine m ore than  ever. 

T here is a hell already upon earth ; there is som ething w hich is excom m unicated from  G od ’s sm ile. It is not 

altogether m atter, nor  yet altogether spirit. It is not m an  only , nor Satan  only , nor is it exactly sin . It is an  infection , 

an  inspiration , an  atm osphere, a  life , a coloring  m atter, a  pageantry , a  fashion , a  taste, a  w itchery , an  im personal but 

a  very  recognizable  system . N one  of  these nam es suit it, and  all of  them  suit it. Scrip ture  calls it, “ the  W orld .” G od ’s 

m ercy does not enter in to it. A ll hope of its reconciliation w ith H im  is absolu tely and eternally precluded. 

R epentance  is incom patib le  w ith  its existence. T he sovereignty of  G od  has laid  the  ban  of  the  em pire upon  it; and  a  

holy horror ought to seize us w hen w e th ink of it. M eanw hile its pow er over the hum an creation is terrific , its 

presence ubiquitous, its deceitfu lness incredib le. It can find a hom e under every heart beneath  the poles, and it 

em braces  w ith  im partial affection  both  happiness and  m iseiy . It is  w ider  than  the  C atholic C hurch, and  is m asterfu l, 

law less, and in trusive w ithin  it. It cannot be dam ned, because it is not a person, but it w ill perish in  the general 



conflagration , and  so  its tyranny  be  over, and  its place  know  it no  m ore. W e are liv ing  in  it, breath ing  it, acting  under 

its influences, being  cheated  by  its appearances, and  unw arily  adm itting  its princip les. Is it not of  the  last im portance  

to  us  that w e should  know  som ething  of  th is huge evil creature, th is m onstrous  sea-bird  of  evil, w hich  flaps its w ings 

from  pole  to  pole, and  frightens the  nations  in to  obedience  by  its discordant cries?

B ut w e m ust not be deceived  by  th is descrip tion. T he transform ations of  the spirit of  the w orld  are am ong 

its m ost w onderfu l characteristics. It has its gentle voice, its w inning  m anners, its insinuating address, its aspect of 

beauty and attraction; and  the lighter its foot and  the softer its voice, the m ore dreadfid its approach. It is by the  

firesides of rich  and  poor, in  happy hom es w here Jesus is nam ed, in  gay hearts w hich  fain  w ould  never sin . In  the  

chastest dom estic  affections it can  hide its poison. In  the  very  sunshine  of  external nature, in  the com binations of  the  

beautifu l elem ents— it is som ehow  even  there. T he glory of  the w ind-sw ept forest and  the virg in  frost of  the alp ine  

sum m its have a  tain t in  them  of  the  spirit of  the  w orld . It can  be  dignified  as w ell. It can  call to  order sin  w hich  is not 

respectable. It can  propound  w ise m axim s of public decency, and inspire w holesom e regulations of police. It can  

open the churches, and light the candles on  the altar, and in tone T e D eum s to the M ajesty on high. It is often  

prom inently and  alm ost pedantically on  the side of m orality . T hen  again  it has passed  in to  the  beauty of  art. in to  the  

splendor of  dress, in to the m agnificence of  furn iture. O r  again  there it is, w ith  high  princip les on  its lips, discussing  

the  relig ious  vocation  of  som e  youth , and  praising G od  and  sanctity , w hile it urges discreet delay , and  less self-trust, 

and m ore considerate subm issiveness to those w ho  love him  and have natural rights to his obedience. It can sit on  

the benches of senates and  hide in  the pages of good  books. A nd  yet all the w hile  it is the sam e huge evil creature  

w hich  w as described  above. H ave  w e  not reason  to  fear it?

L et us try to learn  m ore defin itely  w hat the w orld is. the w orld  in  the Scrip ture sense. A  defin ition is too  

short: a description  is too vague. G od  never created it: how  then  does it com e here? T here is no land outside the  

creation  of G od, w hich  could  have harbored  the  m onster, w ho now  usurps so  m uch  of  th is beautifu l planet on  w hich  

Jesus w as bom  and  died , and  from  w hich  H e and  H is sin less M other rose to heaven. It seem s to  be a sort of spirit 

w hich  has risen  up  from  a  disobedient creation , as if  the results and  after-consequences  of  all the sins that ever  w ere  

rested  in  the atm osphere, and  loaded  it w ith  som e im perceptib le  but highly  pow erful m iasm a. It cannot be a person, 

and  yet it seem s as if it possessed both  a m ind  and a  w ill, w hich  on  the w hole are am azingly consistent, so as to  

disclose  w hat m ight appear  to  be a  very  perfect self-consciousness. It is pain less in  its operations, and  unerring  too; 

and  just as the  sun  bids  the  lily  be  w hite and  the rose red , and  they  obey  w ithout an  effort, standing  side  by  side  w ith  

the sam e aspect and in  the sam e soil, so th is spirit of the w orld brings forth colors and shapes and sense in  our 

different actions w ithout  the  process being  cognizable to  ourselves. T he  pow er  of  m esm erism  on  the reluctant w ill is 

a  good  type  of  the  pow er of  th is spirit of  the  w orld  upon  ourselves. It is like  grace only  that it is its contradictore.

B ut it has not alw ays the sam e pow er. If  the expression  m ay  be forgiven , there have been  tim es w hen  the  

w orld  w as less w orld ly  than usual; and th is looks as if it w ere som ething  w hich the existing  generation  of m en  

alw ays gave out from  itself, a kind of m agnetism  of varying strengths and different properties. A s Satan is 

som etim es  bound, so  it pleases G od  to  bind  the w orld  som etim es. O r  H e thunders, and  the  atm osphere is cleared  for 

aw hile, and the tim es are healthy , and the C hurch lifts her head and w alks quicker. B ut on the w hole its pow er 

appears to be increasing w ith tim e. In other w ords the w orld is getting m ore w orld ly . C ivilization develops it 

im m ensely , and  progress helps it on, and  m ultip lies its capabilities. In  the m atter of w orld liness, a highly civ ilized  

tim e is to  a  com paratively  ruder tim e  w hat the  days of m achinery are to  those of  hand-labor. W e are not speaking  of 

sin ; that is another idea, and brings in fresh considerations: w e are speaking only of w orld liness. If the  

characteristics of m odem  tim es go on developing w ith  the extrem e velocity and herculean strength w hich they  

prom ise now , w e  m ay  expect, just w hat prophecy  w ould  lead  us  to  anticipate, that the  end  of  the  w orld  and  the reign  

of  anti-christ w ill be  tim es of  the  m ost tyrannical  w orld liness.



T liis spirit also has its characteristics of tim e and place. T he w orld liness of one century is different from  

that of another. N ow  it runs tow ards am bition in  the upper classes and discontent in the low er. N ow  to m oney - 

m aking, luxury , and  lav ish  expenditure. O ne w hile it sets tow ards grosser sins, and  other  w hile  tow ards w ickedness 

of a m ore refined descrip tion; and another w hile it w ill to lerate nothing  but educated sin . It also has periodical 

ep idem ics and  accessions of  m adness, though  at w hat in tervals, or w hether by  the operation  of  any law , m ust be  left 

to  the  philosophy  of  history  to  decide, as soon  as statistics have had  tim e  to  becom e  m ore like a  science. C ertain  it is, 

that ages have m anias, the source of w hich  it is difficu lt to trace, but under w hich  w hole com m unities, and som e

tim es nations, exhibit sym ptom s of  diabolical possession . Indeed, on  looking  back, it w ould  appear that eveiy age. 

as if an  age w ere an indiv idual and gifted w ith  an indiv idual life , had  been subject to som e vertigo of its ow n  by  

w hich  it m ay  be alm ost know n  in  history . V ery  often  the phenom ena, such  as those  of  the  French  R evolution , seem  

to  open  out new  depths in  hum an  nature, or  to  betoken  the presence of  som e  preternatural spiritual influences. T hen, 

again , ages have panics, as if som e attribute of G od cam e near to the w orld  and  cast a deep shadow  over its spirit, 

m aking  m en ’s hearts quail for  fear.

T his spirit is further distinguished  by  the evidences w hich  it presents of  a  fixed  view  and  a  settled  purpose, 

ft is capricious, but. for all that, there  is nothing  about it casual, accidental, fortu itous, ft is  w ell instructed  for its end. 

inflexib le  in  its logic, and  m aking  directly , no m atter through  w hat opposing  m edium , to  its ultim ate  results. Indeed, 

it is obviously  inform ed  w ith  the  w isdom  and  the subtlety  of  Satan , ft is his greatest capability of  carry ing  on  his  w ar 

against G od. L ike a parasite disease, it fixes on  the w eak  places in m en, pandering both to m ind and flesh , but 

chiefly  to  the fonner. ft is one of  those  three pow ers to  w hom  such  dark  pre-em inence is given, the  w orld , the  flesh , 

and  the devil; and  am ong  these three it seem s to have a  kind  of  precedence accorded  to it by the  w ay in  w hich  our 

L ord speaks of it in  the G ospel, though  the line of its diplom acy has been  to have itself  less thought of and less 

dreaded than the other tw o; and. unhappily for the in terests of G od and the w elfare of souls, it has succeeded, 

[footnote: " M o d i  t e n t a t i o n u r n  v a r i i  s u n t , c o m m u n i t e r  v e r o  a d  t r i a  g e n e r a  r e d u c u n t u r , c a r n e , m u n d o ,  e t  d œ m o n e . ' ’—  

Suarez, d e  G r a t i a , lib . i, c. xxiii, n. 3.] It is then  pre-em inent am ong  the enem ies of  G od. H ence  the place w hich  it 

occupies in  H oly Scrip ture. It is the  w orld  w hich  hated  C hrist, the  w orld  w hich  cannot receive the Spirit, the  w orld  

that loves its ow n, the w orld  that rejo ices because C hrist has gone aw ay, the w orld w hich  H e overcam e, the w orld  

for  w hich  H e  w ould  not pray , the  w orld  that by  w isdom  knew  not G od, the  w orld  w hose  spirit C hristians w ere not to  

receive, the w orld  that w as not w orthy of  the sain ts, the  w orld  w hose friendship  is enm ity  w ith  G od, the  w orld  that 

passeth  aw ay  w ith  its lusts, the  w orld  w hich  they  w ho  are bom  of G od  overcom e, or, as the  A pocalypse calls it, the  

w orld  that goes w andering after the  beast. W ell then  m ight St Jam es com e to  his energetic conclusion . W hosoever 

therefore w ill be  a  friend  of  th is w orld , becom eth  an  enem y  of  G od. [footnote: St John  vii. 7, xiv . 17, xv. 19, xvi. 20, 

33, xvii. 9; 1 C or. i. 21, ii. 12; H eb. xi. 38; St Jam es iv . 4; 1 John  ii. 17, v.4 ; A poc. xiii. 3.] It is rem arkable also  that 

St John, the chosen friend of the Incarnate W ord, and the evangelist of H is D ivinity , should be the one of the  

inspired w riters w ho speaks m ost often and m ost em phatically about the w orld , as if the spirit of Jesus found  

som ething  especially  revolting  to it in  the spirit of  the  w orld .

ft is this w orld  w hich  w e have to  fight against throughout the  w hole  of  our C hristian  course. O ur salvation  

depends  upon  our  unforgiv ing  enm ity  against it. ft is not so m uch  that it is a  sin . as that it is  the  capability of  all sins, 

the  air sin  breathes, the light by  w  hich  it sees to  do  its w ork, the  hot-bed  w hich  propagates and  forces it, the  instinct 

w hich  guides it, the pow er  w hich  anim ates it. For a C hristian  to  look  at, it is dishearteningly com plete. It is a  sort of 

C atholic C hurch  of  the  pow ers of  darkness, ft has law s of  its ow n, and  tastes and  princip les of  its ow n, literature of 

its ow n. a m issionary ’ spirit, a  com pact system , and  it is a  consistent  w hole. It is a  counterfeit of  the C hurch  of  G od, 

and  in  the  m ost im placable  antagonism  to  it. T he  doctrines of  the  faith , the  practices and  devotions  of  pious persons, 

the system  of  the in terior life , the m ystical and  contem plative w orld  of  the sain ts, w ith  all these it is at deadly  w ar.



A nd  so it m ust be. T he  view  w hich  the C hurch  takes of  the  w orld  is distinct and  clear and  far from  flattering  to its 

pride. It considers the friendship of  the  w orld  as enm ity  w ith  G od. It puts all the  w orld ’s affairs under  its feet, either 

as of  no  consequence, or at least of  very secondary im portance. It has great faults  to  find  w ith  the effem inacy  of  the  

literary character, w ith  the churlishness  of  the m ercantile character, w ith  the serv ility of  the political character, and  

even  w ith  the  inordinateness of  the dom estic character. It provokes the  w orld  by  looking  on  progress doubtingly . and  

w ith w hat appears a very inadequate in terest; and there is a quiet faith in its contem pt for the w orld extrem ely  

irritating  to  tliis latter pow er.

T he w orld, on  the contrary ', th inks  that it is going  to  last for ever. It alm ost assum es that there are no  other 

in terests but its ow n. or  that if  there  are. they are either of no  consequence, or troublesom e and  in  the  w ay. It th inks 

that there is nothing  like itself anyw here, that relig ion  w as m ade for its convenience, m erely to satisfy a w ant, and  

m ust not forget itself, or if  it claim s m ore, m ust be put dow n  as a  rebel, or chased aw ay as a grum bling  beggar; and  

finally  it is of  opinion , that of  all contem ptib le  tilings spirituality is the  m ost contem ptib le, cow ardly , and  little. T hus  

the C hurch  and  the  w orld  are incom patib le, and  m ust rem ain  so  to  the  end.

W e cannot have a  better instance of  the  uncongeniality of  the  w orld  w ith  the spirit of  the  G ospel, than  their 

difference in  the estim ate  of  prosperity '. A ll those m y  sterious w oes, w hich  our  L ord  denounced  against w ealth , have  

their explanation  in  the dangers of  w orld liness. It is the  peculiar aptitude of  w ealth , and  pom p, and  pow er, to  harbor 

the unholy spirit of the w orld , to  com bine  w ith  it. and  transform  them selves in to  it, w hich  called  forth  the  thrilling  

m alediction  of  our  L ord. Prosperity m ay  be  a  blessing  from  G od, but it m ay  easily  becom e  the  trium ph  of  the  w orld . 

For  the m ost part the  absence  of  chastisem ent is anything  but a  token  of  G od ’s love. W hen  prosperity  is a  blessing , it 

is generally a  condescension  to our w eakness. T hose are fearfu l w ords, T hou  hast already received  thy rew ard; yet 

how  m any prosperous m en  there are. the rest of w hose lives w ill keep rem inding us of them ; the tendency of 

prosperity  in  itself  is to  w ean  the  heart from  G od, and  fix  it on  creatures. It gives us a m ost unsupem atural habit of 

esteem ing others according  to their success. A s it increases, so anxiety to keep it increases also , and m akes m en  

restless, selfish , and  irrelig ious; and  at length  it superinduces a  kind  of  effem inacy of character, w hich  fits them  for 

the higher and  m ore heroic virtues of  the C hristian  character. T liis is but a sam ple of  the  different w ay in  w hich  the  

C hurch  and  the  w orld  reason.

N ow  it is th is w orld  w hich, far m ore than  the devil, far m ore than  the  flesh , yet in  union  w ith  both , m akes  

the  difficu lty  w e  find  in  obeying  G od ’s com m andm ents, or  fo llow ing  H is counsels. It is th is w hich  m akes earth  such 

a place of struggle and  of exile. Proud, exclusive, anxious, hurried , fond of  com forts, coveting  popularity  , w ith  an  

offensive  ostentation  of  prudence, it is th is w orld liness w hich  hardens  the  hearts of  m en, stops their ears, blinds  their 

eyes, vitiates their tastes, and  ties their hands, so far as the  th ings of  G od  are concerned. L et it be  true that salvation  

be easy , and  that by  far the greater num ber of C atholics are saved, it is still unhappily tm e that the relations of  the  

C reator  and  the  creature, as put forw ard  in  th is treatise, are not so  universally  or so  practically  acknow ledged  as they  

ought to be. W hy is th is? Sin . as w as said  before, is a partial answ er. T he devil is another partial answ er. B ut I 

believe w orld liness has got to answ er for a  great deal of  sin . and  for a  great deal of  devil, besides a  w hole deluge of  

in iquity of its ow n, w hich  is perpetually debasing  good  w orks, hindering perfection , preparing m aterials for sin , 

assisting  the devil in  his assaults, and  w orking  w ith  execrable assiduity  against the sacram ents and  grace. T he  w orld  

is for ever low ering  the  heavenly  life  of  the  C hurch. If  there ever  w as an  age in  w hich  th is w as true, it is the  present. 

O ne of  the  m ost frightening  features of  our condition  is, that w e are so  little  frightened  of  the  w orld . T he  w orld  itself 

has brought th is about. E ven spiritual books are chiefly occupied  w ith  the devil and  the flesh; and certain  of the  

capital sins, such  as envy  and  slo th , no  longer hold  the  prom inent places w hich  they  held  in  the system s of  the  elder 

ascetics; and  yet they are  just those  vices w hich  contain  m ost of  the  ungodly  spirit of  the  w orld . T he  very essence of 

w orld liness seem s to  consist in  its m aking  us forget that w e are creatures; and  the m ore th is view  is reflected  upon, 



the  m ore correct w ill it appear.

W hen  our  B lessed  L ord  describes the days  before  the  Flood, and  again  those  w hich  shall precede the end  of 

the w orld , H e portrays them  rather as tim es of  w orld liness than  open sin . M en  w ere eating  and  drinking , m arrying  

and  giving  in  m arriage: and  H e says no m ore. N ow  none of  these th ings are w rong  in  them selves. W e can  eat and  

drink , as the  apostle teaches us, to  the glory of G od, and  m arriage  w as a  divine institu tion  at the  tim e of  the  Flood, 

and  is now  a  C hristian  sacram ent. In  the sam e w ay  w hen  H e describes the life of  the  only  person  w hom  the G ospel 

narrative fo llow s in to  the  abode of  the  lost. H e sum s it up  as the  being  clo thed  in  purple and  fine linen, and  feasting 

sum ptuously even day. H ere again  there is nothing  directly sinfu l in  the actions w hich  H e nam es. It surely cannot 

be a m ortal sin to have fine linen, nor w ill a m an  lose a state of grace because he feasts sum ptuously every day, 

provided  that no  other sins fo llow  in  the  train  of  th is soft life . T he  m alice of  it all is in  its w orld liness, in  the  fact that 

th is w as all or nearly all the lives of those before the Flood, of those before the days of anti-christ, and of the  

unhappy  D ives. L ife  began  and  ended  in  w orld liness. T here w as nothing  for G od. It w as com prised  in  the  pleasures  

of  the  w orld , it rested  in  them , it w as satisfied  by  them . Its characteristic  w as sins of  om ission .

W orldliness m ight alm ost be defined  to  be a state of  habitual sins of om ission . T he devil urges m en  on  to  

great positive  breaches of the divine com m andm ents. T he passions of  the flesh  im pel sinners to give w ay to their 

passions  by such  dreadful sins, as catch  the  eyes of  m en  and  startle  them  by  their in iquity . W orldliness  only leads to  

these tilings occasionally, and  by  accident. It neither scandalizes others, nor  frightens  the  sinner him self. T liis is the  

very ' feature of it. w liich . rightly considered, ought to be so terrify ing . T he reaction of a great sin , or the sham e  

w liich  fo llow s it. are often  the pioneers of  grace. T hey give self-love such a serious shock, that under  the  influence  

of it m en  return  to G od. W orldliness hides from  the  soul its real m alice, and  thus keeps at arm 's length  from  it som e  

of the m ost persuasive m otives to repentance. T hus the Pharisees are depicted in the G ospel as being  em inently  

w orld ly . It is w orld liness, not im m orality , w liich is put before  us. T here is even m uch  of m oral decency, m uch  of 

respectable observance, m uch  relig ious profession; and  yet w hen our B lessed Savior w ent am ong  them , they w ere  

further from  grace than the publicans and sinners. T hey had im plicit hatred  of G od in  their hearts already, w liich  

becam e  explicit as soon  as they  saw  H im . T he  M agdalene, the  Sam aritan , the  w om an  taken  in  adultery— it w as these 

w ho gathered  round Jesus, attracted by H is sw eetness, and touched  by the grace w hich w ent out from  H im . T he  

Pharisees  only  grew  m ore cold , m ore haughty . m ore self-opin ionated , until they  ended  by  the  greatest of  all sins, the  

crucifix ion of  our L ord. For w orld liness. w hen  its selfish  necessities drive it at last in to open  sin , for the  m ost part 

sins m ore aw fully  and  m ore im penitently  than  even  the  unbrid led  passions  of  our  nature.

So again  there w as the  y  oung  m an  w ho  had  great possessions, and  w ho  loved  Jesus w hen  he saw  H im . and  

w ished to fo llow  H im . H e  w as a relig ious m an, and  w ith  hum ble scrupulosity observed  the  com m andm ents  of  G od; 

but w hen  our L ord  to ld  him  to sell all and  give  the  price  to  the  poor, and  to  fo llow  H im , he  turned  aw ay sorrow ful, 

and  w as found  unequal to  such  a  blessed  vocation . N ow  liis refusing  to  sell his property w as surely not a  m ortal sin . 

It does not appear  that our L ord  considered him  to have sinned  by  his refusal. It w as the operation  of  w orld liness. 

W e do not know  w hat the  y  oung  m an ’s fu ture w as; but a sad cloud  of  m isgiv ings m ust hang over the m em ory of 

him  w hom  Jesus invited  to  fo llow  H im , and w ho  turned aw ay. Is he looking  now  in  heaven  upon  that face, from  

w hose  m ild  beauty  he so  sadly  turned  aw ay  on  earth?

T hus the outw ard  aspect of w orld liness is not sin . Its character is negative. It abounds in  om issions. Y et 

throughout the G ospels our Savior seem s purposely to point to it rather than to open sin . W hen  the young  m an  

turned  aw ay, H is rem ark  w as, H ow  hard  it is for  those  w ho  have  riches  to  enter in to  the  kingdom  of  heaven!

B ut the  very  fact of  our  L ord ’s thus branding  w orld liness w ith  H is especial reprobation  is enough  to show  

that it is in  reality deeply sinfu l, hatefu lly sinfu l. It is a  life w ithout G od  in  the w orld . It is a continual ignoring  of 

G od, a  continual quiet contem pt of  H is rights, an  insolent abatem ent in  the service w hich  H e claim s from  H is créa-  



tures. Self is set up instead of G od. T he canons of hum an respect are m ore looked up to than the divine  

com m andm ents. G od  is  ven little adverted  to . H e is passed  over. T he  very  thought of  H im  soon  ceases to  m ake the  

w orld ly  m an  uncom fortable. Indeed  all Iris chief  objections  to  religion , if  he thought m uch  about the m atter, w ould  

be found  to repose on  his apprehension  of it as restless and  uncom fortable. B ut all th is surely m ust represent an  

im m ensity of in terior m ortal sin . C an a m an habitually forget G od and  be in a state of habitual grace? C an he  

habitually  prefer  purple garm ents and  sum ptuous fare to  the service of  his C reator, and  be  free  of  m ortal sin? C an  he  

m ake up  a  life for him self even  of  the w orld ’s sin less enjoym ents, such  as eating , drinking , and  m arrying , and  w ill 

not the m ere om ission  of G od  from  it be enough to constitu te him  in  a state of deadly sin? A t that rate a m oral 

atheist is m ore acceptable to G od  than  a  poor sinner honestly  but feebly fighting  w ith  som e habit of  vice, to w hich  

his nature and  his past offences set so strongly , that he can  hardly  lift him self up. A t that rate the Pharisees in  the  

G ospel w ould  be the  patterns for our im itation , rather than  the  publicans and sinners; or at least they w ould  be as 

safe to  fo llow . O r  shall w e  say  that faith  is enough  to  save  us  w ithout charity? If  a  m an  only  believes rightly , let him  

eat and  drink  and  be  gaily clo thed , and  let him  care  for nothing  else, and  at least that exclusive love of  creatures, that 

om ission  of the C reator, provided  only it issues in  no other outw ard acts than his fine dinners and his expensive  

clo thes, shall never keep his soul from  heaven. H is purple and his sum ptuous feasting shall be his beatific vision  

here, and  then  his outw ard  m orality  shall by  G od ’s m ercy hand  him  on  to  his second  B eatific  V ision , the  V ision  of 

the  beauty  of  G od, and  the  eternal ravishm ent of  the  M ost H oly  and  U ndivided  T rin ity! C anthis be  true?

Y et, on  the other hand, w e m ay not m ake in to sins w hat G od  has not m ade sins. H ow  is th is? O  it is the  

aw ful w orld  of inw ard sin w hich is the horror of all th is w orld liness! ft is possession , w orse far than diabolical 

possession , because at once m ore hideous and  m ore com plete. It is the in terior irrelig iousness, the cold  pride, the  

hardened  heart, the depraved  sense, the  real unbelief, the  m ore than  im plicit hatred  of G od, w hich  m akes the soul of 

the w orld ly m an  an  actual m oral and  in tellectual hell on  earth , hidden  by  an  outw ard  show  of  faultless proprieties, 

w hich  only  m ake it m ore  revolting  to  the  E ye  that penetrates the  insulting  disguise. T he  secret sins, m oreover, of  the  

w orld ly are a very sea of in iquity . T heir nam e is leg ion; they cannot be counted . A lm ost evety thought is sin , 

because  of  the  inordinate  w orship  of  self  that is in  it. A lm ost every step  is sin , because  it is treading  under  foot som e  

ordinance of  G od. It is a  life w ithout  prayer, a life w ithout desire of  heaven, a  life w ithout fear of  hell, a  life w ithout  

love of G od, a  life w ithout any supernatural habits at all. Is not hell the m ost natural transition  from  such  a life as 

th is? H eaven  is not a  sensual paradise. G od  is the  joy , and  the  beauty , and  the contentm ent there: all is for G od, all 

from  G od, all to G od, all in  G od, all round  G od  as the  beautifu l central fire about w hich  H is happy creatures cluster 

in am azem ent and delight. W hereas in w orld liness G od is the discom fort of the w hole th ing , an in trusion , an  

unseasonable  thought, an  inharm onious presence, like a  disagreeable uninvited  guest, irritating  and  fatiguing  us by  

the sim ple dem and  H is presence m akes on  our sufferance and  our courtesy . Surely such  a  m an  has sin  in  his veins  

instead  of  blood!

W orldliness, then , is a life of secret sins. It is such an irresistib le tendency to sin , such a successfu l 

encouragem ent of  it, such  a  genial clim ate, such  a  collection of  favorable circum stances, such  an  am azing  capability  

of  sin , that it breeds actual sins, regularly  form ed  and  w ith  all the  theological requirem ents, by  m illions and  m illions. 

If  w e read  w hat the C atechism  of  the  C ouncil of  T rent says of  sins of  thought, w e shall see how  m arvelously  prolific  

sins can  be. and  w hat a pre-em inently  devastating pow er sins of  thought in  particu lar exercise w ithin the soul. In  

num berless cases open  and  crying  sins m ust com e at last. Still w e m ust rem em ber that on  the  w hole there are tw o  

characteristics w hich alw ays distinguish sins of w orld liness from  sins of the passions, or sins of direct diabolical 

tem ptation . T he respectability w hich  w orld liness affects leads it rather to satisfy itself in secret sins. Indeed, its 

w orship of self, its predilection  for an  easy life, w ould hinder its em barking in  sins w hich  take trouble, tim e, and  

forethought, or  w hich  m n  risks of  disagreeable consequences, and  therefore w ould  keep  it confined  w ithin  a sphere  



of  secret sins. A nd. in  the  next place, its love  of  com fort m akes it so  habitually  disinclined  to  listen  to  the  reproaches 

of conscience or the teasing solicitations of grace, that it passes in to the state of a seared conscience, a deadened  

m oral sense, w ith  a  speed  w hich  is unknow n  even  to  cruelty  or sensuality .

A  seared conscience! T his is a fearfu l possib ility ; and yet, to use the apostle’s expression , “ the Spirit 

m anifestly saith” that there is such a th ing . It is according to St Paul one of the m arks of heresy . It belongs also  

peculiarly to w orld liness. T o have gone on  for such a length of tim e doing w rong  that w e have at last ceased to  

advert to its being  w rong; to sin , and  for  the  m onitor w ithin  to  be  silen t; to  forget G od  and  not to rem em ber  that w e  

are forgetting  H im — all th is is surely far w orse than to be a savage or an idolater. B ut th is is to have a seared  

conscience. T his is the tendency  of  w orld liness— a  tendency  w hich  it can  develop  w ith  incom parable sw iftness. A nd  

then  w here is the  pow er of  com ing  right again? W e have drifted  aw ay  from  all the  sw eet facilities of  repentance. W e  

have hardened ourselves against the ordinary im petus of grace. W e have m ade ourselves so unlovely that grace  

w ould shun  us if  it could . W e have sold  ourselves  to  the devil, and  he has got us safe before the  proper tim e. W ith 

m ost m en  it is enough  to say that if  they erred , at least they had  a good  conscience  about it. or  that their conscience  

to ld  them  it w as w rong, and  they  are sorry  they  gave  w ay. B ut if  w e have  a  seared  conscience, neither of  these th ings  

avail. W e have  forgotten  and  pretennitted G od! w e  did  so  contum eliously  at first; but now  our  habitual contem pt has 

superinduced  obliv ion: it seem s as if  H e  w ere going  to  retaliate, to  pay  us back  in  our  ow n  coin , and  for the  present 

at least to  preterm it us. W e no  longer know  w hen  w e are in  danger. W e have lost our chart. W e can  tell nothing  of 

our latitude  and  longitude. N o land  is insight; nothing  but a  w aste  of  boundless w aters. T he sun  is hidden, and  w e  

can  take no observations, and  have taken  none for ever so long  a  tim e. T he night is so grim  and  m urky, that not a  

star  w ill give us an  indistinct notion  w here w e are; and  the  needle is snapped, and  w e  know  neither north  nor south , 

nor east, nor  w est. W hat are our chances of safety now ? T here has com e upon  us the  fatal w oe of Isaias,* W oe to  

you  that call evil good, and  good  evil, that put darkness  for light, and  light for darkness, that put bitter  for sw eet, and  

sw eet for  bitter, [footnote: C ap. v.]

T here is nothing  to  com pare w ith  w orld liness for vitiating  the  m oral taste. T here are som e possib ilities on  

earth  w hich  w e cannot bear to  th ink  of  w ithout shuddering. It is generally G od ’s m ercifu l ordinance that w e should  

not know  them  in  the indiv idual cases, even w hen  w e see them . O ne of these is the possib ility  of a m an s going  

hopelessly out of his m ind, w hen  he is in  a state of m ortal sin . If he is to have no in tennission  of  Iris m adness, no  

lucid in terval before his death ; if  he w as actually in  m ortal sin  w hen  the  last step  of his aberration  w as com pleted , 

and  reason  had  abdicated her  throne  entirely ; then  he  is as it w ere dam ned  already. H e  w alks about the  earth  a  liv ing  

part of  hell. H is  fate is sealed  w hile  the sun  still shines upon  his head, and  the  flow ers  grow  beneath  his feet, and  the  

birds sing as he passes. H e sm iles, but he is lost. H e sings, but he is the hopeless property  of G od ’s great enem y. 

K indness touches Iris heart, but grace has ebbed  from  it forever. H e belongs to the dism al center of  the earth ; it is 

only  by accident that he is w alking  on  its radiant surface. T his is one of  earth ’s fearfu l possib ilities. A nd  the seared  

conscience of  w orld liness is a  desperately near approach  to  th is. Faith  is still there, and  reason  also , and  a  m iracle  of 

grace can rouse them  both . B ut are w orld ly people the likely subjects of G od ’s m iracles? T he sw eet m iracle of 

conversion haunts the com pany of publicans and sinners, not the undoubting self-sufficiency of th is w orld ’s 

Pharisees. O  poor w orld ling , m aliciously  and  guiltily  unsuspecting now  of  thy  real state, that m an  w ho  w ent m ad  in  

m ortal sin  is thy  shadow , thy  brother, and  thy  type!

N ow everyone of these phenom ena of w orld liness m aybe resolved in to a forgetfu lness that w e are  

creatures. T here is no look  about the life of  D ives that he rem em bered  he w as a creature. T here m ight be m ingled  

w ith  his characteristic good  nature, w hich  m ade him  love his brothers so m uch, and give alm s to L azarus, som e  

confused  notions of  duty  to a C reator; but any abiding  sense of his being  a  creature there w as none. H e solved  the  

problem  of  the  possib ility  of  these tw o  forgetfu lnesses  being  separated , that of  having  a C reator  and  that of  being  a  



creature. It is th is forgetfu lness w hich  is the fountain  of  alm ost all sins of  om ission . A  w orld ly  m an  never  looks like  

a  m an  w ho  so  lives as having  to  give  an  account of  him self  to  a  higher  pow er. A nything  w hich  should  evince  a  sense  

of an invisib le w orld w ould be incongruous in his ordinary conduct; and if from  early associations or natural 

tim orousness of character he should  betray any such sense, it w ould instantly take the form  of superstition  rather 

than  that of relig ion . W hen  the devil tem pts a  m an  to a great sin  of passion , such as m urder, or sensuality at last 

beguiles a  m an  to  relapse in to  his in tem perance, in  neither of  these cases does he forget that he is a  creature. Indeed  

it is his advertence to  the law  of  his C reator  w hich  gives the  m alice  to  his sin . B ut there  is no  struggle in  w orld liness. 

It is a  false  faith , a  false relig ion . It does not recognize  the rights of  the C reator, nor  occupy itself  w ith  the  duties of 

the creature. It begins w ith self  and  ends w ith  self; and if  com pelled to lodge an  appeal outside itself, it appeals to  

the  judgm ent of  hum an  respect. W herever there is w orld liness, there is the forgetfu lness  that w e are creatures; and  

w herever there is th is forgetfu lness  that w e  are creatures, there also  is w orld liness.

W hen  a  m an ’s sym pathies are w ith  a disloyal State rather  than  w ith  tire H oly See, there  is w orld liness. T he  

w orld  is preferred before the C hurch. W hen m en object to the doctrine of relig ious vocation , and w ithout other 

reasons than  a certain  instinct try to hinder their children  from  entering relig ious orders, there is w orld liness. T he  

one  w ork  of  the  creature to  do  the C reator’s w ill is overlooked  or  unacknow ledged. W hen  m en  are asham ed  of  their 

relig ion  before heretics, especially of its distinctive practices and unpopular doctrines, there is w orld liness. T he  

creature forgets him self  and  m akes him self  the standard of  tru th . W herever m en. w ho are not to  their ow n  sensib le 

cost tak ing  up  the cross daily  and  fo llow ing  C hrist, inveigh  against relig ious enthusiasm  or the w ant of m oderation 

in  piety , there is w orld liness. T he creature w ants to  lim it the service of  the C reator. W hen  m en  do  not give alm s, or 

give  them  scantily , or  give  them  in  an  eccentric and  peculiar w ay, there is w orld liness. T he  creature  either claim s as 

his ow n  w hat he only  holds at the good  pleasure of  his C reator, or he claim s to satisfy his ow n  w him  and  caprice in  

the w ay in  w hich  he pays it back  to his C reator. Indeed  all developm ents  of  w orld liness exhibit som e obliquity  in  a  

m an ’s perception of the true relations betw een the C reator and the creature. O ught w e not then seriously to ask  

ourselves if  w e have any right to  be so little afraid of w orld liness as w e are? If an  evil is universal, if  it is alm ost 

im perceptib le, if  it is generally  fatal, if  w e  know  it to  be  in  the m iddle of  us. and  if  the not suspecting  that w e have it 

is. or m ay  be. one of  the  w orst sym ptom s of  our having  it, does not prudence suggest to  us alm ost an  excess in  cau 

tion , alm ost a  nervousness of  fear, alm ost a  fancilu lness of apprehension? Is it w ell that w e should  be so calm  and  

cool? Is it certain  that our  calm ness  and  our  coolness are not actual proofs of  the  disease? W orldliness  only  requires 

one condition  for its success— that w e should not fear it. H e w ho  fears G od, m ust also fear the w orld , and  he w ho  

fears  the  w orld  need  never  fear  that he  has lost the  fear of  G od.

It is hard  to  live  in  a  place and  avoid  the spirit of  it. It is hard  to  live in  the  w  orld  and  avoid  w orld liness. Y et 

tliis is w hat w e have to  do. T he  w orld  w e cannot leave till G od  sum m ons us: but w orld liness, w hich  is the spirit of 

the w orld , should not be allow ed  to infect us. A s the sm ell of fire had not passed  upon  the garm ents of the three  

children  in  the  burning  fiery  furnace, so m ust the  odor  of  w orld liness not pass upon  our  souls. B ut to  the  avoiding  of 

w orld liness no  help  is m ore efficacious than  having  a  right and  fixed  view  of  the w orld . T here are  tw o  view s of  the  

w orld  w hich  C hristians  m ay  take— tw o  view s w hich  are actually  taken  by  those  w ho  are striv ing  to  sen  e G od  and  to  

love H im  purely . W hich  of  the  tw o  view s a m an  takes depends partly upon  his early associations, partly upon  his 

natural character, and partly upon the circum stances of his vocation; and his spiritual life w ill be found to be  

considerably m odified by the particu lar view  w hich  he is led  to take. Som e take a  very gloom y  view  of  the w orld . 

T o them  it seem s altogether bad, w holly evil, irredeem ably lost. E verything is danger; for there is sin  everyw here. 

A ll its roses have thorns under the leaves. T here is a  curse upon  everyth ing  belonging to it. Its joys are only other 

form s of m elancholy. Its sunshine is a m ockery: its beautifu l scenery ' a deceit: the sooth ingness of its dom estic  

affections a  snare. Its life is an  incessant death . W e have  no  right to sm ile at anything . T he  w orld  is so  dark  that it is 



even  a  perpetual partial eclipse of G od. If  the present is m iserable, let us delay  upon  it; for in  m isery w e shall find  

food for our souls. If it is  joyous, let us rush  from  it in to the forebodings of a fu ture, w hen all th is w orld and  the  

fashion  of it w ill be burned  up w ith fire. L et us speak low lest the devil hear us, and use Iris know ledge to our 

destruction. L et us live as ancient m onarchs lived , in  daily fear of  poison  in  every dish . A  funeral on  a  w et day in  a  

disconsolate  churchyard: th is is the  type  of  the m inds w ho  take th is  view .

T he other  view  is the  very opposite of  all th is. It is the  bright view . T hose w ho  take it see all creation  ly ing  

before them  w ith the luster of G od ’s benediction on  it. It is the earth  on  w hich Jesus w as bom , and w here M aty  

lived . T hey  m arvel at the  num ber of  exquisite  pleasures w ith  w hich  it is strew n, so  very  few  of  w hich  com paratively  

are sins. T he innocent attachm ents of earth ly love are to such m en helps to love G od better. N atural beauty  

supem aturalizes  their  m inds. T he sunshine m akes them  better m en. G od's  perfections are seen  even  w here  w ritten  in  

hieroglyphics  over the w orld . K indness is so  abundant, nobility  of  heart so  plentifu l, the  joys of  hom e so  pure  yet so  

attractive, the successes of the G ospel so infin itely consoling— all th ings, in  fact, so m uch  better on  trial than  they  

seem ed— that the w orld appears a happy place, and m issing  but a little— so little , it is sad to  th ink how  little— of 

being  a  holy  place  also , holy  from  the  very ' abundance  of  its pure happiness. A t every  turn  there are  radiant fountains  

of  joy leaping  up  to m eet us. E ach  day. like the cystus, has a thousand  new  blossom s to show ; it lays them  dow n  

w hen evening com es, and the next m orning it has as gay a show  of flow ers as ever. E ven adverse th ings are  

w onderfu lly tem pered  in  the present, w hile in  the past they have such  a pathetic golden  light upon  them , that the  

m em ory  of  them  is one  of  our  best treasures, and  w e  w ould  not for  w orlds have  m issed  the suffering  of  them ; and  as 

to any evil in  the fu ture, there is such  an  inextinguishable  light of  joy w ithin  us. that w e sim ply disbelieve it. T he  

clouds fly  before us as w e go. M usic sounds about our  path . A nd  as to  cares, they find  them selves so little  at hom e  

w ith  us, that w hen  w e  com e to  the night, “ they  fo ld  up  their  ten ts like  the A rabs, and  as silen tly steal aw ay.

St B ernard m ay be called  the prophet of  the first view : St Francis de Sales of  the second. T he first seem s 

m ore safe for hum an presum ption; the second m ore cheering to discouragem ent. O ne leads through holy fear to  

love; the  other  through  holy love  to  fear. T he one  disenchants m ore from  the  w orld ; the  other  enchants us m ore  w ith  

G od. T he one subdues; the other  gives elasticity . T he one  seem s m ore adm onito iy to  m an; the  other m ore honorable  

to G od. B oth  can  m ake sain ts; but sain ts of  different kinds. B oth  are tm e: yet both  are untm e. B oth  are tm e  as far as 

they  go, and  both  are untm e w hen  they exclude  the  other. T hey  are  partial view s; and  one is m ore  tm e  to  a  m an  than  

the other, because it is m ore suitable for his character and tem per to dw ell upon w hat is prom inently dark , or 

prom inently bright, as the  case m aybe. T he great th ing  is. w hichever view  w e take, to  have it clearly  before  us. and  

keep  to  it consistently , because of  the  irresistib le influence w hich these  view s exercise upon  the spiritual life. T hey  

m ake m en  pray differently , and  act differently  in  their secret relations w ith  G od. T hey  foster different graces. T hey  

give birth to different vocations. T hey supply different m otives. T he subjects for m editation , the subjects for 

particu lar exam ination  of  conscience, have to do  w ith  the dark  or  bright view  m en  habitually  take of  the  w orld . T he  

question  betw een an active or a contem plative life is often decided by them . T hey have each their ow n class of 

tem ptations, and  their ow n  rocks on  w hich  they  m ay  strike  and  go  dow n. T hey have  each  also  their  ow n  graces, their 

ow n  beauties, their ow n  attractions, their ow n  blessings, and  their ow n  short roads to heaven. T he strange th ing  is 

that no one seem s to  be able to take in  im partially the w hole view  of the w orld , the tm e  view , the  bright and  dark  

together. In tellectually they m ay do so; but practically  they m ust lean  either to the dark or bright, exaggerate their 

ow n  view , and do the other view  in justice. N o m ind leaves tilings uncolored . It is our necessity; w e cannot help  

ourselves. T he grand  th ing  is to  turn  it all to  G od, and  to  begin  straightw ay  to  m anufacture  heavenly  love  both  out of 

our  darkness and  our  light.

It is dangerous to talk  of general m les in  such subject m atters. B ut as upon  the w hole w e find  the darker 

view  taken  by clo istered  sain ts, and  the  brighter  view  by secular sain ts, it m ay not be an  error to suppose  that the  



brighter view  of  the  w orld is the  best for those w ho live in  the  w orld . T he dark  view  m ay readily  becom e gloom y, 

and  gloom  leads to  inaction , to  concentration  upon  self, to  the  judging  of  others, to  a  discontentm ent w ith  the  state of 

th ings around  us; and  the  fru it of  all th is is pride, sourness, w ant of  zeal, and  self-righteousness.

M en w ith  a frustrated  vocation  to religion , and liv ing in the w orld , w here they have no right to be, are  

m ostly uncharitab le m en. R eform ers, good  and  bad, have for the m ost part em anated  from  the clo ister. L uther w as 

an  A ugustin ian: Savonarola a D om inican . A  m onk  has beautifu l exam ples of  the highest virtue constantly  before  

him , w hich  not only urge him  on  in  his heroic love of G od, but also counteract w hat there m ight be depressing  or 

unnerving  in  his  m elancholy  view  of  the  w orld . T o  him  in  his circum stances it is a  pow erful stim ulus to  sanctity . B ut 

it w ould  require very peculiar circum stances indeed  to m ake it such  to persons aim ing at perfection  in  the w orld . 

T hey are good; they love G od; they frequent the sacram ents; they m ake m ental prayer; they practice voluntary ' 

m ortifications; they  live  under  spiritual direction; their in terests and  tastes are  in  spiritual tilings. Y et for all th is they  

enjoy the w orld . M any of its blam eless pleasures are real pleasures to them . T hey love m any persons, and m any  

persons love  them . T heir hom e  circle  is  bright and  tender; and  if  it does not lead  to  G od, there  is no  appearance of  its 

leading  aw ay  from  H im . N ow  w hat w ill happen  if  w e force them  to  believe  that all is m isery around  them , and  that 

they ought to be m iserable them selves, and  that it is very im perfect of them  not to  be so? T he fact is, they are not 

m iserable, and they cannot see w hy they should be so; and, m oreover, they actually cannot be m iserable, even if 

they tty . C onsequently  if  w e  persist in  forcing upon  them  a  view  w hich  does not suit them , and  is against the  grain , 

they either becom e  perplexed  and  scrupulous, seeing  sin  w here  there is no sin . and  believing  the  detection  of sin  to  

be the highest spiritual discernm ent, and  so farew ell to  their serv ing  G od  for love; or  they start aw ay  from  a  devout 

life altogether, in  disgust and  im patience, as an  unreality , w hich  is based  upon  a false  theory . and  so  w orth  nothing  

at all. or  as an  inflated  pedantic im posture, w hich  even  those w ho  talk  big  about it do  not them selves believe.

T hen, as a  m atter of  fact, the  num ber of  th ings w liich  are sinfu l is m uch  less than  th is  view  w ould  lead  us to  

suppose; and  a m an  aim ing  at perfection in  the w orld is m uch  m ore exposed  than  others to  occasions of  sin . Indeed  

th is is one of his chief difficu lties, the difficu lty w hich  in  all ages has so  blessedly  filled  the clo isters and  recru ited  

the congregations of  aposto lic  m en. B ut th is very  fact m akes  any  exaggeration  of  the  m atter extrem ely  dangerous, as 

both  discouraging  and unsettling; and everyone know s that in  the w orld , w here there are neither ru les nor vow s, 

discouragem ent and  unsettlem ent are the  tw o m ost fatal enem ies of  the spiritual life. T he  bright view  is doubtless a  

better basis for perfection in  the w orld . M eanw hile it m ust guard  itself  against lax ity , and  love of  pleasure, and an  

inadequate notion of sin , as m uch as the darker view m ust shun discouragem ent, self-exaltation , and  

uncharitab leness, to w liich  of its ow n nature it is prone. T he dark  view  m ust not be querulous w ith G od. nor the  

bright view  m ake  too  free w ith  H is perfections.

W hatever  view  w e  take of  the w orld , w e m ust be upon  our  guard  against its spirit. O f  that spirit C hristians  

can  have  but one  view . Inspiration  has fixed  it for ever; it is the enem y  of  G od. N o  clo isters can  hope to  keep  it out; 

for it has the  gift of  subtlety . T here is air enough  in  one heart for it to  live and  thrive am azingly . B ut m uch  m ore are  

those w ho  live in  the  w orld  exposed  to its dangers, ft looks so m oral, and  som etim es, but not often, even  generous, 

in  order to  deceive us. ft can  talk  m ost reasonably and  w ell. It can  praise relig ion , and  take its side, though  there is 

alw ays an  ulterior purpose in  view . W e see its influence in society . Faith  deciphers it for us there. W e behold a  

system  of proprieties w ith no self-denial in  them , a num ber of axiom s of doubtful m orality gain ing ground  and  

passing current, a hum ility  w hich  consists in  our ru ling ourselves by the opinions of others, and inventiveness of 

am usem ents w hich  bew ilder our notions of right and w rong; and in all th is w e can prophesy evil and suspect 

dangers, w hile  it is hard  for  us to  nam e  the  evil and  to  put our  finger  on  the  danger.

W hen  w e look at people  outside the C hurch, w e see how  insinuatingly w orld liness prevents  their com ing  

in to it. W e can see clearly w hat the sufferers them selves cannot see at all. W e can  w atch its influence on  sinners; 



how  artfully  it entices them  in to  the  deep  places; how  strongly it holds them  dow n; how  cleverly it throw s suspicion  

upon  the  advances and  offers of  grace; how  variously it contrives delays, and, w hen  it fails, how  hypocritically  it can  

rejo ice in a m an s conversion , how successfu lly it can lay hold of his fresh vigor and high spirits; and how  

m ercilessly it can  lead  him  backw ards and  blindfold in to  a relapse! B ut the sinner sees nothing  of  th is him self. If  it 

w ere  to ld  him , it w  ould  sound  in  his ears as a rom ance.

W e can  trace the influence of  w orld liness upon  pious people. T heir fréquentation  of  the sacram ents, their 

churchgoing, their alm sgiving , their in terest in C atholic plans, contrast strangely w ith  their anxiety to get in to  

society , w ith  their hankering  after great people, w ith  their excitem ent about m arriages, w ith  the  perpetual running  of 

their conversation  on  connections, w ealth , influence, and  the  like, and  their  unconscious  but alm ost gross respect for 

those w ho  are ven m uch  richer  than  them selves, or veiy m uch  higher than  them selves. It w ould  never  do  for them  

to  sit for a  picture  of  C atholic devotion . Y et they  do  not see all th is, and  they  are really  fu ll of  G od, alw ays talk ing  of 

H im , alw ays  planning  for  H im , alw ays fidgety  about H is glow . Som etim es a  step  further  is taken, and  w e see a  m ost 

portentous union of piety and  w orld liness— really as if one person  w ere tw o persons; one person in church, and  

another person  out of  church; one  person  w ith  priest and  relig ious, and  another  person  w ith  w  orld ly  com pany. T hese  

people m ake the oddest com pensations to them selves for their pious self-denials, and again  w ith such  grotesque  

earnestness penance  their w orldliness in  revenge  for its inroads upon  their piety , that they  rem ind  us of  the stories 

Protestants tell us of the Italian  bravos, w  ho, before they com m it a m urder, m ost devoutly recom m end it to the  

M adonna. Y et G od  and  the  w orld  keep  the  peace so  unbrokcnly  in  their  hearts, that they have hardly  a  suspicion  of 

the  incongruous appearance  they  present  to  others, still less of  the  horrib le reality  of  their spiritual condition . N ow  if 

w e can  see all th is in  others, is it at all likely  that w e are free from  it ourselves? D epend  upon  it there is no  freedom  

but in  excessive fear, no security  but in  a  w eary  vigilance! ft is heavy  w ork  alw ays  to  be  keeping  guard . B ut there is 

no sleep  in  the  enem y ’s cam p, and  w e are in  a  w ar w hich  know s neither peace nor  truce. T he  night is both  cold  and  

long, and  if  divine  love  keeps us not aw ake, w hat else is there that w ill?

It m ay  very naturally  be  now  objected  that the  conclusion  of  th is chapter tends  to  destroy  the conclusion  of 

the last, that if w orld liness accounts for the w idely spread denial of those relations of C reator and creature w  hich  

have been show n to be true, so it w ill not allow  us to suppose that the m ajority of C atholics are saved, w hen 

w orld liness is at once so  universal, and  so deadly  to  the soul. B ut th is by  no  m eans fo llow s. W hat has been  said  of  

the obtrusiveness of evil and  the hiddenness of good, and of the graces w hich  visit old age. sickness, and death , 

applies as w ell to w orld liness as to sin . N o! the conclusion , w hich m ight seem  to fo llow  from  th is doctrine of 

w orld liness, w ould  be, that very  far  from  a  m ajority  of  the  rich  am ong  C atholics w ould  be saved. B ut the  rich  are a  

m ere  handful com pared  to  the  m ultitudinous poor. So  that, even  allow ing  the stem  conclusion  to  be  draw n  that very  

few  rich  persons are saved, even  am ong  C atholics, the  conclusion  of  the  preceding  chapter w ould  rem ain  unshaken. 

M any  w riters have  taken  th is startling  view . L acordaire, in  m aking  up  his m ajority of  the saved, lays the  chief stress 

on  children , w om en, and  the countless poor, [footnote: C o n f é r e n c e s , Iv , 178. et seq . 2 O e u v r e s , vii, 442.] B ossuet, 

com m enting on  the w ords of  the seventy-first psalm , “H e shall judge  the poor of  the  people, and  he shall save the  

children  of  the  poor,” draw s a  picture sim ilar to  that of  L acordaire. [footnote: M igne, C u r s u s  S a c r œ  S c r i p t u r e s , tom . 

xxv, col. 682.] From ond, in  his C om m entary on  the  C atholic  E pistles, enters upon  the  question  of  the  num ber  of  the  

saved  w hen  he is explain ing  the  th irteenth  verse of  the second  chapter of St Jam es, and  one of  the argum ents  w hich  

he  brings  forw ard  in  support of  the  m ore gloom y  view  is. that “although  perhaps the m ajority of  the  faithfu l do  not 

die  w ithout the sacram ent of  penance, yet very m any  w orld ly  people ( p l e r i q u e  m u n d a n i )  do not receive the  fru it of 

the sacram ent” ; and  the reason  he gives for th is opinion  is, that their appreciation  of riches, honors, pleasures, and  

other earth ly goods is too high  and  fixed  for their sorrow  for sin  easily to rise to  that appreciation of  its m alignity  

w hich  theology  requires even in  the adequate attrition  for absolu tion . Palafox  also , in  his book on  D evotion  to St



Peter, teaches the  sam e  doctrine  in  his com parison  of  the  prodigal son  and  the  young  m an  w ho  w ent aw ay  sorrow ful. 

It w as his appreciation  of  riches w hich  hindered  his appreciation  of  G od, and  it w as the  prodigal’s freedom  from  th is 

w hich  on  the  other  hand  facilitated  liis conversion [footnote: Palafox, E x c e l l e n d a s  d e  S a n  P e d r o , lib . iii, cap. 9.]

T here is no doubt that our L ord ’s w oes pronounced  upon  the rich  are am ong  the m ost painful and  terrific  

m ysteries of  the G ospel, and should drive rich  m en  in to that facile, prom pt, various, unasked, abundant, and  self

denying  alm sgiving  for the love of G od, in  w hich  alone their safety consists. B ut, so far as the present question  is 

concerned, I express no opinion  as to w hether a very sm all m inority of rich  C atholics are saved; I do not know  

enough  of  the  w orld  to  form  a  judgm ent, and  m y  little  experience  of  the rich  w ould  go  the other  w ay: I only  say that 

even  if  th is m elancholy  belief  be  true, it by  no  m eans destroys the previous conclusion  that the  num erical m ajority of 

C atholics  are saved.

B ut  to  conclude, there are certain  th ings  w hich  it is im portant to  note  w ith  regard  to  w orld liness, and  w hich  

cannot be too often repeated . T he first is. that even spiritual persons for the m ost part greatly underestim ate its 

danger. T hey have not a sufficiently in telligent belief in  its universality , in  its subtlety , in  its pow er of com bining  

w ith  good  in  the m ost im perceptib le quantities, and  then spoiling it, or in  its peculiar aptness for fix ing itself  just 

upon  the  very persons w ho consider  them selves decidedly free from  it. Spiritual discernm ent is a rare gift, and one  

w hich  belongs only  to  those w hose  hearts are all for G od. ft is the great art of the w orld , to persuade m en  that it is 

not so dangerous as it is described , and  that w ith  m onks, it is a sort of  pious fashion  to  abuse the  w orld , w hile  w ith  

preachers it is sim ply an  affair of rhetoric. T his persuasion  is its trium ph. N othing  m ore is needed. W hen  you  have  

underestim ated its dangers, you  are already  its victim .

In  the second  place, as m en  are very apt not to  know  w orld liness even  w hen  they see it, and  as it is not an  

easy m atter alw ays to be paying attention to the atm osphere w e breathe, it is of great im portance to have w ell- 

ascertained princip les, ft is astonish ing how  few  m en are in  possession  of such. A n alm ost incredib le am ount of 

excellent efforts com es to  nothing  great, because it is at random , and  by  fits and  starts, and  operating  inconsistently  

w ith  its antecedents. T he really pow erful m an  in  the w orld  is the consistent m an, the  m an  of  ascertained princip les 

and  of  adjusted  view s. T he  w orld , like  a  suspicious  potentate, is alw ays  proposing concordats. W e are asked  first for 

one  com prom ise, then  for another. W e do  not know  w hen  w e  have  passed  the  line  w hich  involved  a  princip le, and  so  

w e discover that w e have com m itted ourselves to som ething , in  w hich it is im possib le for us to keep our w ord  

w ithout surrendering our independence altogether. N ow  w ith  ascertained princip les w e have settled  all th is at the  

outset. E ven  w hen  w e get beyond the extent of our know ledge, or the sphere of  our experience, w e know  w hat to  

suspect and  w here to  be  upon  our guard . O ur instincts are right, and, w hat is practically of greater im portance, they  

are consistent also . T hus w e do  not fall in to  the  w orld ’s pow er, and  are never  taken  unaw ares, and  have not to  give  

offence by having  to retrace our steps. T hus w hen w e change our state of life , or enter upon  a new  departm ent of 

duty , or com e to  a  crisis in  life, our  relations  w ith  the  w orld  are m ore or less altered; and  if  w e have then  to  hesitate  

and linger, settling our fu ture m ode of operations and m apping out the countiy before us, because w e have no  

ascertained princip les, every step  w e  take (and  w e  cannot stand  still, th is is not a  w orld  for that w ork), w e  are  putting  

on  record som e precedent against ourselves. A n  inconsistent great m an  is an  im potent creature in  practical m atters, 

w hile  a  consistent m oderate m an  does the  w ork  of  a  great one. A bove all. a  m an  should  have ascertained  princip les 

of  practical relig ion , if  relig ion  is to  be the business of  his life . It is deplorable for the cause of G od  on  earth , that 

such  m en  are so  few .

In  the  th ird  place, if  ascertained  princip les are of such  im portance  to  us in  th is respect, and  if  the  pow er of 

our faith depends m aterially either on its sim plicity or its in telligence, and if our faith is “ the victo iy w hich  

overcom eth  the w orld .’’ it is of great consequence that w e should  know  and study our relig ion w ell. In  these days 

there is an  im m ense am ount of  inform ation , floating  in  society  , regarding  the controversies of  the C hurch  and  the  



w orld . T hey are now  daily com ing m ore in to collision , in  questions of politics, in system s of  beneficence, in  the  

statistics of crim e, in  the doctrines of progress, in the discoveries of science, in  the quarrels of the m etaphysical 

schools, and  in  the new  shapes of  old  controversies  betw een  the  C hurch  and  the  dissident sects around  her.

T he w orld  has a  pow er and  a  purchase  in  the  anti-church  side of  ill these questions: and  it is so  tem pting  to  

be m oderate, so pleasant in  yield , so hard  to prove, so w eary to argue, so unnatural to confess our ow n  ignorance, 

that an  educated  m odem  C atholic w ho  does not study  the  doctrines of  his religion , as carefu lly as the subject-m atter 

of  Iris profession , w ill hardly  escape  betraying  G od  som etim es, and  getting on  the w rong  side w ithout in tending  it. 

E ven a study of theology, at least to som e extent, is of considerable utility , in  th is particu lar light, as a safeguard  

against w orld liness. It is proverbial  that a  little  know ledge  is a  dangerous th ing; but th is is  less true  of  theology  than  

it is of any other science, because the least acquain tance w ith it deepens our view  of our ow n ignorance, and it 

breathes such  an  odor  of  G od  that in tellectual baslifiilness w ould  seem  to  be its special gift, increasing  as our studies  

penetrate nearer and nearer to those divine abysses, in to w hich know ledge m ay not descend until it has been  

m etam orphosed  in to  love. A  m an, w ho  has fin ished  his education in  these days w ithout having  acquired  a profound  

in tellectual respect for his religion , is the  m ost likely of  all m en  to  becom e the prey of  an  unbelieving and  ungodly  

w orld , and  to  betray  his L ord  w ithout  in tending  it, and  then  to  grow  angry , and  turn  aw ay  in  proud  dislike  from  H im  

w hom  he  has thus  betrayed.

In  the  last place, it is honestly to  be  confessed , that all these tilings do  but form  an  arm or against the spirit 

of  the  w orld . T hey are not a  victory over it. M oreover, it is an  arm or  w hich  is  by  no  m eans invulnerable. T he  w eight 

of  the  arm s and  the  w eariness of  the  fight have  laid  m any  a  w arrior low  from  w hom  no blood  had  flow ed, but w hose  

very  bones the  heavy  fall had  cruelly  broken. M any  a  spear, that could  not penetrate the  cunning  jo ints  of  the suit of 

m ail, has unseated  the rider, and  left him  lifeless beneath  his charger’s feet. So all these helps w hich  have  been  here  

suggested , are not infallib le; nay, they are but auxiliaries for a season, and  for all their w orth , the  w orld  m ay, and  

m ost likely  w ill, if  w e have no other resources, take us captive in  the end. T here is no redem ption  for the creature  

but in  the service of  the C reator. T here is no  pow er to counteract the m anifo ld  spirit of  evil but one, and  that is the  

desire of  G od. the craving  to see H is face, the yearning  for  H is beauty. T here is no specific against w orld liness  but 

G od.

T he  Fourth  C hapter

O U R  O W N  G O D

Δ ιο δη και εις  αυτόν επεστραπται τα συμπαντα , ασχετω ι τινι αρρητω ι στοργηι προ ς  τον αρχηγόν τη ς  ζω ή ς  και 

χορηγον  αποβλεποντα .— St B asil.

T H E  C reator  is the  creature ’s hom e. N either spirit of  angel nor soul of  m an  can  rest short of  G od. T hey  can  anchor 

now here save in  the capacious harbor of  H is infin ite perfections. A ll tilings teach  us th is beautifu l tm th . A ll tilings  

that find  us w andering  lead  us hom e again , to  the bosom  of  our E ternal Father. T he three distinct orders of nature, 

grace, and  glory , if  the  tw o  last m ay indeed  be  called  distinct, all in  their  ow n  respective w ays, at once  teach  us th is  

com forting  and  saving  tru th , and  help  us also to  practice w hat they  teach . T he natural joy of  beautifu l scenery , the  

strong  grace of  C hristian  holiness, and  the thrill of  glory w hich  passes through  our souls from  the unveiled  face of 

G od. all. in  degrees alm ost infin itely apart, draw  us hom e  to G od, or keep  us there. G od  is our L ast E nd  as w ell as 



our  First C ause. O h  that the  day  w ere  com e  w hen  w e shall be  securely  at H is  feet for ever!

G od  is included  in  the  idea of creation  as our L ast E nd  as w ell as our First C ause. It is as our C reator  that 

H e is both  the  one and  the  other. W e have seen  that creation  w as sim ply love, a  love w hich  called  our natures out of 

nothing , a love w hich gave them  all that w as due to them , a love w hich  gave them  grace w hich w as not due for 

them , a  love  w hich  in  m atter  of  fact destined  them  to  a  glory  w hich  is far  beyond  our  natural capacities. A ll the  three  

orders of  nature, grace, and  gloiy w ere represented  in  the  act of  creation , nature from  the  very  necessity of  the  case, 

grace because as a m atter of fact G od created both  angels and m en  in  a state of grace, [footnote: T hroughout the  

w hole  T reatise the  opinion  of  St B onaventure  as to  the  creation  of  the  angels has  been  assum ed  to  be  incorrect] glory  

because it w as for H is glory  that w e w ere necessarily  created , and, as a  m atter of  fact, in  the  exuberant goodness of 

H is decrees, for  the  special, but not necessaiy , gloiy  of  the  B eatific  V ision.

T he angels w ere created all at once, and  because of  their excellent perfections, and  especially the perfect 

know ledge w hich they had of them selves, they rapid ly exercised their free-w ill, com pleted the course of their 

probation , and entered in to the rest and enjoym ent of the C reator’s beauty. M en are created slow ly and by suc

cessive generations, and  from  the  great inferiority  of  their rational nature to  the  vast in telligences  of  the  angels, they  

require  the  revolu tion  of  m any centuries before  their  num bers are com pleted , their destin ies fu lfilled , and  the  w hole  

of the elect enter in to the everlasting joy of G od. T he w orld of m en is a w orld of slow er ro tation . B oth  these  

creations of angels and m en w ere created sim ply for G od ’s ow n glory; but H is glory w as the creature ’s bliss, 

because H is glory w as to have rational children w ho should  be like H im self and be m ade participators of H is 

beatitude. B ut as w e cannot be  participators of  H is  joy  by  any natural beatitude, how ever exquisite  and  satisfy ing , 

and as H is very first in tention  in creation  w as that w e should participate  in  H is ow n  beatitude, it fo llow s that H is 

very  first in tention  in  creation  already involved  both  grace and  glory: and  th is is the explanation  of  the  beautifu l and  

touching  m ystery of  our  being  created  in  a  state of  grace orig inally . So  nature  involved  grace, not necessarily , but in  

the designs of creative love, and grace looked on to glory , and prophesied of it to free-w ill, and m ore than  

prophesied of  it, for it w as the  capacity  of  glory  and  its beginning.

B ecause G od is infin itely good and infin itely perfect, H e is by H is nature, so to speak, bent upon the  

com m unication of H im self: and tliis com m unication of H im self is. as theologians tell us, tw ofold , a natural 

com m unication , and a free com m unication . T he natural one, as it is altogether necessary , is eternal. It is that by  

w hich  the Father com m unicates to the Son  H is w hole essence, pow er, w isdom , goodness, and  beatitude, and the  

Father and the Son  to the eternally proceeding Spirit. It takes place in  the production of the W ord through  the  

in tellect, and  of  the Spirit through  the w ill; and  each  of  these processions is so  perfect and  fu ll, that by it the  w hole  

good, w hich  is com m unicated , is as perfectly possessed by  H im  w ho  receives as by  H im  w ho  com m unicates it. T he  

free com m unication  of  G od  is tem poral, and  takes place in  creation , and  creation  is in  order to  it, and  it takes places  

first, and forem ost, and em inently , in the H ypostatic U nion, and then in  the gifts of grace and gloiy  ; and G od ’s 

com m unication of H im self, w hich in the act of creation w as not supernatural, w as w ith a view  to w hat w as 

supernatural, and  as a m atter of  fact, w as not disjo ined from  it in  act. T o th is, therefore, says L essius, did  G od  of 

H im self incline, that is, of H is ow n goodness, setting aside all m erit and all necessity of the creature. T his 

com m unication  begins in  tliis life by the  gifts of  grace, especially  faith , hope, and  charity '; by  w hich  virtues w e are  

not only  m ade like  to  G od, but G od  also  is united  to  us. It is perfected , how ever, in  the  next life  by  the  gifts  of  glory , 

nam ely , the light of glory , the vision of the D ivinity , beatific love, and beatific  joy . For by these w e attain our 

highest possib le sim ilitude to G od. and  becom e perfectly the sons of G od, and deifonn. shin ing  like the D ivinity , 

and  exhibiting  in  ourselves the  m ost excellent im age of  the  H oly T rin ity . For  by  the light of  glory  w e are m ade like  

the  Father; by  the  vision  of  the  divine E ssence and  divine  Persons w e  becom e like the  Son  ; by  beatific love  w e are  

m ade like the H oly G host; by  joy w e becom e like the G odhead in  beatitude, and the participation  of the divine  



beatitude  is com pleted  in  us. [footnote: L essius. d e  P e r f e c t .  D i v i n . , lib . xiv .]

W hen w e speak of G od ’s glory w e m ay m ean  one or m ore of four tilings. First of all. H is glory m ay be  

either in trinsic  or  external; and  then  each  of  those m ay  be  of  tw o  kinds also . G od's  ow n  excellence, H is ow n  beauty , 

the infin ity  of H is perfections in  H im self, is as it w ere the objective glory of G od, w hich  is in trinsic to H im self; 

w hereas H is ow n  know ledge of H im self, H is ow n love of H im self, and H is ow n  joy in  H im self, w hich are also  

in trinsic, are w hat theology term s H is form al glory . T he beauty of creation , the perfections of creatures, their 

loveliness, their num ber, their adaptations, even  their color and form , are the external glory of G od, represented  

objectively , w hereas the  know ledge  of  H im , the  love of  H im . and  the  joy  in  H un. w hich  H is rational creatures have, 

is H is form al external glory . It is necessary to put these hard w ords together in  order to understand  the practical 

conclusions  to  w hich  w e shall be  com ing  presently .

N ow  w e  say  that G od  is necessitated  to  do  everyth ing  for H is ow n  glory , and  that though  the  creation  of  the  

w orld  w as perfectly  free, yet, granting  that it w as to  be  created  by  G od. it m ust of  necessity  be  created  for  H is glory . 

T his is alm ost venturing  to say that H e could  not help  H im self, at least as to  the  end  for w hich  H e created . B ut oh! 

w hat joy  the creature w ill find  at last in  th is very necessity, w hich G od  is under, of doing  evety  th ing  for H is ow n  

glory! T hat G od  has created  the w orld is a  fact. It is contradictory not to  H is w isdom  only , but to  every one of  H is 

perfections, that H e should  have  created  it w ithout an  object at all. It is im possible  to  H im , as G od. to  have any  other 

end  but H im self. It is contrary  to  the  plenitude of  H is self-sufficiency, that H e should  have created  it in  order  to  gain  

from  it conveniences w hich H e has not now . or  joys w hich H e does not already possess; for these are in trinsic to  

H im self. B ut it is possib le for H im  to have a glory extrinsic  to  H im self, over and  above that w hich is in trinsic. O n 

the other hand, it is im possible for H im  to have anything  else extrinsic  to  H im self, w hich  creation  could give  H irn , 

except glory . E ven then the glory is not necessary to H im , and does not m ake H im  m ore blessed or m ore self- 

sufficient than H e w as; at best it is only congruous to H is divine M ajesty to have it. T hus it is that G od is 

necessitated  to do all th ings for H is ow n  glory . H e is lim ited  to th is by the very plenitude of H is perfections. A s 

nothing  exists in  the w orld  w ithout the influx  of  H is om nipresence, supporting  it and  keeping  it above the abyss of 

nothingness, in to  w hich  of  itself  it is falling  back  everm ore, so  also  nothing  exists in  the  w orld  w hich  is not involved  

in  and depending  upon  G od ’s glory . E ven  the perm issions of sin glorify H im . for w ithout them  according to the  

present law s the  w ills  of  H is creatures w ould  not be  free.

W hile G od  w as thus under the necessity of  creating  all tilings for  H is glory , if  H e created  at all. m uch  m ore  

is the creature under the necessity ' of glorify ing  G od in  all tilings. B ut it w as not necessary for G od to raise the  

creature to  the special glory of  the B eatific V ision . It w as not due to his nature, not to  the highest angelic nature. It 

w as beyond it; and  it w as beyond it. not in  degree only , but in  kind also . It belonged to another order than  that of 

nature. It w as superadded  to nature. N ature had  to receive another order, that of  grace, before  it could  be  capable of 

the  th ird  order, that of  glory . W onderfu l th ings had  to  be done  to it. in  order to  habilitate  it for such  a  possib ility  as 

the sight of  G od.

B ut the rem arkable  th ing  is. that these tilings w ere  done  in  the  act of  creation . T he  orders both  of  nature  and  

of  grace started  in  that one act of  divine  benignity  . It w as sin  only w hich  separated  w hat G od  had  put together. T he  

rebellious angels sinned, and  so lost their prim al grace, and  having no  fresh  trial given  them , forfeited  thereby for 

ever the order of glory . M an  sinned, and in  him  also  the tw o orders becam e separated , and  the w hole m agnificent 

apparatus of  redeem ing  love is G od ’s invention  to  unite them  again , so  that m en  m ay  becom e  capable  of  the  order of 

glory . N ot that th is is the sole reason  or the  w hole  explanation  of  the  Incarnation , but only of  R edem ption . T hus it is 

absolu tely  necessary , w hen  w e are th inking of  creation , to  bear in  m ind  the  fact that G od  created  an-gels and  m en  in  

a  state of  grace, and  not in  a state of  pure nature. W e are not concerned  w ith  other possib le creations, but only  w ith  

our ow n  creations; and  the creations of  both those angelic and hum an  fam ilies of rational creatures, united  in  the  



C hurch  under the single headship  of  Jesus, w ere accom plished  in  a  state of  grace: and  they  w ere so , because glory ', 

and  the especial supernatural glory of a participation  in  H is ow n  beatitude, entered in to G od ’s first in tention and  

orig inal idea  as C reator. W e shall never understand  creation , if  w e let th is fact out of  sight for a m om ent, [footnote: 

“ C h a r i t a s  e s t e r g o  c a u s a  e f f i c i e n s  c r e a t u r a  r a t i o n a l i s , e t p a r t i c i p a t i o  d i v i n a  b o n i t a t i s e s t c a u s a  f i n a l i s .  ” —  

H arphius.]

T he inanim ate and irrational creations glorify G od  by the very ' splendor of the beauty in w liich H e has 

clo thed  them . T hey glorify H im  by  their adaptation and subservience to m an. T heir abundance in  their kinds, and  

their m any  kinds w hich  are over and  above w hat are necessary to m an, is another glory  of  their C reator  by  being  in  

som e sort a  picture  of  H is copious  m agnificence. T hey  glorify  H im  also  by  bearing  on  them selves the seal and  signet 

of  H is divin ity , and  even  of  H is  T rin ity  and  U nity , and  their  degree  of  goodness  depends on  the  degree  in  w hich  they  

adum brate  the  divine  perfections. B ut m uch  m ore does the rational creation  glorify  its C reator. B y  its very  existence  

it represents G od, as the inanim ate and irrational creations do. B ut by its in telligence it know s G od, and  w ith  its 

know ledge  loves H im ; and  by  its w ill it loves  H im , and  w ith  its love enjoys H im . T hus the  know ledge, love, and  joy  

of  the  rational creatures, the  three th ings by  w hich  they  chiefly  shadow  forth  the  H oly  T rin ity , praise  and  adm ire and  

w orship  the divine nature, all w hich  is the rendering  glory to H im . B y these three th ings they as it w ere enter in to  

G od  and  rest in  H im , through  the gifts of  grace and  glory . B ut let us hear L essius. In  these three acts resides G od ’s 

chiefest glory , w hich  H e H im self in tended  in  all H is w orks; and so , L ikew ise, in  the sam e acts reside the highest 

good and form al beatitude of m en and angels. B y these acts the blessed spirits are elevated infin itely above  

them selves, and, in  their  union  w ith  G od, becom e  deiform , by  a  m ost lofty  and  superem inent sim ilitude  w ith  G od, so  

that the  m ind  can  conceive no  greater sim ilitude. T hus like  very G ods, they shine to  all etern ity as the sons of  glory  

and  the  divine  brightness.

B y  those sam e acts they  expand  them selves in to  im m ensity  so as to  be  co-equal and  co-extensive, as far as 

m ay be, to so great a  good, that they m ay take it in  and  com prehend  it all. T hey w ill not linger outside, as it w ere  

upon  the surface of it, but they go dow n  in to its profound  depths, and  enter in to the  joy of  their L ord: som e m ore, 

som e less, according  to  the m agnitude  of  the light  of  glory  w hich  is com m unicated  to  each. Im m ersed  in  th is abyss, 

they  lose them selves  and  all created  th ings; for all other goods and  joys seem  to  them  as nothing  by  the side of  tliis  

ocean  of  goods and  joys. In  th is abyss there  is to  them  no  darkness, no  obscurity , such  as hangs about the  D ivinity  to  

us now : but all is light and  im m ense serenity , although  they  are  not able  fu lly  to  com prehend  it. T here is their eternal 

m ansion, w ith a tranquil security that they shall never fail. T here is the heaven  of heavens, in com parison w ith  

w hich  all creation  is but dross. T here is the fu lfilling  of all their desires; there is the possession  and  fru ition  of  all 

th ings that are desirable. T here  nothing  w ill rem ain  to  be  longed  for, or sought for m ore, for all w ill firm ly  possess  

and  exquisitely  enjoy  every good  th ing  in  G od. T here the  w hole  occupation  of  the sain ts w ill be  to  contem plate  the  

infin ite beauty  of  G od, to  love  H is infin ite goodness, to  enjoy  H is infin ite sw eetness, to  be  filled  to  overflow ing  w ith  

the  torrent of  H is pleasures, and  to  exult w ith  an  unspeakable delight in  H is infin ite glory , and  in  all the  goods w hich  

H e and they possess. H ence com e perpetual praise, and benediction , and thanksgiv ing; and thus all the B lessed , 

arrived at the consum m ation  of  their desires, and, know ing not w hat m ore to crave, rest in  G od  as their L ast E nd. 

[footnote: L essius, lib . xiv .]

T hus does creation  com e  hom e, like a  w eary  bird  to  its roost, to  rest in  its C reator. A nd  then  all m ovem ents 

cease, all vicissitudes, changes, progresses, aspirations, discoveries; and all is rest w ithin , w ithout, around, the  

kingdom  of  eternal peace. T hen  the Son  gives up  the kingdom  to  H is Father, as the apostle speaks; [footnote: C or. 

xv.] and  the subjection  of  H is hum an  nature, w liich  had  been  as it w ere  veiled  in  the  governm ent of  the C hurch  and  

in  the  pom p  of  judgm ent, becom es m ore apparent; and  then , as if  th is last act of  unspeakable subjection  on  the part 

of  that created  nature, w hich  is the  H ead  and  First-bom  of  all creatures, w ere  the crow ning  beauty of  creation , G od  



the C reator becom es all in all, and the chronicles of th is creation close. B eyond that, all is lost in the  

indistinguishable  radiance of  etern ity . Such  is the  history  of  creation, as theology  ventures to  conceive  it ly ing  in  the  

divine m ind. It is a w ork  of sim ple love, of gigantic dim ensions, w ith  the m ost beautifu l proportion  in  all its parts, 

and the m ost exquisite fin ish  in  every detail. L ove is the life of it from  first to last, and its result is an abid ing , 

im m ortal, created  counterpart of  the  eternal, uncreated , and  undivided  T rin ity .

If w e have taken  pains to m aster th is som ew hat difficult account of creation , w e shall see that it is as it 

w ere the fram e w ithin w hich  all the relations of the C reator and  the creature, w  hich have occupied the preceding  

chapters, are enclosed . It w ill m ake som e th ings plain , w hich  perhaps w ere not plain  before; and  it w ill itself be  the  

easier to  understand  from  w hat has gone  before. E ven  the  horror  of  w orld liness w ill now  becom e  m ore apparent, and  

its danger m ore alarm ing. B ut w hat is the conclusion  to w hich it all leads? T hat relig ion  m ust necessarily be a  

service of  love, that the easiness of salvation  com es of  its being  a  personal love of G od, and  that the only  security  

from  w orld liness is also  in  a  personal love of G od. It is neither the  w onderfu l character of  its doctrines, nor  the  pure  

sim plicity of  its  precepts, nor  the  supernatural pow er  of  its assistances, w hich  m ake  relig ion  w hat it is, but the  fact of 

its  being  the  creature’s personal love  of  the  C reator. T his is an  obvious  th ing  to  say; and  yet such  consequences  flow  

from  it that it m ust be  still m ore  insisted  on.

T hat all holiness should  consist in  a  personal love  of  G od  flow s out of  the  veiy  tie  of  creation . C reation  w as 

an  act of  love, forestalling  or including  all other loves w hatever. T he creature w as at once put by  the  act of  creation  

in to  various personal relations to  the C reator, all of  w hich  w ere of  the  very tenderest and  m ost in tim ate descrip tion . 

It flow s also out of  the  know ledge  w hich  the creature has of  the C reator, and  the m otives for his personal love of 

H im  increase  w ith  the  am ount of  that know ledge. E ach  perfection  pleads  for love. E ach  puts a  price  on  love, and  on  

nothing  else but love. L ove is the  one  w ant of  all G od ’s attributes, if  w e m ay call it w ant, and  the supplying  of  that 

one w ant is the sole w orship  of  the creature. T he easiness of salvation  show ed  that all religion  m ust be a  personal 

love of G od. It w as easy  just because  th is w as all. T he end  of  all its sacram ents and  graces w as to  infuse or  to elicit 

that love, and  the m ore of  it they  infused  and  the  m ore of  it they elicited , the m ore did  they  contribute to  the  facility  

of  the trium ph. Sin  teaches us that all is nothing-w orth  but personal love of  G od, both  because its forg iveness is the  

sw eetest preacher of divine love on  earth , and  because  the horror of its punishm ent is the to tal loss of  love in  that 

dark  godless hell w hich  is its end. T he personality of  the  evil spirit drives us also in to  personal love of G od, as our 

security and  refuge. T he dangers of  the w orld are to  be  m et in  no other  w ay than  by  the  personal love of G od. It is 

only  the love of  H im  w  hich  can  kill unw orthy  loves. It is only  the desire of  H im  w hich  can  turn  the soul aw ay sick , 

and  dispirited , w ith  the perishable goods of  earth . It is only  the  light of  H is beaut} w hich  can  dim  and  dishonor the  

flaunting , garish  beauty of the w orld , or m ake us secretly and sw eetly discontented w ith its law ful, natural, and  

blam eless loveliness.

B ut m ost of  all does th is necessity  of  a  personal love  of  G od  flow  out of  the  fact, that G od  H im self, and  not 

any of  H is created rew ards, is our L ast E nd. G od  Possessed, our ow n  G od. that is creation ’s hom e, that is our last 

end. there only is our rest. O  that the w inds of  grace w ould  blow  that w e  m ight sail m ore sw iftly over th is broad  sea  

to  our eternal hom e! A nother day is gone, another w eek  is passed , another year is to ld . B lessed  be G od  then , w e are  

nearer to  the  end. It com es sw iftly ; yet it com es slow ly  too . C om e it m ust, and  then  it w ill all be  but a  dream  to  look 

back  upon. B ut there are stem  th ings to  pass through; and  to  the  getting  w ell through  them , there  goes m ore than  w e  

can  say . O ne tiling  w c  know , that personal love of  G od  is the  only  th ing  w hich  reaches G od  at last. O ther th ings—  

they look  w ise, they begin  w ell, they sound  good— but they w ander; they  are on  no  path ; they  go  aside, or they  fall 

behind, but hom e they never com e. T o love, the w ay is neither hard  to find  nor hard  to  tread; for so it is that love  

never com es hom e  tired , ft gets to  G od  through  the  longest life  m ore  fresh , m ore  eager, m ore  venturous, m ore  fu ll of 

youth , m ore brim m ing w ith expectation , than the day it started am id  the excesses and inexperiences of its first 



conversion .

N o  one denies  th is doctrine  of  the necessity of  personal love of  G od. It could  not be  denied  w ithout heresy . 

B ut there are tw o  different schools of  spirituality  w hich  treat it very  differently ; indeed  w hose difference consists in  

their different treatm ent of  it.* A ll are agreed  that as the proof  of love is the keeping  of  the com m andm ents, so  the  

sense of duty , the  brave determ ination  to do alw ays and  only  w hat is right, and  because it is right, m ust go along  

w ith and be a part of personal love of G od.** Personal love of G od w ithout th is w ould be a falsehood and a  

m ockeiy . T hey w ho dw ell m ost strongly on  the sense of  duty do not om it personal love of G od; and  they  w ho lay  

the greatest stress on  love both  im ply and secure the keen sense of rightfu lness and duty '. B ut m uch depends on  

w hich  of  the  tw o  w e  put forem ost. It is possib le  by  dw elling  exclusively  on  love to  m ake relig ion  too  m uch  a  m atter 

of  m ere  devotions, an  affair of  sentim ents and  feelings, highly  strung  and  therefore  brittle , overstrained  and  so short

lived . It is possib le, on  the other hand, that by  lay ing all the stress on  duty , especially w ith  young  persons or again  

w ith  sinners, the  true  m otive of  duty  m ay not have fair  play , and  the peculiar character of  the G ospel be overlooked  

or inadequately rem em bered . W e m ust pursue such  and  such  a  line of  conduct  because  it is com m anded, because it 

is right, because it w ill w in  us respect, because it w ill enable us to form  habits of virtue, because it w ill edify , 

because w e cannot otherw ise go to C om m union, because w e shall be lost eternally if w e do not pursue it. T his is 

qu ite in tellig ib le, and  it is all very ' tm e, but not particu larly persuasive, especially to those w hom  youth  m akes ar

dent, or those  w hom  sin  has m ade invalids. W e m ust pursue such  and such  a line of  conduct because it is the  one  

w hich  G od  loves, and  G od  loves us m ost tenderly  and  has loved  us from  all etern ity , and  G od  yearns that w e should  

love H im . and  H e catches at our love as if it w ere a  prize, and repays it w ith  a fondness w hich is beyond hum an 

com prehension , and  it grieves H is love; and  H e m akes  it a  personal m atter, if  w e sw erve  from  such  conduct, w hile if 

w e only love, all w ill be easy . T his also is in tellig ib le, and  very  true, and  also  veiy  persuasive, and  has a  w onderfu l 

root of perseverance in it. B ut it com es to  pass that, w hile both  view s are very tm e, they nevertheless form  quite  

different characters. So that it is one of  the m ost im portant practical questions of our w hole lives, to settle w hether 

w e  w ill love G od  because  it is right, or  w hether w e  w ill do  right because G od  loves us and  w e  love  H im .

[first footnote: A  w hole string of consequences seem s to fo llow in ascetical theology from  the doctrine of 

V asquez, N a t u r a m  r a t i o n a l e m  e s s e  r e g u l a m  h o n e s t a t i s . T he com m on teaching , how ever, is against him . See  

V asquez, 1, 2. disp . 5 8 , 2 , and  disp . 9 7 , 5.]

[second footnote: T o the doctrine that a good action  is essentially and in trinsically  good, M edina objects, “ S i  

q u i s  v e l i t  a m a r e  D e u m , e t  n o n  e x  m o t i v o , q u o d  h o c  s i t  c o n f o r m e  l e g i  d i v in œ  i d  p r œ c i p i e n t i , a d h u c  p o n i t  a c t u m  

h o n e s t u m  e t  b o n u m .  ”  V iva replies, “ Q u i a m a t  D e u m , e t  n o n  e x  m o t i v o  h o n e s t a t i s ,  p o n i t  a c t u m  h o n e s t u m  s e d  n o n  

p o n i t  a c t u m  h o n e s t u m  h o n e s t e .  ” — D e  A c t i b u s  H u m a n i s , qu. ii.]

Strange  to  say . w hile  both  these  view s are  true, they  look, as w e exam ine  the  w orking  out of  them , like  tw o  

different  relig ions. T he  fact is, that for som e  reason  or  other it is  veiy  hard  to  persuade a  m an, or  for him  to  persuade  

him self, that G od loves him . T he m om ent that fact becom es a part of his ow n sensib le convictions, a perfect 

revolu tion has been w orked in his soul. E veiyth ing appears different to him . H e has new  lights, and feels new  

pow ers. Faculties in  him  w hich  w ere  w ell-nigh  dorm ant, w ake up  and  do  great th ings. H e is a  new  m an. It is a  kind  

of  conversion . H ow ever good  he  w as  before, how ever regular, how ever  conscientious, how ever devotional, he  feels  

that the change w hich  has passed  over him  is in  som e sense a  veritab le conversion . H e is on  a  new  line, and  w ill 

henceforth  m ove differently . M any go to their graves w ithout at all realizing practically the im m ense love w hich  

G od  has for  them . It has been  a  w ant in  them  all through  their lives, and  they  w ould  have  been  higher in  heaven  had  

they know n  on  earth  w hat heaven  has now  taught them . A  theologian  says, that it is one of  the  w eaknesses  even  of 

the sain ts, that they cannot believe in  the greatness of G od ’s love for them . It is related  in  the chronicles of the  



Franciscans, that until her director w ith som e difficu lty undeceived her, St E lizabeth  of  H ungary thought that she  

loved  G od  m ore than  H e loved  her. In  tru th  the very im m ensity , the excesses, the apparent extravagances of  G od's  

love stand  in  its ow n  light, and  hinder m en  from  believing  it as they should . T hey hardly  dare to  do so; for it seem s 

incredib le  that G od  should  love us as H e is said  to do. It is the grand  crisis in  eveiybody 's  life , an  era to  date from , 

w hen  the  know ledge  that H is C reator  loves him  passes  in to  a  sensib le  conviction .

If all the evil that is in  the w orld  arises from  the w ant of  a  practical acknow ledgm ent of  tire true relations  

betw een  the C reator and  the creature, it is equally true, that from  the sam e w ant com es all that is deficient in our 

spiritual lives; and  furtherm ore, the true relations  betw een  the C reator  and  the  creature  are m ore readily appreciated , 

m ore lovingly em braced, and m ore perseveringly acted out. on  the system  w hich puts love first and duty second, 

w hich does right because G od loves us. rather than loves G od because it is right. R elig ion , no doubt, com es to  

persons in  different w ays. D ifferent parts of  it attract different m inds. M en  begin  in  various places in  relig ion . T here  

is not exactly any one norm al beginning of being pious. W e should never th ink , therefore, of condem ning, or 

throw ing  the  slightest slur, on  any m ethod  w hich  succeeded  in  securing  the continuous  keeping  of  G od ’s com m and

m ents upon  supernatural m otives. T his m ust be bom e in  m ind, together w ith  the fu ll adm ission  both  of  the safety  

and  soundness of  the other princip le, w hile w e state  the reasons for preferring that school of spirituality , w hich  puts  

forw ard  m ost prom inently  the personal love of  G od. and  dw ells upon  it to  all persons and  at every turn . It seem s of 

the tw o the m ost likely to advance the C reator’s glory ', first by saving a great num ber of souls, and secondly by  

sw elling  the  ranks of  those w ho  generously  aim  at perfection .

L ove sharpens our eyes and  quickens all the senses of  our souls. N ow  w hen  w e dw ell very  exclusively on  

the sense of duty , and  urge people to leam  to do right just because it is right, w e seem  often  to  be w anting  in  the  

delicacy and fineness of our spiritual discernm ent. W e are not alw ays on G od's side, because w e do not 

instantaneously  and  instinctively apprehend on  w hich  side H e is. W e do not prophetically  see the evil, w hich  is as 

yet invisib le and  im plicit in  som e line of  action . O ur spiritual tastes are blunt, som etim es inclin ing  to  be gross. W e  

do not at once detect w orld liness in its first insidious aggressions. L ove has a specialty for all these th ings; and  

conscientiousness often  runs aground  in  shallow  places, w here love sails through, finding  deep  w ater  w ith  an  alm ost 

supernatural skill. T he duty princip le, if  it is allow able so to nam e it shortly for convenience ’ sake, is m ore apt to  

grow  w eary than love. It is alw ays against the grain  of our corrupt nature, and consequently w e are obliged  to be  

alw ays m aking efforts, in order to keep ourselves up to the m ark; and w hen tim es of dryness or seasons of 

tem ptation  com e, these efforts are not easy to sustain . L ove, on  the contrary  , is a stim ulant. It has a patent for 

m aking th ings easy . It invigorates us, and enables us to do hard th ings w ith  a sensib le sw eetness and a relig ious 

pleasure, w hen m ere conscientiousness  w ould fail through the infirm ity of its ow n nature. T hus perseverance is 

m ore congruous to the conduct w hich  proceeds on  the principle of love, than  to that w hich looks prom inently to  

duty . M oreover, w here there is effort, there  is seldom  abundance, w hile  it is the  characteristic of  love  to  be  prolific .

ft is necessary for us w hen  w e act entirely from  a sense of duty ' to go through m any m ore in tellectual 

processes  than  w hen  w e act from  love. W e  have  to  investigate the character  of  the action , to  ascertain  its bearings, to  

inform  ourselves of its circum stances, to  guess its consequences. A ll th is takes tim e and  m akes a m an  slow , and as 

life runs rapid ly , he  is apt to  be  taken  by surprise, and  either be  guilty of  som e  om ission , or  act in  a hurry at the last. 

T his is the reason  w hy slow  m en  are often  so precip itate. A nyone w ho observes w ill see instances of  th is daily , in  

the habitual im petuosities of  tim id  m en. T he duty  principle, also , only sails w ell in  fine w eather, ft does not do for 

storm s, ft w ants elasticity and  buoyancy, and  so , w hen  it has fallen  in to sin , it recovers itself w ith  great difficu lty , 

and  is aw kw ard  in  its repentance, as if it w ere in  a position  for w hich  it never w as in tended, ft soon  despairs. Sin  

seem s a  necessity, and  a  few  serious relapses are enough to m ake it give up  the spiritual life altogether. T here are  

cases of  m en  w ho never could  recover one m ortal sin ; and  w e should  be inclined  to suspect that they w ere m ostly  



cases of  m en  w ho acted  from  conscience  in  preference  to  love, [footnote: E ven  conscience acts rather  by  love of  the  

beauty of  virtue than  by  hatred  of  the  m alice of  vice. A ntoine says, “ V o l u n t a s  a d v e r s a r i  n o n  p o t e s t  o b j e c t u m  m a l u m  

p r o p t e r  s o l a m  e j u s  m a l i t i a m  t a m q u a m  u n i c u m  m o t iv u m , q u i a  o d i u m  m a l i t i a  v i t i i n e c e s s a r i o  f u n d a tu r  i n  a m o r e  

o b j e c t i v a  b o n i t a t i s  v i r t u t i s  o p p o s i t a , i l l u m q u e  n e c e s s a r i o  s u p p o n i t . U n d e  n e m o  o d i t  m a l i t i a m  a l i c u j u s  v i t i i  p r o p t e r  

S e , n i s i  a m e t , e t  q u i a  a m a t , b o n i t a t e m  e t  p u l c h r i t u d i n e m  v i r t u t i s  o p p o s i t a .  ” — D e  A c t .  H u m . , c a p . H i , a r t . / . ]

It also  has a  propensity  to  concentrate us  upon  ourselves, and  so  to  hinder charity . Self  m ust com e in , w hen  

w e are  alw ays looking  at self  and  selfs  behavior, and  w hen  even  the  object of  faith  presents itself  habitually  to  us in  

the light of self’s ru le. In  th is w ay  it not unfrequently  hinders the m ore beautifu l exercises of charity ; for charity  is 

not the doing  only  our duty  to  our  neighbor. T hat does not take  us m uch  beyond  justice. T he habit of  m ind  of  m ere  

conscientiousness seem s different from  the habit of m ind of exuberant charity . It is not, m oreover, genial to high  

spiritual th ings, such as voluntary austerities, the love of suffering , the practice of the evangelical counsels, the  

sorrow  because G od  is so little loved  and  so m uch  offended, and  the w illing  renunciation  of spiritual consolations  

and sensib le sw eetnesses. A  m erely conscientious m an m ay be in tellectually convinced that he ought to aim  at 

perfection , but the chances are im m ensely against Iris succeeding; and for th is reason, that he has not sufficient 

m om entum . H is im pulse dies out, and he stops short of the aim . D oing  w hat is right because it is right is not a  

sufficiently perfect or robust m otive to cany? a m an all the w ay to perfection . L ove alone can do that. It sounds 

alm ost like an absurdity to talk of observing  the counsels from  a sense of duty , or of aim ing at a m ore perfect 

in terior  observance  of  the  precepts  than  it is our  duty  to  aim  at, because  w e  have  determ ined  to  m ake a  duty  of  it.

T his princip le, too , although it is thoroughly C hristian , and leans on  C hrist, appears to have but a  w eak  

tendency  to  produce  that nam eless indescribable  likeness to  C hrist, w hich  is the  characteristic  of  the sain ts. It has not 

enough  of  self-obliv ion  in  it, and  is  veiy  deficient in  its sym pathies w ith  the  m ystical operations of  grace. M oreover, 

it has not the sam e blessings as love; not that it is not an  ordinance of G od, and  one w hich  no one can  w ith  safety  

forget or  depreciate; but there  is an  air  about it of  the  O ld  T estam ent rather  than  the  N ew . It likew ise  keeps m en  back  

by  leading  to scm ples. It never lets conscience alone. It w astes in  a  fru itless  post-m ortem  exam ination  of  its actions  

the tim e that m ight have been spent in  acts of heroic contrition or of  disin terested  love. N ay, it w ill even  disin ter 

again and  again  those actions, w hich  have already  passed the ordeal of so m any exam inations, and  it w ill dissect, 

and m eddle, until it has acquired an  inveterate habit of stooping, and contracted a disease of the eyes. T his is its 

im m oderation , the excess  to w hich  it tends, and  to  w hich  it m ust tend  w ith  all the m ore determ ination  the higher it 

rises in  the spiritual life , w here com m on ru les are less clear in  their application , and  the processes of grace m ore  

in tricate  and  unusual. Y et w hile it breeds scm ples, th is sam e princip le also  m inisters  to  self-trust, because of  its habit 

of  exam ining actions for itself, and  then  of  going  by  w hat it sees. It is veiy rare to  find  a m an, w ho habitually  does 

w hat is right only  because  it is right, w ho  is not at the  sam e tim e  quietly  self-opin ionated , and  dangerously  free from  

all distrust of  his ow n  decisions.

T hen  again  there seem s in  such  a  principle  of  action  no  real rehearsal  for heaven. T he  B lessed  in  heaven  do  

not act from  a sense of  duty . T hey contem plate  and  love. Surely  there m ust have been  som e habit form ed  on  earth , 

to correspond to and anticipate that celestial habit of keeping the gaze fixed on the beautilu l object of faith . A  

conscientious seraph is a  veiy difficult idea to realize. In  tm th  there is nothing supernatural about th is princip le, 

except the  am ount of  love  w hich  it contains. It borrow s from  love  all about it that is w orth  m uch, and  yet keeps love  

in  the  low est place, as if  it w ere a  dependant and  inferior. T hus w e are not surprised  to  find  those w ho habitually  act 

upon it som ew hat out of harm ony w ith the lives of the sain ts, w ith new  m iracles, w ith  popular devotions, w ith  

apparitions, pilgrim ages, tak ing vow s, and  other supernatural th ings. For the principle  does not take kindly to the  

supernatural, grasps it nervously , and  so  is perpetually  letting  it slip  because  it cannot hold  it.

N either is it an  attractive principle  to others. It deprives goodness of m uch  of its m issionary  character and  



of m any of its converting  influences. It does not draw  people round it, or m ake sinners w onder enviously at the  

sw eetness of C hristian sanctity . It is dry . It repels. It speaks shortly , and m akes no allow ances. It is unseasonable, 

and is proud  of disregarding  circum stances. T im e and place are out of tim e and  place to it. It has a propensity to  

preach, and dictate, and  be tiresom e. In  all these respects it plays in to tire hands of the natural fo ibles of those to  

w hose character th is principle is m ost likely to com m end itself. T hen, w hich sounds a priv ilege  but is in  tru th a  

disability , it is a rarer gift than love. It is often a grow th of natural character, w hereas G od pours love out on  

evetyone. It thus em braces  few er souls: because few er are capable of  w alking  by it. It is love, it is w alking  by love, 

that sw ells the  grand m ultitude of  the num ber  w ho  are saved. C onscientiousness  could  never fill heaven  half so  fast 

as love. So that it neither m anufactures the high sain ts, not yet throngs w ith happy crow ds the outer courts of 

heaven.

It is also less directly connected w ith the gift of final perseverance than love. A s w as said , it is a life of 

efforts, and it is the nature of efforts to be com plete in  them selves, and not enchained one w ith  another; and  the  

doctrine of  habit is a  poor th ing  to  trust to  in  the supernatural affairs of  grace. G od  H im self acts from  love, that is, 

from  confonnity  to H im self, and not from  a sense of duty .* G od's life is love; and  thus love has the blessing of 

exuberance, of  fru itfu lness, of  speed, ft is  venturesom e, overflow ing, divine.

[footnote: “ I n  D e o  o p e r a t i o n e s  m o r a l i t e r  b o n c e , h o n e s t c e , a c  l a u d a b i l e s  d i c u n t u r  q u œ  s u n t  c o n f o r m e s  f i n i  i p s i u s  

D e i , u t  e s t  a m o r  s u i m e t .  ”  A nd again : “ D e u s , q u i a  n o n  h a b e t  f i n e m  u l t im u m  a  S e  d i s t i n c tu m , q u a n d o  o p e r a t u r  

h a n e s t e , h o c  e s t  c o n f o r m i t e r  a d  p r o p r i u m  f i n e m , e t  j u x t a  e x i g e n t i a m , q u a m  h a b e t  a  p r o p r i a  n a t u r a , n o n  o b l i g a t u r  

r i g o r o s e  a  r e g u l a  h o n e s t a t i s ,  s e d  p h y s i c e ,  i m o  e t  m e t a p h y s i c e ,  n e c e s s i t a t u r  a  S e i p s o .  ” — V iva, p. ii, disp , vii, q. i, d e  

p r i m a  r e g u l a  m o r a l i  t a l i  s . \

A ll that is good about the other principle is liable to constant error from  a w ant of m oderation; and in  

pointing  out the reasons for preferring  the  principle  of  love  to  the  principle  of  duty , as an  habitual m otive  pow er in  

the spiritual life , it has been  necessary  to  touch  upon  som e of  the  exaggerations  to  w hich  the exclusive princip le  of 

duty m ay lead , but does not necessarily lead . T his m ust not be m isunderstood. T he princip le of duty is holy and  

strong. T he principle of love disjo ined  from  the princip le of duty is a th ing  w hich  w ill save no m an. D oing right 

because it is right is a  course w hich  everyone ought to  pursue, a habit w hich  all should  cultivate. A ll that w e have  

been  m aintain ing  is, that the  spiritual m an  w ho  looks at love  prim arily  and  prom inently , and  at duty secondarily  and  

subordinately, w ill sooner  be a  thoroughly  converted  m an  or a  sain t, or a  higher kind  of sain t, than  the spiritual m an  

w ho reverses the process, and  looks at duty prim arily  and  prom inently , as the solid  part of  his devotion , and  love  

secondarily  and  subordinately, at the  sw eetening  of  his duty .

Personal love  of  G od! th is then  is the  conclusion  of  the  w hole. T o  love G od  because  H e desires our  love, to  

love H im  because H e first loved us, to love H im  because H e loves us w ith such a surpassing love, to love our 

C reator because H e redeem ed  us and our R edeem er because H e created  us, to love H im  as our C reator in  all the  

orders of nature, grace, and glory , and finally to love H im  for H is ow n sake because of  H is infin ite perfections, 

because H e is w hat H e is— th is, and  th is alone is relig ion; th is is w hat flow s from  the  ties betw een  the C reator and  

H is redeem ed  creature; for w hat is redem ption  but the restoring , repairing , and  ennobling  of  creation? T o love our 

C reator as our First C ause, as our L ast E nd, and as our abiding  possession— th is is the w hole m atter. H e in  H is 

m ercy has m ade the love of  H im  a  precept, and  therefore those  w ho  do  right because it is right really love H im , and  

go  to  H im  at last, as w ell as those  w ho  only  love  H im  or chiefly  love  H im  out of  love. B ut th is last w ay is the  m ost 

easy  for ourselves, and  the  m ost honorable  for H im . T his is w hy I said  at the  outset that the  beginning  of  the  w hole  

process w as rather in  G od's touching and  m ysterious desire for our love than  in  H is love of  us. T hat desire of  H is 

seem s the handle by w hich loving souls take hold of their relig ion , and in  w hich they find  the key of their ow n  



position of creatures, and to the rights and attractions of the C reator; and th is desire of G od for our love leads 

straight to  our  desire  for  H im , our  desire not so  m uch  for  H is love  as for  H im self, that gift of  H im self, w hich, though  

inseparable from  H is love, is  yet m uch  m ore  than  love, m ore  precious and  m ore  tender.

W hat then is life , but the possession of G od, and the beauty of G od, draw ing us ever m ore and m ore  

pow erfully  to  the fu ller possession  of  H im . until at length  in  heaven  w e com e to  the  fu llness of  our  possession? L et 

us em ancipate  ourselves for aw hile  from  earth ly  thoughts, and  look  up  to  heaven, w hile  the  angels, w ho  rejo ice over 

one sinner that does penance, are keeping the feast of A ll Saints. T hat day m ight be called the feast of the  

M agnificence of  Jesus; for  the  spirit of  the  feast is a  spirit of  m agnificence; it is the  feast of  the  heavenly  court of  the  

great king  of  our salvation . Y et w hat is the sight w hich  w e  behold  there? A h! if  w e look  in to heaven, w e shall learn  

m uch about creation! L et us put aside, not in forgetfu lness, still less for lack of burning love, the em pire of the  

angels, our elder brothers, and look only at the hum an fam ily w hich is there. A round the altar of the L am b by  

M ary ’s m aternal throne, there  are various rings and  choirs and  glorious hierarchies of  the sain ts. T hey  lie  bathed  in  

splendor, beautifu l to  look  upon, but it is a splendor w hich  is not their  ow n. E ach  soul is beautified  w ith  an  infin ite  

variety  of  graces, the  particu lar  com bination  of  w hich  is distinctive of  that particu lar soul, and  is a  separate ornam ent 

of  heaven, so that not one sain t could  be spared  w ithout heaven  m issing  a  portion  of  its beauty. Y et those  graces are  

not their  ow n. T hey w ere gifts to  begin  w ith , and  they m ust rem ain  gifts to  the end. T heir exceeding  joy is such  a  

vision  of  delight that w e  could  not see it now , and  live. In  tru th  there  is not one  of  their gifts, not the  least and  low est 

of their rew ards but they m ight w ell joy in  it w ith a surpassing  joy . B ut it is not so . T heir  joy  is not in  their ow n  

beauty , or their ow n  perfections, or their bright rew ards. It is entirely  in  som ething  w hich  is not their ow n. It is the  

beauty  of  Jesus w hich  is their m agnificence and  joy . T he etern ity of  their  joy depends, not on  any inw ard  possib ility  

of their ow n  to fall aw ay, but on  the ceaseless attraction  of  that unfading  beauty. O h  look  at the  tranquillity of  that 

vast scene, outspread before our eyes! It is creation in its Father's house, creation in its hom e of glory . Its 

w anderings are over, its problem s solved, its consum m ation gloriously accom plished. Y et the com pletion and  

elevation of its nature, the expansion  and  coronation  of  its graces, and no  less also the actual exuberant and  joyous  

life of its eternal glory is not in itself, but in its possession of the C reator, ft has left itself, and taken  up w ith  

som ething  else, and  so it is perfect, com plete, at hom e, at rest; for that som ething else is G od. its all in  all, its ow n  

G od.

B ut let us look  back  again  to  earth , in to  the  ages past, and  see the  processes by  w hich  G od  m ade  H is sain ts, 

by  w hich  H e drew  all these m ultitudinous  rings and  choirs and  hierarchies of  the  sain ts, out of  the  th ick  of  the  w orld  

in to H is bosom , w here  just now  w e saw  them  ly ing . T he sam e  beauty w hich, seen , is their eternal life , unseen  and  

believed in . drew  them  over earth to heaven. T he w ays w ere m any, the w ays w ere strange, the w ays w ere unlike  

each  other, but th is w as the one invariable process. It w as not a m ere sense of duty nor a  grand conscientiousness, 

how ever  bright and  strong, w hich  carried  them  heroically through  opposing  obstacles, right up  to  the  highest seats in  

heaven. It w as a secret attraction , a  draw ing  at their hearts, a current sucking  them  in , at first fain t and  feeble, slow  

and  uncertain , then steadier, and  now  sw ifter, and  at last turbulent, and  then  suddenly  they w ere draw n  under and  

engulfed  for ever in  the  beautifu l  vision  of  their C reator. It is the  characteristic of G od ’s greatest operations  on  earth  

to  be  invisib le. So is it for the  m ost part w ith  H is process of  m aking sain ts. W hen  it does com e to  view , it is so  un 

like  w hat w e should  have  expected  that it scandalizes us  by  its strangeness. C an  w e point to  the  life of  any  one  sain t, 

at w hom  people did  not take scandal, w hile he w as being  sanctified? W hy do  w e not rem em ber m ore continually  

th is fact, and  the lesson  it teaches us? W hen m en saw  Jesus too near and  too openly , they  judged H im  w orthy of 

death . So it is w ith ourselves. W hen H is shadow  crosses us in  a sain t, w e  judge him  to  be anything rather than a  

sain t, and  w orthy  of  condem nation.

T he im m ense variety of  w ays in  w hich  the sain ts are draw n  to G od  is greatly to  be noted . C lim ate, rank, 



date in  the  w orld ’s history , sufferings, circum stances, education , vocation , national character, all these have had  so  

m uch  to do  w ith  it, and  yet so little. T hey account for m uch, yet not for all, and  for the  m ain  tiring  not in  the  least; 

for the sam e th ings, w hich  seem s to  be help ing  sain ts forw ard , are visib ly keeping  other souls back. T here is plain ly  

a  secret spell at w ork, a  spell on  the  w orld , on  life , on  sorrow , on  darkness, on  trial, and  even  on  sin . It is w orking  in  

them . It is strengthening itself in  different souls by  contradictory  circum stances. B ut it is a  spell, nothing  else than  a  

spell. It is none other than  the  beauty of  Jesus, w hich  is the  life and  light of  heaven. H eaven  is heaven, because G od  

is so  beautifu l in  light; and  earth  is the  factory ' of  sain ts, because G od  is so  beautifu l in  the  darkness.

See how  the spell acts, even  against the  huge, alm ost resistless, pow er of  the  w orld . W ho  are they  w hom  it 

affects? A h! look at them , ly ing on  G od's breast, gleam ing there, bright trophies of redeem ing grace. T hey are  

young, delicate, highborn  virg ins, in  the  fires, under  the  pincers, am ong  the  teeth  of  H ons, boy  and  girl m artyrs, like  

V enantius, A gatha, A gnes, L ucy, C atherine, and  C ecilia . T hey are children , sain ts in  childhood, w hose reason  w as 

anticipated  that they  m ight love  Jesus; they  w ere  little  th ings w ho  tore  their  flesh  w ith  scourges, w ho  prayed  hours at 

a  tim e, w ho had  ecstasies and  w orked m iracles, w ho had  m ysterious sufferings, and  lived  in  a m ystical w orld , and  

w ere incom prehensib ly  like Jesus. T hey  w ere  kings and  queens, w ho  put aw ay  their crow ns, took  up  the  cross, and  

bared  their feet, and  w ent off after G od. T hey w ere gallant sold iers, like St Ignatius, or law yers like St A lphonso. 

T hey  w ere freshly  converted  sinners, w ith  all their  habits  of  sin  still strong  upon  them . O r  they  w ere ordinarily  good  

m en  in  the w orld  w ho loved  perm itted  liberty and  blam eless pleasure, but over w hom  by degrees a sort of dream  

seem ed  to  pass; and  noiselessly they  w ere led  out of  the  crow d  dream ing  of  the  beautifu l G od; and  there  w as a  cold  

touch  of  death ; and  they  w oke  up  and  found  it m ore  than  true.

T hese  w ere  the  persons on  w hom  the  spell w orked. N ow  see from  w hat it drew  them . T here w ere  first of  all 

the exquisite  sin less pleasures of all the senses. T he sain ts are so far from  being  insensib le persons, that none can  

rival them  in  the keen susceptib ilities of  pleasure, or in  the refined vivacity of  their sensitiveness. It is th is w hich  

enables them  to suffer so acutely , as if they had first been flayed  alive, and then  bid  to w alk through  the thorny  

w orld . T here w as the external beauty  of  the earth, in  w hich  they could  read  m ore plain ly  than  other m en  the sw eet 

enticing loveliness of G od ’s perfections. T here w ere the ties of  the m ost holy and  tender love. C hildren  deserted  

their  parents, w ho loved  those  parents  w ith  such  a  love  as com m on  children  do  not know . T here  w ere  m others w alk

ing  in to convents over the  bodies of  their sons. T here w ere m others  w atching  their sons w rith ing  in  the excruciating  

agonies of a ferocious m artyrdom , and  encouraging  them  w ith  tearless eyes to suffer m ore and m ore. T here w ere  

fond husbands and doting  w ives parting  of their ow n  accord for all the term  of life , and  the clo ister door closing  

upon  w ell-know n  faces as if  it had  been  the hard  cold  slab of  the  very  tom b. T here w ere  joys from  w hich  the sain ts 

voluntarily  turned  in  order  that they  m ight indulge  in  sorrow , and  so  catch  just a  little look  of  C hrist. A nd  under  their 

sorrow s, w hen  heaven  rained  crosses on  their heads, and earth  burned  their feet as they w alked— oh  then  w as the  

m agic of  the  potent spell! w ith  w hat elasticity  they rose up  under  their load , and  now  they  sang, like angels, as they  

w ent! A nd  it w as liberty  w hich  they  all gave up. the liberty  out of  w hich  G od  gets all H is creature ’s love, the  liberty  

w hich, alas! refuses H im  so m uch! T hey gave up  their  liberty  for the sw eet captiv ity  of  personal love of  G od; but it 

w as the  free surrender  of  their  liberty  w hich  m ade it beautifu l to  G od ’s eye, and  sw eetness to  H is  taste, and  m usic  in  

H is ear. W hat a spell to  have draw n such  m yriads of  souls from  such  attractions, w hat pow er, w hat pleading , w hat 

persuasiveness, w hat versatility , and  yet w ithal tranquil as the  beautifu l G od  H im self!

A ll these w onders are done  by  the  beauty of G od  acting  on  the soul. In  heaven  it is m ore in tellig ib le; for 

there  the  blessed  V ision  is eternal, unchanging, and  in  the  fu ll blaze of  glory . B ut the strange and  touching  th ing  is, 

that on  earth  it is the  m erest glim pses of G od  w hich  w ork  all these w onders. A  chance tex t of Scrip ture falls upon  

the ear, in  church  or out of  it, and  a  touch  of  pow er com es w ith  it, and  w ith  the  pow er a  flash  of  light, and  a  sain t is 

m ade. T here are brief sw eetnesses in  prayer, w hich  com e now  and  then  in  life , like shooting  m oonbeam s through  



rents on  close-packed  cloudy nights. T hey  lit up  the cross upon  the steeple and  w ere  gone. B ut the soul fed  on  them  

for days. T here are the  first m om ents after C om m union, an  unearth ly  tim e, w hen  w e  are like  M an carry ing  the  L ord  

of  heaven  and  earth  w ithin  her, and  w e feel H im , and  have so m uch  to say that w e  do  not speak  at all, and  the  tim e  

passes, and  w e seem  to have m issed  an  opportunity . B ut the w ork  w as done, and  a  supernatural health  is dancing  in  

our blood, and  straightw ay w e clim b a m ountain  on  the road to heaven. T hen  there  are sudden  gushes of  love, and  

along  w ith  the  love light a lso ; and  w e  know  not w hy  they com e nor  w hence. H eaven  is all quiet above  us. and  m akes  

no sign . C ircum stances are going  on  around  us in  the old  tam e languid  w ay. W hat can  it be? C ertain ly it cam e from  

w ithin  as if  a  depth  of the soul had  broken up  and  flooded  the surface; and  w e rem em ber that, w ithin  us, in  one of 

those depths, in  w hich  perhaps w e have never  been  ourselves, and  till etern ity daw ns never shall be, G od  deigns to  

dw ell, and  now  w e  understand the secret.

T hen  there are m om entary unions w ith  H im  in  tim es of  sorrow , w hich  w ere so sw ift that they looked  like  

possib ilities rather than actual visitations. B ut they w ere tm e em braces from  our heavenly Fattier, and they have  

healed us of diseases, and they have infused a new  strength in to us. and they w ere so close that w e have been  

tingling ever since, and  feel the pressure at th is m om ent still. T hen  there w ere flashes from  the m onstrance, w hich  

show ed  us w e know  not w hat and  to ld  us w e know  not w hat. O nly they m ade the  darkness of the  w orld  veiy  th ick  

and  palpable, like lightn ing  on  a  m oon-less  night. B ut they  did  a  w ork; for w e felt ourselves  laid  hold  of  in  the solid  

darkness w hich fo llow ed  the sudden  light, and  hurried  on  over stocks and stones and  up high  places, and  then  w e  

w ere left, lonely , but, behold! so  m uch  nearer than  w e had  ever seen  it before, a  pale streak , w hich  w as the  daw ning  

of  the  heavenly day. N ay. one sight of G od ’s beauty  at death , such  a sight as the  dying  have som etim es, and  w hich  

w e cannot explain , is enough  in  the w ay  of  sanctity  to  do  all life ’s w ork  in  one short hour. If  G od  be all th is in  tim e, 

w hat m ust etern ity  be like? O  happy, happy sain ts! for aw hile longer you  shall be in  H is  beautifu l light, and  w e be  

far. far aw ay: for aw hile— yet but for aw hile, and  then  w e also shall be w ith  you. w ith  the sam e glad light of  that 

divine  face shin ing  fu ll upon  our  ransom ed  souls!

M eanw hile  even  upon  earth  G od is our possession , and  w e are entering  upon  our inheritance by degrees. 

Jesus is the C reator clad in  the garm ents of redeem ing  love, and w e have H im  here on  earth already all our ow n, 

w hile w e are sadly  but sw eetly striv ing  to  be all for H im . A lready the attributes of  the C reator are fountains of  joy  

and  salvation  to  the creature. W hy  do  w e not gaze upon  them  m ore in tently? T here is no earth ly science w hich  can  

com pete in in terest w ith  the science of G od. ft is a know ledge w hich quickly leads to love, and love is at once  

conversion , perseverance, and salvation . T he divine perfections support us by their contrast w ith  w hat w e see on  

earth . T hey relieve our m inds. T hey increase our trust. T hey actually out of their ow n abundance supply our 

deficiencies. T hey feed  our souls by  their  grandeur, and  exercise  an  aw ful m ysterious  attraction upon  us. draw ing  us  

tow ards them selves, yea. in to them selves. T hey affect our souls variously and  m edicinally . Justice gives us the gift 

of fear, w hile m ercy em boldens us to the grace of fam iliarity . O m nipotence is w hat our w eakness w ants, and  

om nipresence w hat our discouragem ent requires. O ur ignorance consoles itself in  om niscience, and our fears lean  

and rest them selves on providence. A ll our w ants and all our w eaknesses and all our w rongnesses carry their 

m anifo ld  burdens  to  G od ’s fidelity , fu ll certain  that they  w ill be  lightened  there. A ll these perfections are  deeps, in to  

w hich  w e are ever descending  now  w ith  m ost surpassing  contentm ent both  of  m ind  and  w ill, and  in  w hich  w e shall 

be ever sinking  delightfu lly deeper through  all etern ity . T hey satisfy us. and  they delight by satisfy ing; and again  

they  do  not satisfy , and  by  not satisfy ing , they delight still m ore, because of  the delightfu l hunger  w hich  they leave  

behind, and  w hich  is in  itself a  m arvelous insatiab le contentm ent. T hey are a rest, and  out of  them  there is no  rest; 

they are a hom e, and short of them , all is w andering and  banishm ent. T hey are our ow n. T hey belong to us. T he  

C reator  has m ade them  all over to  us to  be our possession  and  our  joy , as if  H e kept them  H im self  only  to  bear the  

w eight of  them , so  that to  us they m ight be nothing  else but  joys.* E ven  H is etern ity is ours; and  though  w e are  but 



sons of tim e, yet, possessing G od, w e enjoy in  H im  etern ity , and our relig ious m inds even now . m uch  m ore our 

glorified  spirits hereafter, ran forth  up  the backw ard ages and again  dow n  the countless ages yet untold , and ever 

lose them selves, and  ever find  them selves, in  that ocean  of  everlasting  life . Surely there is no  devotion  like devotion  

to the attributes of  G od. O  blessed , O  beautifu l inheritance of the creature! T hey are eternal, and  w ill never fail us, 

im m utable and w ill never change, im m ense and alw ays leave us room . O  space! thou m ust w iden thy gigantic 

shadow y  lim its, else w ilt thou  be  a  very  prison  for our  im m ortal  joys!

[footnote: N ierem berg  in  the eighth  chapter of  the seventh  book  of  his P r o d i g y  o f  D i v i n e  L o v e , w hile dw elling  on  

the  w ay  in  w hich  G od  vouchsafes to  put H is attributes at our  disposal, uses language  w hich  m ight seem  nearly to  fall 

under  the  condem nation  passed  by  Innocent X I in 1679. tw enty-one  years after N ierem berg ’s death , on  the  theses d e  

o m n i p o t e n t i a  d o n a t a . B ut it m ust be rem em bered that those propositions had  nothing  w hatever to do w ith G od ’s 

being  the  L ast E nd  and  enjoym ent of  m en. T hey concerned  the concurrence of  H is om nipotence  to  our  actions, and  

our free use of that concurrence in sinning , and they im plied the conclusion  that G od's dom inion over H is free  

creatures w as im perfect because of  their freedom . T hese propositions w ere condem ned as “at the least tem erarious 

and  novel.” V iva has a  short com m entary on  them . ( O p e r a  O m n i a , tom . vii, p. 194. Ferrara edition , T hey are also  

given  by Philippus de C arboncano, the friend of B enedict X IV . in his treatise on  condem ned  propositions, but he  

does not nam e their author; nor does D enzinger  in  his E nchirid ion: and  B em ino  does not give them  at all am ong  tire 

propositions  of  Innocent X I, perhaps because they  w ere not condem ned  as “heretical."]

If earth  be such a heaven to believing souls, w hat sort of heaven m ust the real heaven  be? W hat is that 

incom parable  beauty  w hich  the  B lessed  are  gazing  on  tins  very hour? W e have  no  w ords to  tell, no  thoughts to  th ink  

it. W hat is it that that beauty  is doing  to  their capacious, serene, and  glory-strengthened  souls? W e have no  w ords to  

tell, no  thoughts to  titink  it. W hat is that divine torrent of  love  w hich  bursts forth  from  it, and  threatens  to subm erge  

and  overw helm  their separate  created  lives? W e have  no  w ords to  tell, no  thoughts to  th ink  it. W hither reaches that 

w hite glistening etern ity through w hich  it w ill endure, and  w hich  seem s to brighten  in  the far-off  prospect rather 

than  to  fade  aw ay— w hither does it reach? W e have  no  w ords to  tell, no  thoughts  to  th ink  it.

L ook how  the splendors of the divine nature gleam  far and w ide, nay infin itely , w hile the trum pets of 

heaven  blow , and  the loud  acclaim s of  the untiring creatures greet w ith  jubilant am azem ent the liv ing  V ision! See  

how  E ternity  and  Im m ensity entw ine  their arm s in  inexplicable  em brace, the  one  filling  all space, the  other  outliv ing  

all tim e; tire one  w ithout quantity ' or  lim it, the  other w ithout  beginning, end, or  duration . See how  M ercy  and  Justice  

m ingle w ith and  m agnify each other, how  they put on  each  other’s look, and  fill each other’s offices. B ehold  the  

divine  U nderstanding  and  the  W ill, the  one  for ever lightening  up  w ith  such  m erid ian glory the  profound  abysses of 

G od ’s uncircum scribed  T ruth and  illim itable W isdom , the other enfold ing for ever in  its unconsum ing  fires the in 

com prehensib le  L ife  of  G od, H is infin ite  oceanlike  expanse of  being, and  every  creature  of  the  countless  w orlds  that 

from  H is life draw  their ow n. L ook at the divine Im m utability and  L iberty , how  they sit together like sisters, deep  

enthroned in  that m arvelous L ife, and how  G od  is free because H e is im m utable, and  im m utable because H e is so  

free. See how  the Son  and  the H oly G host know  all the  Father's know ledge, and  yet H e alone  by  H is understanding  

produces that co-etem al W ord w ho  is H is Son. See how  the H oly G host has all the  love both of  the  Father and  the  

Son; and  yet T hey alone by T heir  w ill produced  that blessed  L im it of T hem selves, that uncreated  Sigh, that sacred  

Jubilee of T heirs, that everlasting  B ond of union, w ho is the H oly G host. T hus is the loving  L ight of the divine  

U nderstanding ever on fire w ith L ove; and thus is the liv ing L ove of the divine W ill ever gleam ing w ith the  

m agnificence of  uncreated  L ight.

A ll tins life , and  all tins assem blage  of  perfections, and  all th is royal vision , and  all th is eternal in tertw ining  

of  uncreated  beauties, is itself  a sim ple  act, and  its sim plicity and  its actuality are  the  crow ning  beauties of  it all. G od  

is. H e possesses actually all the  plenitude  of  being, w ithout adm ixture of  privation , w ithout dilu tion  of  possib ility ; 

for not only are all th ings possib le in  H im  but all possib ilities are actual to  H im . H e never  yet has been  able to  be: 



H e never w ill be  able  to  be: H e  never w ill be  able not to  be. H e sim ply is. B eginning, end. succession , change— they  

com e not nigh  H im . T hey breathe no  breath  upon  H im . H e is a  Pure A ct. A s St G regory  N azianzen  says, H e is all 

th ings, and  yet H e is nothing , because H e does not belong to tilings at all. H e is, and  H e is eternally , and  H e is 

necessarily , and H e is of H im self. It is tliis Sim plicity , th is A ctuality , w hich passes over the grand V ision  w ith  

incessant soft flashes  from  end  to  end  and  again  from  end  to end, of  that endless N ature, and  w hich  is to  the  Face of 

G od  w hat expression  is to the face of m an, at once its chann  and  its identity, its beaut} and  its tru th . A s w e know  

each  other  by  our  looks, so  w e  know  G od  by  H is Sim plicity .

O  happy  souls of  the  B lessed , and  w hat of  you? ft is all w ritten  in  the  H oly  B ook; [footnote: E sther xv.] and  

it needs no  com m enting . O n  the  th ird  day  she laid  aw ay  the  garm ents she w ore, and  put on  her  glorious apparel. A nd  

glittering  in  royal robes, after she had  called  upon  G od, the R uler and Savior of all, she took  tw o m aids w ith  her. 

A nd  upon  one of  them  she leaned, as if, for delicateness and  over-m uch  tenderness, she  w ere not able to  bear up  her 

ow n  body. A nd  the other m aid  fo llow ed  her lady , bearing up  her train  flow ing  on  the ground. B ut she w ith  a rosy  

color in  her  face, and  w ith  gracious and  bright eyes, hid  a  m ind  fu ll of  exceeding great fear. In  going  in  she passed  

through  all the  doors in  order, and  stood  before  the  K ing, w here  H e sat upon  H is royal throne, clo thed  w ith  H is royal 

robes, and  glittering  w ith  gold  and  precious stones, and  H e w as terrib le to behold . A nd  w hen  H e had  lifted  up  H is 

countenance, the queen  sank dow n, and  her color turned  pale, and she rested  her w eary head upon  her handm aid . 

A nd  the  K ing ’s spirit w as changed  in to  m ildness, and  all in  haste H e leaped  from  H is throne, and  holding  her  up  in  

H is arm s till she cam e to  herself, caressed  her  w ith  these w ords: “W hat is the  m atter, E sther? I am  thy  B rother, fear 

not. T hou  shall not die: for th is law  is not m ade for thee, but for all others. C om e near then , and  touch  the scepter. 

A nd  as she held  her  peace, H e  took  the  golden  scepter, and  laid  it upon  her neck, and  kissed  her, and  said , W hy  dost 

thou  not speak  to  M e? A nd  she answ ered , I saw  T hee, m y  L ord, as an  angel of  G od, and  m y  heart w as troubled  for 

fear of T hy m ajesty . For T hou, m y L ord, art very adm irable, as T hy Face is fu ll of graces! A nd w hile she w as 

speaking  she  fell dow n  again , and  w as alm ost in  a  sw oon. B ut  the  K ing  w as troubled , and  all H is servants com forted  

her.

Such  is the  picture  of  the C reator  and  the  creature. It is a  history  of  the  truest love  that ever  w as: nay, of  the  

only  love  that w as ever tru ly  true. A nd  w hat is the  end  of  all? W e are G od ’s ow n  creatures, and  G od  is our  ow n  G od. 

A ll else w ill fail us, but H e never w ill. A ll is love w ith  H im , love in  light and love in  darkness, love alw ays and  

everyw here. T here are  m any  difficu lties left unexplained , m any  problem s  yet unsolved. W ould  it not be strange, if  it 

w ere not so . seeing  that H e is infin ite and  w e fin ite , H e is C reator  and  w e  but creatures? B ut the  difficu lties  are only  

difficu lties of love. T here is nothing cold in them , nothing frightening , nothing w hich goes one step tow ards 

disproving  that sw eet proof  that H e is our  ow n  G od. our  very ow n. T here is no  difficu lty  in  w ondering  w hy  w e are  

not in  heaven  already. T he w onder and  the difficu lty are, that such as w e know  ourselves to  be should ever enter  

there  at all. T his is the  great difficu lty , and  it is a  difficu lty  for tears. Y et w hen  that difficu lty  looks up  in to  the face  

of G od ’s Fidelity , then  that sw eetest and  m ost sooth ing  of  all our  C reator's grandeurs w ipes  the  tears from  our eyes, 

and  hope com es out from  behind  her cloud, and  shines softly , and  the  heart is still. O ur  ow n  G od? A nd  so  beautifu l! 

A  theologian said  that if  one lost soul could  reunite in  itself all the rage and hatred of all the lost against G od, and  

that it could root, fortify , and  confirm  all th is gigantic rage and hatred  in  itself for m illions and  m illions of  years, 

until it had  becom e  a  new , ineradicable, and  preternatural nature to  him , one  little  ray of  G od ’s beauty  falling  gently  

on  him  for a  single  m om ent w ould  change his w hole  being  that instant in to such  respectfid  love and  utter adoration , 

that he  w ould  not feel the  fires that burned  him , because of  the greater fires of  liis transported  love. B ut w e  are free, 

and  w e are in  earth ’s fair sunshine, and  our  heart is fu ll of a  little  but m ost true love of G od, and  a  w hole w orld  of 

G od ’s blessed  love is resting  on  our single  heart— and  shall w e doubt, shall w e hesitate, shall w e trem ble, shall w e  

be  chilled  in  the  m idst of  all these fires of  love? O  m y  C reator, m y  eternal love! O  m y  Father, m y  heavenly  Father! 



w eary  yet fu ll of  trust, w orth less  but tru ly  loving  T hee, on  earth  still and  very  far  from  heaven, m y  hom e  and  m y  rest 

are still in  T hy  Fidelity! I n  t e , D o m i n e , s p e r a v i ,  n o n  c o n f u n d a r  i n  æ t e r n u m !


