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FIRST SERMON.

ON THE CONSIDERATION OF OUR LAST END.
‘Subject.

Where shall man go? 1. His body shall go into the grave;
2. his soul into eternity.—Preached on the fourth Sunday after
Haster.

Text.

Nemo ex vobis interrogat me; Quo vadis ?—John xvi. 5.
“None of you asketh me: Whither goest thou? ”

Introduction.

A general and at the same time a rare question: Whither
goest thon? A useless and at the same time a most important
question: Whither goest thou? It is a general question; for
whenever one acquaintance meets another in the street, the first
word is: where are you going to? A rare question; for you sel-
dom find one who says to himself: where am I going to? It is
a useless question when proposed to others; for as a general rule
it is prompted by mere curiosity, and deserves no better answer
than: what is that to you? Itisa most important question when
one proposes it to himself; for the answer to it brings before us
the most weighty, useful, and fundamental truths of our faith,
the neglect of which causes the loss of most souls. I will now,
my dear brethren, consider them in the form of a quiet meditation,
for your good and my own; and since man consists of two parts,
body and soul, I shall propose them in a twofold question and

answer, namely:
9
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Plan of Discourse.

Whither goest thou, O man? Thy body shall go into the grave.
Such shall be the answer in the first part. Whither goest thou,
O man? Thy soul shall go into eternity. The answer in the
second part. From the first we shall learn to despise all temporal
things; the second should urge us to greater zeal in striving for
eternal goods.

O God of goodness! we beg of Thee, by the intercession of
Mary and of our holy guardian angels, to make those truths sink
deeply into our minds.

There is a well-known anecdote recorded of St. Jacoponus,
who through humility pretended to be a fool. He one day met
on the market a citizen, who had just bought a pair of chickens.
‘“ Here,” said the latter, ‘“ bring these home for me, and I will fol-
low you shortly and pay you for your trouble.” < Willingly,”
answered the Saint; and taking the chickens, he went to the
church, in which the citizen had already caused his tomb to be
prepared, and placing the chickens in the grave, went his way.
The citizen comes home and asks about the chickens, but no
one knows anything of them. What is the matter now? he
thinks; can that fool have run away with them? He runs off
again to the market and finds Jacoponus standing in the same
place as before. ¢ What have you done with my chickens?” he
asks in an angry tone. ‘I did as you told me,” was the
answer of the seeming fool. ‘“You did no such thing,” said
the other; ‘“for no one in my house knows anything of them.”
““Come with me, then,” said Jacoponus, ‘“and I will show you
that I have done what you told me.” He brought the man to
the grave; ‘“see, there they are,” said he; for that is your
house; the one yon are living in now is not your home in reality;
it belongs to the world; but this will be your home till the last
day.” And he was quite right; but the citizen had not thought
of that before.

And we too, my dear brethren, are very apt to forget that the
true home of the body on this earth is the grave. ¢“My days
shall be shortened,” says Job, ‘“and only the grave remaineth
for me.”' Nothing shall remain to me of all the lands I have
owned; nothing of all the houses I have lived in; nothing of all
the money I have amassed, which has made me so important

1 Dies mei breviabuntur, et solum mihi superest sepulchrum.—-Job xvii. 1.
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amongst men; the dark grave is all that I have to expect. Your
magnificent palaces, O kings and princes of earth! your beauti-
ful dwellings and mansions, O rich ones of this world!do not
belong to you, exclaims St. Augustine; ¢‘a man is but a guest
in his own house;” * he merely takes shelter in it for a brief space.
My father or my grandparents, you say, have left me this house;
it has been bequeathed to me, and has thus become mine. Quite
right, continues the Saint, I know what you mean; your grand-
parents took shelter in this house, and then left it; so, too, it will
be with you; in a short time you will have to leave it, and your
descendants will take possession of it. But the grave is your
true dwelling; of that you can say with certainty that it is your
house, for you shall remain in it and it shall belong to you till the
last day.

Every day brings us nearer to this house, and hardly is there
one to be found to ask himself: whither am I going? hardly
one who thinks of or considers this question. The consequence
of this neglect is that we set such a high value on temporal
things and think so little of eternity. If we often reflected
on this truth seriously and deeply: I am hastening to the grave,
ghould we then plague ourselves so much with disturbing cares
and wearisome toil for the sake of the mortal body, or to amass
money, or enjoy the pleasures of life, or gain the esteem of men?
In God’s name, what is the use of such inordinate desires? Im-
agine that you are looking at a prisoner condemned to death; he
thinks of nothing but filling his barns with corn, his cellar with
wine; he wants clothes made in the newest fashion; as he is
brought to execution he sees a fine house, and asks at once wheth-
er it is for sale and what is the price of it, as he wishes to buy it
for himself. What would you think of such a man, my dear
brethren? Would you look on him as a wise man? O fool!
you would say to him; do you know where you are going to? To
the gallows, to the place of execution, where you will be hung
by the neck for an hour. Why, then, do you trouble yourself
about fine houses and grand clothes, about corn and wine? Look
after your soul, and see what you can do to make it happy in
eternity. :

Another has built a house on the Moselle, where the current
is 8o strong that nothing can resist it. The rushing waters eat
away the bank more and more every day, until at last they work

1 Unusquisque in domo sua est hospes.
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12 The Consideration of Our Last End.

their way into the foundations, and the walls and beams begin to
lean on one side. Meanwhile the owner goes on furnishing and
ornamenting the house; he has it plastered on the outside and
all the rooms newly painted and hung with beautiful tapestry;
the windows are carefully cleaned and the grounds outside laid
out most tastefully in pleasure gardens. What do you think of
all this? Does that man act wisely? By no means, you say; the
whole place will be about his ears in a few days; instead of
furnishing and decorating, he should try to save whatever he can
of his property before the building fallsin ruins; it is certainly no
place for a man to live in.
Ourbodily  Now, my dear brethren, all of us who live on this earth are
:1::&::32:; condemned to death. Sentence is already pronounced on us, as St.
Paul says: ““It is appointed unto men once to die.”' Our life
is the way to the place of execution, on which we are really led
to death. Our life and body is that building that is eaten away
by the rushing river; time constantly gnaws at and undermines the
foundation; every moment we live takes away a piece of our lives
that we shall never get back again; every breath we draw forces
on another breath, until we come to the last. Thus the begin-
ning of our life is also the beginning of our death. The last
grain of sand that falls in the hour-glass does not make the hour,
it merely marks the end of the hour; so, too, the last breath does
not make death; it simply shows that death and life have come
to an end together. Just as the iron has in itself the rust, wood
the worm, cloth the moth that gradually destroys it, so also the
human body bears about in itself from the first moment of its
existence the matter by which its own life will be gradually and
insensibly eaten away.
EEWL;Z‘;’- Yet, although we are thus every day, hour, moment hurrying
econduct U0 the gallows, to death like condemned criminals; although every

the conduct
of those who day, hour, moment our house is being undermined by the rushing

?gxn?gdy. river and ready to fall; yet the most of us are principally, nay,
almost solely occupied by our efforts to adorn and furnish the
falling house, to pamper and fatten the body. That we may
live comfortably in this house we work from morning till night,
amassing money, buying land, building, going to law for the
sake of a square foot of ground, as if a little world depended on
it ; while for the sake of a wretched handful of money our pre-
cious souls, God and heaven are freely staked. What arrant folly

! Statutum est hominibus seme! mori.—Heb. ix. 27.
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and stupidity! A heathen philosopher complained of this long
ago: “ We know,” he says, “ that we are mortal and must die;
that we are in daily danger of being surprised by death; yet our
desires are as great as if we were immortal.”' It is not enough
for us to have our daily bread, for which Christ taught us to pray,
in order to preserve our lives; we wish for superfluities. Nor
are we satisfied even with the superfluous; we long for still more.
The care for the present day, to which Christ exhorts us, is
not enough; we take into account future and uncertain days,
weeks, months, and years, so that nothing may be wanting to us.
Our desires are as great as if we were immortal; we do not think
of where we are going; we forget that we are really on the road
to death and that we are hurrying to the grave. For what else
are we so careful in nourishing this flesh of ours but to give it to
the worms? For whom do we heap up wealth if not for our
descendants to whom we must leave it? Is it not a foolish thing
to build in a place in which we cannot remain? To spend so
much labor in gathering together what we cannot keep possession
of? I beg of you, brethren,” says St. Augustine, ‘“ whenever
you pass by the tomb of a rich man to look round and see where
are his riches and ornaments, his glory, his vanity, his luxury,
his pleasure, or what remains to him of all these things. Consid-
er diligently and see and acknowledge that nothing remains to
him now but ashes, filth, and worms. Imagine that you hear a
voice from the grave crying out to you, and indeed the silence of
the grave is eloquent enough: What you are now, I was; what I
am now, you will be. Miserable mortal who now think so much
of the comforts and enjoyments of life! see and consider what the
end of them must be. I was formerly as rich, as powerful, as
mighty, as fond of comfort, as you are; and one day you will be
as foul and fetid as I am now.”*

Yes, we know that we are going to the grave; but the way may Although

be a long one; we may still have many years to pass in this world.
Such are the thoughts of most people. They all acknowledge
that they must die; hardly one thinks he will die soon. Each one
looks at his grave as still many miles, many years distant from

1 Tanquam mortales vivimus ; tanquam immortales concupiscimus.

2 Rogo vos fratres, quoties per sepulchrum divitis transitis, ut diligenter inspiciatis, ubi
fint ejus diviti® et ornamenta, ubi gloria, ubi vanitas, ubi luxuria, ubl voluptas, vel ubi
torum sint spectacula. Considerate diligenter, et videte et agnoscite, quia nihil alind in eis
est nisl cinis, foetor et vermis. Hoc quod tu es, ego fui; et ego quod sum modo, tu eris
postea.

one may
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him. He who is young counts on his vigorous youth; he who is
grown up on his manly strength; the old man trusts in his still
robust health; every one finds something in his imagination to
defend himself against the approach of death; and hence there
are few who are disquieted by the question: whither goest thou?
To the grave? Oh, it will be long before it comes to that with me!
Supposing now, my dear brethren, that such is the case, and in-
deed it is true that some live longer than others, what difference
does that make? For instance, there are three men on their way
to execution; the one is to be beheaded in the market-place here
in Treves; the other is to be brought outside the town to Euren;
and the third has to go three or four miles along the bank of the
river before he comes to the place of execution. They are brought
out of prison at the same time; the first has but a few steps to go
to the market-place, the second a few hundred yards to Euren,
the third has a much longer journey before him; but they are all
going to the same end; they must all lose their lives. If the
third were to give way to feelings of exultation, to provide him-
self with new clothes, to curl his hair, and to make all kinds of
purchases, thinking that he has some hours longer to live than
the others, would you not be inclined to laugh at him? Eh?
There is little inclination for merry-making in any of them!
They are all in an evil plight; all full of sorrow and care, because
they know that they are going to die, that they are being led out
to death. Is it not thesame with us, my dear brethren, in this
world? We are all condemned to death, only some are executed a
little sooner than others; one has a few more steps to take, a few
more days to live before he comes to the place of execution. The
Creator has given to one twenty, to another thirty, to a third
forty, fifty, sixty, seventy years of life; but meanwhile are we not
all travelling the same road that leads to death? Truly such is the
case! As St. Jerome beantifully says: ‘< There is no difference
between him who has lived ten and him who has lived a thousand
years, once the common end of all and the inevitable doom of
death has come upon them.”' Consider the years of the patri-
archs of old; we think what long lives they had; but what of that
after all? Their years came to an end at last. Adam lived nine
hundred and thirty years; and what then? And he died. Seth

lived nine hundred and twelve years; and what then? And he

! Inter eum qui decem vixit annis, et illum qui mille, postquam idem finis vitee advenerit,
ot irrecusabilis mortis necessitas, transactum omne tantumdem est.—S. Hieron. Ep. ad
Helloa.
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died. Enoch lived nine hundred and five years, Jared nine hun-
dred and sixty-two, Mathusala nine hundred and sixty-nine
years; and what then? They all died; one sooner, another later,
but all of them had to pay the debt of nature. Now I am cer-
tain that I shall not reach such an age; and even if I could hope
to do so, I should still have to die at last, and in fact I am now
actually going to my death. What, then, is the good of my be-
coming attached to a few earthly things for a few miserable years,
and plaguing myself on account of them, and seeking after
pleasures, while I neglect the one only necessary business of my
immortal soul? Whither goest thou? I mustask myself: where
am I going to? To the grave, to death; and whether the way is
longer or shorter makes little difference to me.

But what have I said? That we are all like the criminals led g::w‘”:m

to death? We are rather worse off, if anything; for they know at when.
least for certain how far off their death is; they know the wayon
which they are going; they can count the steps they still have to
take, and hence they can say how long they still have to live.
Not one of us can know that much. The Lord has said to us
that we must die; we know that we are going to the grave, but
not a whit more. How long we still have to journey; how far off
death is from us; let him who can guess that. ““You know not
the day nor the hour,” says Our Lord.' And there is another
thing we have from the infallible lips of God Himself, that He will
come like a thief unawares, at a time when we least expect Him:
¢¢ At what hour you think not, the Son of man will come.”*

Zsop, the celebrated writer of fables, was one day sent by his We find
master to see if the bath was ready, and as he was going along af?e]avs‘;h::
the street he met a judge who asked him where he was going to. pectit.
What a curious fellow, thought Asop; what is that to him? And :T;‘;;’;h
heanswered: ‘“I donot know where I am going to.” The judge,
offended at the impudent reply, ordered his servants to bring
Asop to prison. The latter went on a few steps, and then,
stopping, turned round to the judge, and said to him: ‘¢ You see
now, sir, that I did not know where I was going; I had intended
to go to the bath where my master sent me; but I had no idea that
I should be sent to prison to-day.” Ah, my dear brethren, how
many there are who go and know not whither! How many dying
persons who, if they were asked, where are you going to? should

1 Nescitis diem neque horam.—Matt. xxv. 13.
3 Qua hora non putatis, Filius hominis veniet.—Luke xii. 40.
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have to say: I know not; I had thought I was on my way to a
foreign country, to this or that town; I had no idea that death
would overtake me on my way. I know not where I am going!
I thought I should return from that foreign country in good
health and spirits to my friends; I never imagined that I should
die on the road. I know not where I am going! I thought I
should recover from this illness; but now I see that it will be my
last. I know not where I am going! When I was young and
strong, T thought I had many years to live; I never suspected that
Ishould die a premature death. I know not where I am going !
I thought I was going to get married, or to take possession of the
new charge conferred on me, or to the feast to which I was in-
vited, to that garden, that company, that ball, to enjoy myself;
but now I see that I was wrong, for I am going to death before
my time. I wasgoing and knew not whither. So, my dear breth-
ren, we are all of us on our way to the grave every day, and we
cannot say when we shall come to our journey’s end.

Therefore, lest I should fall into the grave unprepared, I will
often ask myself this question: whither goest thou? Thy body to
the grave! Before I leave my house in the morning I will ask
myself, whither goest thou, if not nearer to death every day?
and therefore I will be careful not to bring back any sin with me.
In the evening before retiring I will ask myself, whither goest
thou? Is not my bed the image of the grave, sleep the brother
of death; and may not both come upon me together this night?
Therefore I will first examine my conscience and bewail my sins
with true contrition. In all my actions I will ask myself:
whither goest thou? And since I am continually approaching
nearer to the grave, I will say with the Apostle in truth: ¢ I die
daily; ' that is, not only do I go nearer to death every day, but
daily I see clearer how transitory are all earthly things; daily
does my heart become more detached from the vain joys and
pleasures of earth; daily do I raise my mind and my desires with
more earnestness to heaven; daily do I so live that I may be
ready daily to die. Whither goest thou? Thy body shall go to
the grave. But what of the soul? It shall go into eternity.
This we shall briefly consider in the

Second Part.

The wise Ecclesiastes, after having written a whole book de-
! Quotidie morior.—LCor. xv. 81.
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. scribing the vanity of all things on earth, concludes his teaching to travel
in the last chapter with these words: ¢ Man shall go into the 2;;:‘:{2;3“
house of his eternity. ”* O house of eternity, what a vast edifice take provis-
thou art! He who has a long journey before him, my dear oo ™
brethren, through a desert country, where there is no shelter to be
found and no food, must take provisions with him and fill his
travelling-bag with food and drink if he does not wish to perish
on the way. Silver, gold, bank-notes, precious treasures are of
no use to him on such an occasion; they would only tire him, but
could not prevent him from dying of hunger and thirst. Leonius
tells us of two travellers who were journeying together through
a desert; the one had over ten thousand golden crowns, the other
had nothing but a piece of dry bread and a jar of water. The first
began to suffer thirst, but knew not where to find help, because
his companion had too little water to spare him any. At last he
offered all his gold for a drink of water. The second, greedy of
the money and anxious to become rich all at once, exchanged the
water for the gold. But how foolish he was! The first drank
the water and thereby saved his life; the second grew tired
carrying the gold and perished of thirst. If he had kept the
water he might have had the gold too, in time, for the first would
have died and left it to him. But he did not think of that in
time, and so his repentance came too late.

Where art thou going, human soul? Into the house of thy Weare jour-
eternity; that is, into that vast, infinite wilderness in which thou ;ggmfwtf_a
shalt find nothing but what thou bringest with thee from here nity, where

for thy journey; in which there is no shelter for thee but what 2;‘::};‘:31“

thou hast first built up for thyself; and no other life but what not neip us.

thou hast prepared for thyself here below. What will become of

thy wealth, O rich man? Will it go into eternity? But what

good would it be to thee there? That is a land in which money

cannot buy anything. Wo to thee, then, if thou hast made no

other provision for the road; thou shalt surely suffer eternal

hunger and thirst! What will become of thy honors and dig-

nities, O ambitious man? Will they, perhaps, accompany thee

into the house of thy eternity? But hast thou nothing else to

bring with thee? Alas! if so, thou wilt receive but little honor

there, for in that house there is no respect for persons, for high

dignities, for great honors, and an illustrious name. There the

peasant is as good as the king, and the humble servant will be

1 Tbit homo in domum seternitatis sus.—Eccles. xil. 5.
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treated better than his proud master. What, O vain and idle
Christian! will become of thy comforts? Will they, perhaps, go
into the house of thy eternity? And what art thou bringing
with thee thither? Nothing? Alas! how will it be with thee
then? What hast thou to live on during a long eternity, where
thou shalt find no one to give or lend thee anything; where every
one must live on what he has brought with him; where there is no
possibility of working to earn anything; for there is the night of
which Christ speaks in the Gospel: ‘“ The night cometh when no
man can work.”’

Now is the time for us to make provision for our souls, that
they may be able to live there forever. What we neglect now
we shall never be able to do hereafter. ¢ Therefore, whilst we
have time, let us work good,”* as St. Paul exhorts us. How
many years have I already spent in this world? What a long
and beautiful time I have had of it during all those years! But
where are the virtues, the good works, the merits that I should
have collected and sent before me into the house of my eternity?
Alas! if my journey were now brought to an end, and the great
account-book, in which are written all my thoughts, words, and
actions, and all the years, months, weeks, days, and moments of
my life—if that book were now opened before the judgment-seat,
and examined so as to separate the good from the bad, the useless
from the meritorious, what would then remain over for my soul?
The years of my childhood, during which I lived without the
use of reason, are all blotted out; I find nothing in them to live
on during eternity. The time I have spent in eating, drinking,
amusing myself, dressing, idling about, all without the good in-
tention, all these are blotted out; they bring me in nothing! The
good works that I have performed in the state of mortal sin, no
matter how numerous they may be, are all blotted out too; my
soul can expect no profit from shem for all eternity! And if
that is the case, what time will remain to me in which I have
done something for my soul and served God? Ah, how lit-
tle I have thought of this hitherto, although every hour the
stroke of the clock warned me, and as it were, called into my ear:
thou art again an hour nearer to thy eternity; what good hast
thou done during this hour? what merits hast thou gained?

Alas! how great, how deplorable the stupidity of us mortals!

1 Venit nox, quando nemo potest operari.—John ix. 4.
? Frgodum tempus habemus, operemur bonum.—Gal. vi. 10.
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If we goto the country fora few days to enjoy ourselves we send think of
out provisions beforehand; we roast and boil and make every Wm folly |
preparation, although we could find food enough in the place

itself if we wish to pay for it. And now we are already half

way on our journey to a vast desert, to the house of our eterni-

ty, where we can buy nothing, find nothing, expect nothing, ex-

cept what we bring with us; where neither money, nor treasures,

nor learning, nor knowledge, nor art, nor dignities, nor honors

can help us in the least. Yet we make such little preparation,

we think so little of this journey, that hardly once in a year do

we ask ourselves: whither goest thou? Truly we are travelling

as blind people! And if we occasionally make some provision

for the road, that is, if we have performed some good works,
gained some merits, we often act like the traveller of whom I

have told you, who sold his jar of water; we sell our provisions,

not for ten thousand crowns, but often for a wretched shilling

of unjust profit, for a point of honor, for a moment of brutal
pleasure, for the respect or love of some mortal creature! Thus

we have lost all!

And how vain the repentance this folly of ours will entail, For which
when we shall have come to the end of our journey and shall f:ﬁfgﬁ:”
find nothing but our sins! When people enter on the married toolate
state without thought or reflection or seeking counsel from God, Bereafter.
how bitterly they repent afterwards of their folly! Oh, would that
I knew you before as I know you now, they say to each other; I
would never have married you! Would that I had never laid
eyes on that man! But all your wailings are of no avail;
you should have thought of that before; it is too late to repent
now; you must live with that man whether you like it or not.

Yet be contented and have patience; you can still hope that
death will put an end to your troubles. But if you have once
entered into the house of your eternity, and you find things
wrong with you there, there is no help for you, no hope; what
you have neglected here is lost forever and can never be re-
placed. ¢ We fools, ” you will cry out, and with you all care-
less Christians for all eternity, ¢ therefore we haveerred from the
way of truth, and the light of justice hath not shined untous;”*
all is lost and gone from us forever!

“ Man shall go into the house of his eternity.” Mark those When they

! Nos insensati. . . ergo erravimus a via veritatis, et justitise lumen non Iuxit nobis.—Wis. v.
4, 6.
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fndthem- words, my dear brethren. ¢“Of his eternity.” What does that
;lﬁre’ ™ mean? Are there, then, more eternities than one? Truly there
are, and each one will find his own, either in indescribable joys
or in intolerable torments, according as he himself has prepared
his eternity during this life. Sinner! whither goest thou in thy
sins? Thy wickedness seems to answer me, as the boy answered
those who asked him where he was going on a horse that was run-
ning through the streets with him without a bridle; T am going,”
said the boy, “ wherever the brute wishes to bring me.”* In
the same way you, O wicked Christian!say: Tam going wherever
my inordinate appetites and brutish desires wish to bring me;I am
going where my pride, avarice, sensuality, vindictiveness, glut-
tony and my outward senses are dragging me; wherever the fash-
ions and usages of the world lead me; I go into that street, that
house, that company, to that infamous person to satisfy my lusts;
I go to that gaming and drinking house to get drunk; I go to
seek revenge on that man who has wronged me; I go to cheat
and deceive others, ete. I go, in a word, wherever my brutish in-
clinations bring me. Ah, go then! I quite understand that you
are on that broad road of which Our Lord has said: < Wideis the
gate, and broad is the way that leadeth to destruction, and many
there are who go in thereat.” > But, unhappy man, where will this
journey end? In eternity. You do not think of that now. And
in what kind of an eternity? In that which you will find at the
end of the way you are going, of which Job says: “If I wait,
hell is my house, and I have made my bed in darkness. All
that I have shall go down into the deepest pit.”* Alas! hell is
my dwelling-place! eternal darkness my couch! hunger my food!
the gall of dragons my drink! my only company the demons!
my only delight eternal fire! See, now, where you are going to;
in that house of your unhappy eternity you will have to remain
forever. Blind soul! will you not even now reflect on this?
Concluston My dear brethren, surely we do not wish to have a home of
ortenwre- that kind! Do we not hope and wish and expect to find a far
lstend, Dbetter one? If such is the case, let us often seriously ask our-
'hat It may gelves the question: where am I going? My body will go to the

be well
withusin grave. If so, what better shall I be for all that the vain world
eternity.
! Quocunque belluge collibitum fuerit.
2 Lata porta, et spatiosa via est, quee ducit ad perditionem, et multi sunt qui intrant per
eam.—Matt. vii. 13.
* 81 sustinuero infernus domus mea est, et in tenebris stravi lectulum meum. In profun-
dissimum infernum descendent omnia mea.—Job xvii. 13. 16. 3
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can give me in the short time of life? Why should I treat this
decaying body too tenderly? Why should I leave my God, my
sovereign Good, for earthly things? What is it to me whether
divine Providence gives me little or much here below? Should
I not be satisfied with my daily bread, since I know not how near
I may be to my grave? Where am I going to? My soul shall go in-
to a long eternity. Why, then, am Iso idle in the divine service?
Why am I so sparing of my labor that during this short and un-
certain time I do not employ it in gaining treasures and merits
on which I can live in eternal joys? I go to him that sent
me ”* shall be my conclusion in the words of Christ; I will go to
Him who has sent me into this world as a laborer into His vine-
yard, to earn the promised penny with the sweat of my brow;
who has sent me as a merchant to the market to purchase wares
for my eternal life; who has sent me as a servant whom Ife hasen-
trusted with a talent to gain many other talents. I go to Him
who is my First Cause, and my Last End, for whose service
alone I am created. Thither shall be directed all my thoughts
and desires, my words and conversations, my actions and occupa-
tions, my crosses and trials, my mortifications and penances; so
that I may one day arise from my grave with a glorified body,
and go with my soul into the happy house of my eternity. Amen.
! Vado ad eum qui misit me.—John xvi. 5.



ON DEATH.

SECOND SERMON.
ON THE FREQUENT CONSIDERATION OF DEATH.

Subject.

The frequent consideration and remembrance of death is one
of the best means of leading a holy life.—Preached on the fif-
teenth Sunday after Pentecost.

Text.

Eece defunctus efferebatur.—Luke vii. 12.
‘“ Behold, a dead man was carried out.”

Introduction.

‘“ Behold, a dead man was carried out;” one who was in the
bloom of youth, who was enjoying life in all the vigor of
health and strength, and who was, moreover, the only son of his sor-
rowing mother, the only consolation left to her in her widowed
state! < Behold, a dead man was carried out, the only son of
his mother.” He it is whom they are bringing to the grave.
Thus death has no respect for age, or sex, or health, or prayers,
or entreaties; he hurries all off without mercy, without distinc-
tion, young and old, great and lowly, together. My dear breth-
ren, which of us who are here now alive and well, shall be the first
to be carried out dead? Shall it be I, or you, or some one else?
We know not; but of a certainty every one’s turn will come, sooner
or later, whether we like it or not. And yet we think so little of
it!  Daily, almost, do we see a corpse carried to the grave,and we
look at it as if it were nothing at all to us; nay, if sometimes a
thought of death tries to intrude itself, we endeavor to shake it
off as unnecessary, tending to melancholy and sadness. But

2
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what do we gain by thus trying to hide ourselves from death?
Shall we be able to avoid it by not thinking of it? No indeed!
But on the contrary we should frequently and seriously meditate
on it, for thereby we shall be wonderfully helped to lead a good
Christian life, as I shall now prove.

Plan of Discourse.

The frequent consideration and remembrance of death vs one of
the best means of leading a holy life. Such is the whole sutject
of this exhortation. Judge of the living and the dead! who
this day caused the men who were carrying the bier to stand still,
that Thow mightest raise the dead fo life, awaken now our dulled
memories, that we may in future learn to lead better lives by the
frequent remembrance of death. Holy Mother, and yow, holy
guardian angels, help us thereto !

The whole idea of a good, that is, pious Christian life may be The thougnt
summed up in the twofold precevt; avoid evil, do good. But if of death isa
there is anything to act as a counterpoise against all sin and evil, ﬂi’gﬁfﬁ}
if there is anything that can spur us on to good and virtuous ac- avoiding
tions, it is surely the frequent consideration of death, in which v
one is constantly reminding himself: I shall die; I shall one day
be carried to the grave a corpse. In the very beginning of the
world God impressed this fact on the mind of man as a neces-
sary preservative against all crime. How happy was the state of
Adam in paradise in his first innocence! There was a constant
peace between the spirit and the flesh; there was no inclination
to evil; all the appetites and desires were in the most harmon-
ious subjection to reason, so that not one of them dared to move
without the command of the will (how miserable the state of us
poor descendants of Adam, who have always to fight against our-
selves, and are constantly assailed by a hundred passions, even
against our will, and are thus inclined to evil!), and yet when
God gave Adam the command not to eat the forbidden fruit,

He at the same time put the thought of death into his mind,
lest he should transgress the command. ‘‘In what day soever
thou shalt eat of it, thou shalt die the death.”' And well
worthy of note isit, that as long as this thonght remained before
the minds of our first parents they experienced no inclination for
the forbidden fruit; and during that time, too, the treacherous

serpent could do nothing with them; for when he ventured to
1 In quocumque die comederis ex €0, morte morieris.—Gen, ii. 17.
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represent to Eve how sweet and pleasant the fruit was, she
answered at once that God had forbidden it to be touched and
that under a severe penalty: “ God hath commanded us that we
should not eat; and that we should not touch it, lest perhaps we
die.”' O Eve! would that thou hadst remained firm in
thy vesolution! Then shouldst thou indeed have done well
and save thyself and us, too, from destruction! But when the
crafty serpent had persuaded her to forget the warning, and
to believe his lies: ¢ No, you shall not die the death;”* be
not afraid of death; the Lord does not mean it so; then, with-
out any hesitation, the unhappy resolution was formed of trans-
gressing the divine command: ¢ She took of the fruit thereof,
and did eat, and gave it to her husband, who did eat;””* and
thus the sin was accomplished. An evident proof of the evils
that follow the neglect and forgetfulness of the thought of death.

And we poor, wretched mortals, who are naturally so inclined
to evil, how much more are we not in need of something to re-
strain us from evil, and to keep us on the right path! Yet we
are not unprovided with that restraint if we only take the warn-
ing to heart. Wherever we go divine Providence hassurrounded
us with exhortations to this effect. Nearly everything we per.
ceive by the senses is a picture and messenger of death, that
calls out to us; memento mori! remember, O man! that thou
must die. Hardly a day in the year on which we go out into
the street that we do not see either a corpse being carried to the
grave, or a priest going with the Blessed Sacrament to a dying
person, or some one clad in mourning, or an altar in the church
on which Mass is offered for souls departed, or else a grave-stone
in the church-yard under which some one lies buried; or some
friend comes up to us and says: such a one is dead; such an-
other has received the last sacraments; and so on. Nothing
grows or is born on earth, in the air, or in the water, but some-
thing has died or decayed in its place. If the wind blows it re-
minds usof the words of holy Job: ¢ Remember that my life is but
wind, and my eyes shall not return to see good things.”* Ifa fog
rises in the morning, see, exclaims St. James the Apostle, that

! Preecepit nobis Deus ne comederemus, et ne tangeremus illud, ne forte morfamur.—
Gen. iii. 3.

3 Nequaquam morte moriemini.—Ibid. 4.

* Tulit de fructu illius, et comedit, deditque viro suo, qui comedit.—Ibid. 6.

¢ Memento quia ventus est vita mea. et non revertetur oculus meus ut videat bona.—
Job vii. 7.
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is how your life begins and ends: ¢ What is your life? Itisa
vapor which appeareth for a little while, and afterwards shall
vanish away.” ' If the sun casts a shadow on the earth; so do
the days of my life pass away, as the Prophet David says: ¢ My
days have declined like a shadow, and I am withered like grass.”*
If I happen to see a cobweb in the room, I can think with the
same David: ¢¢ Our years shall be considered as aspider;”* to-
day the spider runs about in its web spinning out its own entrails;
to-morrow the maid comes with the broom and sweeps the whole
thing away. You who are now in the bloom of youth and
crown yourselves with flowers, hear what those same flowers say
to you: ¢ Man born of a woman, living for a short time, . . .
who cometh forth like a flower, and is destroyed;”* to-day the
flower blooms, to-morrow it decays. If you stand before the
looking-glass to contemplate your beauty, even that announces
death to you, for it reminds you of the words of the Psalmist:
¢ Surely man passeth as an image.” * All the years, months,
weeks, days, hours, and moments that we have lived say
to each one of us: you are now so much nearer to the hour of
your death. TFire, water, sword, bullet, poison, sicknesses of
countless kinds, nay, our very pleasures cry out to us and warn
as that they are the instruments that help us to death. In a
word, all creatures, if we could make a quintessence of them,
would cry out to us: memento mori—remember thou must die.
Now, my dear brethren, why has divine Providence sent us so
many messengers and warnings of death, in and outside of our-
selves, and swrrounded us with them in all places, if not that the
remembrance of death may urge us to lead good lives, restrain
us from evil, and teach us to prepare in time for eternity?

Oh, if we only kept this thought before our minds, who would 1t we
then dare abandon himself to a wicked life! I am altogether of Z’Sﬁ?&lifu,
the opinion that, as there is no power, no authority, no riches of it there
in the world that can protect us against the approach of death, Youatere
so also there is no vice, no evil inclination, no bad habit, no mat- prige ana
ter how inveterate, that cannot be tamed, subdued, and eradi- vanits.
cated altogether by the frequent consideration of death. The

1 Que est enim vita vestra ? Vaporest ad modicum parens, et deinceps exterminabitur,—
James iv. 15.

? Dies mei sicut umbra declinaverunt, et ego sicut fcenum arul.—Ps. ci. 12,

3 Anni nostri sicut aranea meditabuntur.—Ps. 1xxxix. 9.

4 Bomo, natus de muliere, brevi vivens tempore, . .. qui quasi flos egreditur et conteritur,—
Job xiv. 1,2,

# Verumtamen in imagine pertransit homo.—Ps. xxxviii. 7,
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three springs from which all our vices flow are, as St. John says,
““the concupiscence of the flesh, and the concupiscence of the
eyes, and the pride of life; ” ' the desire of sensual pleasures, of
worldly wealth, and of honor and esteem. Now, if I often
thought to myself: I must die; in a few years, perhaps to-day or
to-morrow, I shall be carried to the grave to be buried; what shall
then become of my dignities, honors, the esteem of men, the
favor of the great, the respectful submission of my servants and
attendants? They shall disappear completely and forever. So,
too, with whatever knowledge, science, skill I may have had,
althongh I may have been as wise as an angel; death hurries all
away; the bell that tolls for my funeral will wipe out all memory
of me, as the Psalmist says: ‘“ Their memory hath perished with
a noise.” * Not a vestige shall I leave behind me, nor any me-
mento except, perhaps, an epitaph which shall describe how I was
once and am now no more. My dwelling shall be with and
amongst the meanest paupers; my companions, my bed and my
covering shall be worms and rottenness. If I thought of all this
and frequently recalled it, how quickly I should free myself from
pride and vanity! For it is not vanity, but rather arrant folly
to give way to pride at the thought of death, as St. Gregory says:
¢ No thought of the human mind, be it ever so proud, that does
not immediately vanish at the thought of death.”®

If there was ever a man in the way of being puffed up with earth-
ly honors and dignities it was certainly St. Francis Borgia,
Duke of Gandia and a near relation of the Roman emperor Charles
V. The lands and people he ruled over, the ministers and
attendants who had almost to worship him, the high oflices he
held, the great favor he enjoyed at the imperial court, all these
things might indeed have given him a great esteem of himself;
but death once read him a single lesson and spoke to him so
powerfully, that he banished all pride out of his mind and be-
came a miracle of humility and lowliness. Ilear what occurred to
him. When the dead body of the lately deceased empress Isabella,
who, during her life, had been looked on as a great beauty, was
brought from Granada, in Spain, the coffin was opened in order to
make sure that it contained the body of the empress. When the
cover was raised the body appeared so frightfully deformed and

! Concupiscentia carnis, concupiscentia oculorum, et superbia vitee.—I. John {i. 16.

2 Periit memoria eorum cum sonitu.—Ps. ix. 7.

# Nolla humange mentis cogitatio sic per superbiam effertur, quse ad mortis cogitationem
devicta funditus non corruat.
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emitted such a horrible odor of corruption that the pages and
gervants who were present ran terrified out of the church.  Bor-
gia alone remained, and filled with astonishment, thus apostro-
phized the dead body: ¢ Ah, Isabella, is it thou? A short time
ago thou wert well known to me; now I no longer recognize thee!
Where is the beauty that people came from distant lands to see?
Where the majesty that compelled every knee to bend? Where
the winning countenance that formed the joy of the whole court?
And is that the great empress I have served so long, from whom
I have received so many favors? from whom I hoped for even
still more? Ias, then, death no respect for the body of such a great
lady? If not, then away with the talse, deceitful world! I will
in future serve a greater emperor and lord, the almighty God
alone, and that I may no longer be deceived by the vanities of the
world, I will hide myself in some poor hut amongst the servants
of the Lord.” And he carried his resolution into effect.

It T often thought to myself: 1 must die; in a few years, per- If we often
haps to-day or to-morrow, I shall be carried to the grave and fit(;l:f‘h:hzie
buried; death, as Our Lord assures me, will creep on stealthily wouldve no
like a thief: I will come to thee as a thief, and thou shalt not jio
know at what hour T will come to thee.”' Then everything will
be taken from me and I shall be completely stripped; nothing
will be left to me of all the money I have, of all my possessions
and revenues; Ishall not be able to take a farthing with me on the
journey; of all my silver plate, of all my clothes and linen, of
the whole earth, nothing, not as much as a straw, will remain to
me, save and except the hole in which I shall be buried; the
rich man ““when he shall die he shall take nothing away; nor
ghall his glory descend with him.”? Then will be seen to whom
my goods belonged, and that they were merely lent to me for a
time, and not given to me as their owner. Sometimes a dog
follows two people who are going the same way; to whom does
the dog belong? That you cannot say, for he follows both; but
wait a little, till they come to a cross road and separate, then the
dog will follow his master and leave the other. As long asa
man is in life and has to do with the world, one might imagine
that he really possesses worldly goods; but wait till he comes to
the cross roads that lead to eternity, then you will see who is the
real owner of his goods; for they at once leave the man who has

1 Veniam ad te tanquam fur, et nescies qua hora veniam ad te.—Apoc. iii. 3.
? Cum interierit non sumet omnia, neque descendet cum eo gloria ejus.—Ps. xlviii. 18,
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been using them, allowing him to go forth bare and naked, and
follow and remain with the world. Ah, when we think of this,
is it possible that we should be so infatuated with temporal things
as to seek or possess anything wrongfully or unjustly, sacrificing
thereby a long eternity, the treasures of heaven, my soul and my

God?
spownts A rich young man named Guerricus, who, while still a student,
an ex- . . . .
e lived in a very sumptuous fashion, came one day into the church

during the recitation of the office, and heard one of the clergy
sing with a loud, clear voice the lesson taken from the fifth chap-
ter of Genesis: ‘“And all the time that Adam lived came to
nine hundred and thirty years, and he died. And all the days
of Seth were nine hundred and twelve years, and he died. And
all the days of Enos were nine hundred and five years, and he
died. And all the days of Cainan were nine hundred and ten
years, and he died. And all the days of Malaleel were eight
hundred and ninety-five years, and he died. And all the days
of Jared were nine hundred and sixty-two years, and he died.”*
The young man, astonished at this, thought to himself: all these
people have lived so many years in the world, and yet they all
came to the same end: ‘“and he died.” What then, is the good
of living for seven, eight, or nine hundred years, if death must
come in thelong run? And if alife of nine hundred yearsisbuta
transitory thing after all, what am I to think of a life of sixty,
seventy, or eighty years, which is the longest I can expect? Come,
Guerricus! now is your time. Away with your wealth to the
poor, and bid good-bye to the world; if death is so certain and
unavoidable, I will go where I can prepare for it! Such was the
resolution this young man made on hearing but a single warn-
ing of death.
fhetouknt If Tin the same way often repeated to myself: I must die;
asure pre- 1N a few years, perhaps to-day or to-morrow, it will be said of me
ventive  tg0  <¢ gand he died.” And what then? ¢ Under thee shall the
:ﬁ;tu;“m- moth be strewed, and worms shall be thy covering.”* That
body that is now so delicate and so carefully looked after, so well
clothed, so anxiously protected against cold and heat, so well sup-

! Et factum est omne tempus quod vixit Adam, anni nongenti triginta, et mortuus est.
Et facti sunt omnes dies Seth nongentorum duodecim annorum, et mortuus est. Factique
sunt omnes dies Enos nongenti quinque anni, et mortuus est. Et facti sunt omnes dies
Calnan nongenti decen anni, et mortuus est. Et facti sunt omnes dies Maialeel octingenti
nonaginta quinque anni, et mortuus est. Et facti sunt omnes dies Jared nongenti sexaginta
duo anni, et mortuus est.—Gen. v. 5, 8, 11, 14, 17, 20.

? Eubter te sternetus Jinea, et'operimentum tuum erunt vermes.—Isa, xiv. 11,
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plied with appetizing food ; even that very body that so often burns
with an unholy fire will at last become the food of worms, will
emit in its decay an intolerable stench, and will finally crumble
away into a handful of dust which one breath might blow away.
And should I give this food of worms, which bears about in
itself the elements of its own corruption,—should I give it all in-
dulgence in sensual pleasures, thus placing my soul in danger of
burning forever in hell? Or should such a body, because it isnow
clad with a certain kind of beauty, so infatuate and befool me, that
for its sake I should be ready to sacrifice God and heaven? Am
I not blind and mad to allow myself to be captivated by love for
such a mass of corruption, whose deformity and stench will in a
short time fill me with horror? Ah, it is evident I have not
thought enough of these things before! No, says a holy hermit
with reason, ¢“there is no better way of taming the living flesh
than by thinking what it will be when dead.”* Truly, whenever
[ am tempted to impure love by another’s beauty, all I need do
to conquer the temptation is to fly for refuge to death, and rep-
resent to myself what that beauty will be like in a short time.
Oh, would that I could now open a grave before your eyes, a grave
in which a dead body has lain for a month ; that I could invite
you to look at it in the words of the sisters of the dead Lazarus
to Christ : ‘“Come and see!”* Come, O unchaste young man,
and see what that is, or shortly will be,which you have so fool-
ishly loved and still love: Come and see! Come, vain and
proud woman, see what you will soon become ; see how the black-
ened and mortifying flesh is dropping from your bones ; see how
the lips and nose are eaten away and leave only gaping holes;
see the worms creeping out of the eyes and the whole body a
horrible mass of corruption! You cannot bear the insupportable
stench; you turn your eyes away from the hideous sight; you run
off terror-stricken ; you cannot bear to think of such a horrible
thing ; nay, you look at me with disgust because I dare to draw
such a loathsome picture for you! Yet it is a true one; for, alas!
what is man when he turns into foul carrion? And therefore
[ must again think to myself : truly, it is not worth while to al-
low myself to be so captivated by love for such a mass of corrup-
tion as for its sake to offend God even by a wilful desire and
condemn my soul to hell forever.

1 Non potest melius domari caro viva, quam cogitando qualis erit mortua.
? Veni et vide.—John xi. 34,
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Bromiardus writes of a young man who was inflamed by an
impure passion for a virtuous and chaste married lady. To his
wicked solicitations the lady answered : ““If you love me you
must give me a proof of your love and do what I shall ask of you.”
The young man promised to fulfil her behests no matter how
difficalt they might be. ¢ Well, then,” said she,*“my wish is
that you should find out as soon as possible where there is any
one in the town in danger of death, and remain by his bedside
until the last moment.” The young man kept his word, and
assisted at the death-beds of many people. When he again re-
turned to the lady, he said to her : ¢ Now you will surely do what
I wish, for my sole desire now is that you should live pure and
chaste, as I myself am firmly resolved to lead a pure and chaste
life ; for I have learned that lesson in the book of the dead to
whom you sent me, and I have taken it deeply to heart.”* Oh, if
we all went to that school of the dying once in the day, there is
not a doubt that we should soon be freed from impure passion!

Finally, if I often thought thusto myself : I must die. When?
I know not. It may be to-day. Imust die. Where? Iknow
not. It may be in this very church ; I may drop down dead in the
pulpit, as happened already to a preacher of our Society in this
cathedral. I must die. How? I know not; death may surprise
me in the state of sin. And where shall my soul go then? Be-
fore the judgment-seat of God, to give an account of all my ac-
tions, and to be sent either to the eternal joys of heaven or to
the eternal torments of hell. 1f T frequentlyrenewed this thought,
could I sleep quietly one night in the state of sin? Could I of-
fend God grievously for the sake of any earthly good, or honor,
or pleasure? No, that could never be! In all thy works re-
member thy last end, and thou shalt never sin.”? ‘¢ Nothing,”
says St. Augustine with truth, <“is so powerful to keep us from
sin as the frequent consideration of death.”*

A certain princess, as Father Cataneus writes, had a page fif-
teen years old, for whom she conceived an extraordinary affec-
tion. This page was one morning found dead in his bed. Hear-
ing an unusual tumult in the house, the princess went to see what
was the matter; but the sight of the page’s dead body filled her
with such sadness, pity, and apprehension, that she knew not what

! Istam namgque lectionem didici, et consideravi in libro mortuorum ad quos me misisti.

2 In omnibus operibus tuls memorare novissima tua, et in sternum non peccabis.—
Recelus. vii. 40.

* Nihil sic revocat a peccato, quam frequens mortis meditatio,
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to do, and went at once to her confessor for advice and consola-
* tion, The priest, seeing that her heart was touched and complete-
ly changed, told her to go to the church, kneel before the al-
tar and there beg of God to reveal to her what IHe wished to ef-
fect in her by such a sudden death. She followed the advice,
and duaring her meditation received an inward inspiration,
as if some one was speaking into her ear, saying: wilt thou not
at last begin to prepare better for death? How long wilt thou
still wait before laying aside thy vanity, tepidity in My service,
inordinate love of creatures and the vices to which thou art
grown accustomed? On what dost thou rely? On thy youth?
But the dead page was much younger than thou. On thy health
and strength? He was much stronger than thou. Dost thou
expect to have time to prepare for death during a long illness?
Thou hast seen that one may be surprised by death without any
illness ; if a sudden death had hurried thee off, as it did thy
page, where shouldst thon be now with thy conscience weighed
down with sins and faults? Where shouldst thou be with thy
own sins? Where with the many sins thou hast caused others to
commit by thy extravagance in dress, or to which thou hast given
occasion by thy caresses? The princess, terrified at this, fell
down at the priest’s feet, and with tears in her eyes cried out :
Ah, father, have patience with me ; I am determined not to leave
this church before I have done two things ; the first is to make a
good general confession of my whole life, and the second to make a
better rule and daily order for my life in future.  She carried
her resolution into effect, and lived ever after such a pious
and holy life, that when, after some years, she was at the point of
death and saw those who were standing round her bedside weep-
ing, she commenced to laugh, and said to them: ¢ Why are you so
troubled on my account? You must know that death is nothing
new to me; I have been thinking of it every day, and for many
years I have awaited it with composure.” Ah, my dear brethren,
would that we, too, thought and acted in the same manner ; we
should soon find a great change for the better in our lives.
¢ Nothing is so powerful to keep us from sin as the frequent con-
sideration of death.”

And again, there isno more powerful incentive to practise vir- The thought
tue than the frequent thought and consideration of death. 12;?52:3:;0
will explain this to you briefly. The motive and the end are tovirtue.
with philosophers one and the same thing. For instance; the
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end for which war is waged is to gain a victory over the enemy;
the same victory is the motive or reason which fills the soldier
with courage and urges him to venture boldly into the field and
to fight bravely. The end that the sick man has in view is the
recovery of his health; the same health isthe motive that impels
him to take the most bitter medicines readily, no matter how
disagreeable they are to him naturally. Theend of a business
is gain; the same gain is the motive that impels the merchant to
undertake the most dangerous journeys by land and sea, and to
spare himself no trouble or inconvenience. So, too, death is the
end of all things; but the same death can and must be the mo-
tive that impels us to do good works during life, that our death
may be a happy one. Such is the sense in which King David
speaks to God: ‘I spoke with my tongue: O Lord, make me
know my end, and what is the number of my days, that I may
know what is wanting to me.” ' Never allow me, O Lord, to be un-
mindful of my last end; keep my memory always occupied with
the number of days that still remain to me, that I may know
what is wanting to me, and prepare properly for death. Thou
knowest, O Lord, how faulty are my works; I will try to amend
them by the daily consideration of death. There are many days
that passed by without fruit, although I might have gained much
merit in them; I will try to make good that loss by the constant
recollection of my last end.

Such are the thoughts that the consideration of death must
suggest to any Christian who desires to die well and to make
sure of his salvation. I must die, he says to himself; I know
not when; it may be to-day or to-morrow. As longas I am
in this life, so long does the period of combat last for me; if I
do not gain the victory before death I shall never gain it for all
eternity. Now is the time for me to do business, as far as my
soul is coneerned; what I do not gain before death I must do
without for all eternity. Therefore I must and will now heap
up merit by the practise of good works, so that I may have
something to live on forever in heaven. Death will, in a mo-
ment, take from me the money and other things that I have
amassed with so much trouble; be it so! I eare little for such
goods. But it cannot take from me the alms I have given and
the other works of Christian charity I have performed. These

1 Locutus sum in lingua mea: Notum fac mihi, Domine, finem meum, et numerum dierum
meorum quis est, ut sciam quid desit mihi.—Ps. xxxviil. 5.
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shall be safely stored up for me in heaven by Our Lord Himself.
Therefore I will now bestow a good part of my temporal wealth
in charity, thus sending it on before me into eternity. Death will
strip me of all my clothing. No matter; it cannot take from me
the beautiful robe of sanctifying grace, the mortification of my
senses, patience in crosses and adversities, constant contentment
with and resignation to the will of God, and the other virtues
with which my soul shall be adorned. Therefore as long as
I live I shall do my best to acquire those virtues. Death will
deprive me of all the favor and esteem I may enjoy amongst
men; in a short while no one will remember me; let it be so;
that is but a small matter. Butit cannot take from me my humil-
ity, my forgiveness of injuries, my love for my enemies. There-
fore I will bear meekly and humbly for God’s sake whatever men
may do to spite me. Death will at once deprive me of all pleas-
ures and comforts and of the love and society of men. Let it do
so! I shall not require those things at the end of my life. But
it caunot take from me my prayers, my morning and evening de-
votions, my frequent confessions and holy Communions, my con-
stant intimacy with God, the sermons I have heard so often, the
reading of spiritual books, the upright supernatural intention
in all my actions. These things shall remain with me; these
shall follow me into eternity, as the Word of God itself assures
me: ‘“ Blessed are the dead who die in the Lord. From hence-
forth now, saith the Spirit, that they may rest from their labors:
for their works follow them.””' Therefore I will be constant in
the practice of those good works during the short and uncertain
time of this life. Death will give my body over to the worms,
to be changed in a short time into dust and ashes; be it so; it is
nothing to me! But all the more earnestly will I now mortify
that flesh with toil and labor, with temperance and fasting, with
voluntary penances and austerities, and so wear it away in the
zealous service of my God. For of what use is this body of
mine to me in this world, since it must rot away like a dead ox
or dog, it it cannot render some service to my immortal soul?
Therefore in future all my care shall be for my soul.

Such were the thoughts with which St. Bernard used to en-
courage himself. ‘¢ Bernard,” he would say to himself daily,
““the axe is already laid at the root of the tree; death will prob-

1 Beati mortul qui in Domino morfuntur. Amodo jam dicit Spiritus ut requiescant a la-
boribus suis ; opera enim illorum sequuntur illos.—Apoc. xiv, 13,
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ably soon strike the last blow. What art thou doing, Bernard?
There is no time to be lost. Where is thy prayer, thy fasting,
thy penance and mortification? It will be too late bye-and-bye
to look after those things. Now is the time to be up and doing!”
Pope Innocent IX. once took the general of our Society,
Father Claude Aquaviva, to his private chamber, and after hav-
ing shown him a number of costly things that were safely kept
under lock and key in different coffers, said to him: ‘¢ What do
you think, Father, that I have in this coffer?” < Ido not know,”
answered the other; ¢“your Holiness doubtless has some pre-
cious treasure or relic of some saint.” But when the chest was
opened there was nothing in it but the picture of the Pope him-
self, kneeling before a coffin. ““ You know, Father,” said the
Pope, ““that according to the duties of my office I have often to
decide most weighty matters; you know also that I have to look
out for the eternal welfare of my soul; now, that I may do every-
thing according to the requirements of justice, and at the same
time not endanger my soul, nor become tepid in the service of
God, I look at this picture and say to myself these words: ¢ Do
now what you would wish to have done when you shall be shut
up in this coffin.””’

My dear brethren, if we wish to lead good and holy lives the

tion often to Dest thing for us to do is to meditate frequently on death.

think of

death.

¢* Behold, a dead man was carried out.” It isnot convenient for
us to kneel down beside a coffin every day; but we can daily fol-
low the advice of Thomas a Kempis, and think, for instance,
when we get up in the morning: this evening I may be lying dead.
When going to rest: perhaps I shall be found dead in my
bed to-morrow morning. If a neighbor, friend, or acquaintance
dies, I can think: one day or other my turn will come too. If
I hear the funeral bell tolling: this bell will one day ring for
me also. When going out of the house: one day I shall be car-
ried out of this house dead. When passing by a churchyard:
that place will be my home one of these days; how would I
wish to have lived when that time comes? Must I not, then, pre-
pare for that supreme hour? Let those be our thoughts, that
our resolution. ¢¢ Blessed are the dead who diein the Lord.”
Blessed are those who are already dead and acquainted with
death before their time comes. Amen.

1 Fac nunc quod volueris fecisse, cum in tali capsa fueris inclusus.
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THIRD SERMON.

HOW TO MAKE THE THOUGHT OF DEATH USEFUL.
Subject.

For the thought of death to be useful in helping us to lead
good lives it must be serious and apt to influence our future
actions.—Preached on the sixteenth Sunday after Pentecost.

Text.

FEece homo quidam hydropicus erat ante tllum.—TLuke xiv. 2.
““ Behold there was a certain man before him that had the
dropsy.”

Introduction.

In the Gospel of last Sunday we have seen how, when Our Lord
was approaching, ‘“ a dead man was carried out; ” in to-day’s Gos-
pel we read that ‘¢ there was a certain man before him that had the
dropsy;” this man was dangerously ill, and would certainly have
died had not Our Lord cured him. Here again, my dear brethren,
we have a warning that we must die, a sermon and an exhorta-
tion to think often of death. In my last exhortation I showed
you how the frequent meditation of deathis a powerful means to
induce us to avoid sin and practise virtue; the Gospel of to-day
furnishes me with another opportunity of treating of the same
matter, which cannot be sufficiently insisted on, and of showing
in what manner we may derive advantage from the frequent
meditation of death.

Plan of Discourse.

We must think of death seriously, and in such a way that the
thought may influence our future actions. Such is the whole
subject of this instruction. The plan of discourse will be made
clearer as we go on.

Do Thou, O God of goodness, give us Thy light through the
merits of Mary and of our holy guardian angels.

If any hap-hazard thought of death that may occur to us could Notevery

inspire us to lead holy lives there would be hardly one man in fosshtof

the world who would not live piously, and there would be no ne- pelsusto
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cessity of trying to extirpate the vices that are now, alas! so com-
mon. For who of us is not reminded of death, and that, too, even
frequently, either by our faith, or by daily experience, or as we
have seen on the last occasion, by the sight of a corpse being
carried to the grave, or by a monument in a churchyard, or by
meeting people clad in mourning, or by our own bodily weakness
and failing health? Even those who do their utmost to fly the
thought of death are compelled to think of it against their will.
For it is brought before their minds by their own horror of and
aversion toit, by their unwillingness to hear of it, by the medicines
and other means they use to ward it off, by the fear they have of
being separated from their pleasures worldly goods, comforts, and
luxuries by a sudden and early death. So it is; there are many
things that remind us that we must die, no matter how much we
try to shun the thought of death; but the thought thusinspired is
generally a superficial one, that touches only the imagination—a
useless thought that annoys without helping one to amendment
of life.

The recollection of death should be lively, effective, and apt to
have an influence on our future actions, such as God spoke of to
His servant Moses in the Book of Deuteronomy: ‘¢ O that they
would be wise and would understand, and would provide for their
last end!”* That is, that they would now, during their lifetime,
find out what will be good for them at the end, what will be then a
source of joy, of sorrow, of terror to them, and would now try to
do what they shall then wish to have done, to amend what they
shall then wish to have amended, to avoid what they shall then
wish to have avoided. O that all would think of death in that
way! Consider the horse, the mule, the ass (pardon me, ration-
al human beings, if I bring forward such unreasoning, stupid
animals as an example in this weighty matter); consider, I say,
how they act when one tries to lead them over a frozen river in
the winter; you will see how they, while still on the bank, try
the ice with their fore feet, in order to see if it is strong enough
to bear their weight. Nature has implanted this instinct
in them, that they may not expose their lives to danger. Ac-
cording to Pliny, the fox, cunning as he is in other matters,
shows a peculiar cunning in this; although he is light and swift
of foot, he does not venture over a frozen stream until he has
first studied the nature of the ice. Mark how he does that. He

1 Utinam saperent, et intelligerent, ac novissima providerent!— Deut. xxxii. 29.

i
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listens attentively to hear if there is any sound of water flowing
underneath ; if he hears it flowing noisily, it will be a long time
before he trusts himself to the ice. Whyso? Theice bearshim
up at the bank. Yes, but it would not do so in the middle of
the stream, where it must necessarily be thinner, since the water
makes such a noise at the bank. He knows that, therefore, al-
though he might take a few steps without danger, yet he could
not cross the river withont imperilling his life, and so he prefers
to go another way.

My dear brethren, our life is a passage, and a very dangerous In the hour

. . . 5 of death we

one; for we have to bring our one immortal soul from time to g1 nave a
eternity. Can we then afford to take blindly the first way that knowledge
seems a little safe, and trust ourselves to it? No; he who wishes gig:;;;
to act prudently and secure his soul’s salvation goes far more we had not
carefully to work. Now, he thinks, while I am strong and healthy, ™
this or that appears good and desirable to me ; but how will it
be hereafter? Will it bring me to the haven of salvation? What
shall T think of it at the end of my life? Oh, if we acted thus,
how far different would be our opinion of things from what it now
is!  As it is, our understanding, especially in what concerns our
soulg, is darkened and blinded by many evil inclinations and
appetites, by our love for creatures and by our own self-love, so
that it is almost incapable of forming a correct judgment of good
and enil. But when we come to the last supreme hour; when
the lighted candle is in our hand, the eyes of the body are in-
deed dimmed, but the eyes of the mind become all the clearer ;
and how our judgment, our wishes and desires will then be al-
tered! ¢ When he shall sleep,” says Job of the vain worldling,
““he shall open his eyes, and find nothing.”* When he begins
to sleep the last sleep, his eyes will be opened for the first time,
and he will see what he before neither wished nor tried to sece.
The sins that he committed through culpable ignorance and
therefore did not look on as evil, or that he continued to
commit in doubt, or that he excused and palliated, or even
thought nothing of, “when he shall sleep,” when he is at the
point of death, they shall weigh on his conscience like a mill-
stone.

Go down to the Moselle, my dear brethren, and see how easily Explained
a huge balk is drawn hither and thither by one man, as long as byis st
it floats in the water ; but if even a part of it is on the bank it

! Cum dormierit, aperiet oculos suos, et nihil inveniet.—Job xxvii. 19,
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takes all the strength of two, three, or four horses to move it.
So shall we find it, too, with our sins. During life we are, as it
were, floating in the water ; we think so little that sins appear
but a light matter to us ; we drag them along one after the other
without feeling their wickedness, without being aware of any
weight on our conscience. But ¢“ when he shall sleep,” when a
man comes to the point of death and has to drag his sins out of
the water to the haven of eternity; theun he opens his eyes and
sees what an intolerable burden he has been bearing about with
him. Then will appear as great balks of timber the revengeful
feelings he so long entertained against his enemy, the scandal he
gave by his loose conduet, vanity in dress, and dissolute behavior,
the freedom with which he allowed his eyes to wander on dan-
gerous objeets, the impure thoughts and desires that he so often
amused his imagination with, not believing or wishing to believe
that they were vicious or dangerous, the pleasures that he looked
on as innocent, the confessions that he made insincerely, not
disclosing his secret sins, the confessions he made through hy-
pocrisy, mere custom, human respect, withount true sorrow and
repentance, without a firm resolution of amendment, without
avoiding the proximate occasion of sin, without restoring ill-got-
ten goods—things of which he thought little and made no scruple
of ; those uncharitable conversations about the faults of others
that tend to injure their good name ; those superstitious practices
contrary to the teaching of the Church that were indulged in
with even a show of piety; those injustices so frequently com-
mitted in business and so easily excused as trifling ; that careless-
ness on the part of parents and superiors with regard to their
children and subjects ; all these things, of which so little is made
now, ‘“ when he shall sleep,” when he shall come to the haven
of eternity, will appear in their full gravity. Then will he say
as the wicked king Antiochus said on his death-bed : ¢ Into what
tribulation am I come, and into what floods of sorrow, wherein
now I am : I that was pleasant and beloved in my power. But
now I remember the evils that I did in Jernsalem.”’ Now 1 re-
member, will many aone cry out, now I remember the sins I com-
mitted at home, in the garden, in company, alone, which my
sloth, my wilful blindness concealed from me. Alas! what an-

guish and fear have come upon me now about things that I
! In quantam tribulationem deveni, et in quos fluctus tristitia- in qua nune sum, qui ju-

cundus eram, et dilectus in potestate mea! Nunc vero reminascor malorum que feci in

Jerusalem.—I. Mach. vi, 11, 12, '
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formerly laughed at! Ah, would I had thought of this before!

Truly, my dear brethren, now is the time to think and to
weigh everything carefully in the balance of death. Now, while we
are still in life and have no fear of death, we often fear and avoid
what we shall at the end wish to have eagerly embraced; now
we long and yearn for and look on as a great happiness what we
shall then wish we had avoided as the greatest evil. Solitude,
humiliation, self-denial, mortification of the senses, poverty,
crosses and misery, the bare idea of such things fills us now with
aversion and disgust; but how differently death will speak to us
of those things! And here I can best explain my meaning by
a story that Plutarch relates of a certain queen. Mark what I
am abont to say, my dear brethren. not for the sake of the story,
which I bring forward only as a simile, but on account of the appli-
cation of it to our subject. Berenice, wife of King Deiotarus,
and a model of beauty, heard that there was, in a certain village,
a peasant girl who resembled her in every particular, features,
gait, and gesture, so that if she were clad in royal robes she might
be mistaken for the queen. The king, and especially the queen,
were very anxious to see this girl and sent for her to come to
court. And now comes the wonderful part of the story. The
queen and the girl entered the hall of the palace by different
doors at the same time; but hardly had they come together when
the queen held her nose tightiy with her fingers, the peasant girl
flung her hands up above her head and both fled precipitately
without greeting each other. The fact of the matter was that
the queen, being delicately reared, could not bear the odor of
hay, straw, and cow-dung that came from the peasant girl, while
the latter on her part, being unused to perfumes, could not
stand the smell of the balsams and ether scents with which the
queen’s garments were saturated, so that to avoid fainting, she
had to hold her head with both hands and escape as quickly as
possible. Thus they went away, having the same opinion of each
other; the queen thinking the girl smelt ill and the girl having
the same opinion of the gneen; hoth were right in their own
imagination, according to the training they had received.

Now for the application of this. It sometimes happens that
two women of equal age and standing go to church together; the
one pious, humble, modest, according to the Christian law; the
other worldly, vain, light-minded, bold. In the same way two
young men meet; the one quiet, well-reared, inclined to piety
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and the fear of God; the other insolent, proud, dissolute. Two
men meet; one goes regularly to church, to sermons and devo-
tions, the other seldom; the one is resigned to the will of Goa
in poverty, contempt, and adversity; the other lives in splendor,
dignity, and superfluity. If we could see the heart, we should
find out the different opinions those people form of each other.
The vain woman, the tepid man would think: oh, what a simple
woman or girl! what a melancholy man! See how abject they
are, with their prayer-books always under the arm, the rosary
always in the hand; they have no pleasure in life! They should
enter religion and not live in the world. I would rather die than
lead such a life as they lead! See, thinks the dissolute young
man with scorn and contempt, what a stupid fellow that other
is! how scrupulous he must be! He never omits going to church;
never goes into society; he cannot know anything of the world;
he ought to turn hermit. Alas! eries the rich man, how poor
and miserable that other is! Ile has hardly enough bread to eat,
all his clothes are on his back! God protect me from such misery!
And soon. But the others have their say, too. For shame, they
think, that men and women should be so haughty and conceited!
How proud and stuck-up they are! How dissolute in their be-
havior! IIow vain and scandalous in dress! How inconsiderate
in speech, how irreverent in the house of God; how luxurious in
eating and drinking; how idle and useless in their mode of life!
Are they Christians? Do they ever think of their souls? Do
they expect to get to heaven? Thus they mutually reproach
each other’s mode of life; just as the queen and the peasant girl
found each other’s presence insupportable. Now, which of the
two parties is right? Which will gain the victory?

Yon who are skilled in the law know very well that if one of
two contending parties gives way voluntarily to the other the
latter gains the case, and the suit is at an end even before the
judge pronounces sentence. Wait now, and see which of the
parties in question will be the first to yield. ¢ When he shall
sleep, he shall open hiseyes.” When they come to the point of
death their eyes will be opened. Then will the dissolute young
man moan and sigh, if not in words, at least with the heart, if
so much time shall be given him: ‘“ Therefore we have erred. ”*
Ah, what a mistake I have made! In whata wretched, immoral,
godless manner I have spent my young years! What will now be-

1 Ergo erravimus.—Wis. v, 6.
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come of my sorl? A'. would that I had served my God better!
Then will the tepid, luxurious, idle, rich man cry out, as the
pious Philip IZ. of Spain did on his death-bed: ¢ How happy I
would be now if I had spent my life in some corner of a des-
ert. 7' Then will he sigh forth, like that dying rich man of
whom St. Vincent Ferrer speaks: ¢“I have built many houses on
earth; would that I had built even one small cell in heaven!”?
Then will he cry out with that dying courtier: ¢“I have served a
mortal king for some forty years; would that I bad spent the
twentieth part of that time in the service of the Emperor of
heaven! I have written many reams of paper; would that I had
used one leaf to write out my sins for a general confession!” Then
will that vain woman, if so much grace will be given her, full of
anguish and remorse, send for a confessor, and exclaim with lips
and heart: Ah, would to God! Ah,if I hadonly...! Well? What
do you wish for? If you had only what? Ah, if I had only lived
amore pious, devout, and Christianlife! If Ihad only made more
use of my crucifix than of my looking-glass! If Ihad only been
more zealous in going to adore God in the church, and in attend-
ing sermons and devotions, than in paying visits to mere mortals!
If T had only my rosary more frequently in my hands than the
pack of cards! If I had only wrapped myself up in a mantle many
a time, so that no eye could see me, instead of giving scandal to
others by my indecent dress! If I had only spent more time in
adorning my soul with virtues than in tricking out my body
with vain apparel! If I had only given to Christ in His poor what
I squandered on luxury and superfluities! If I had only chastised
my body with penances instead of indulging in those pleasures
I sought after so eagerly! If I had only mortified my body by
hair-shirts and disciplines and iron girdles instead of decking
it ont forshow! If I had only given the morning to devotion in-
stead of spending it insleep! But what a change in your opinion!<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>