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Tomorrow is the Feast of University of Notre Dame «es28 roparation for all
the Holy Nane. Offer your - Religious Bulletin sins of spcech committed
Moss and Communion... Janvary 4, 1938 throughout the world.
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Aﬁgustine Thinks.

Conversion is not only for confirmed sinncrs. It is for cveryone who wants to over-
come anyv form.pf woakness. At the beginning of a now year, let us reflect for a mos
ment on the cxample of the great 5t. Augustine.

The gayost, most gifted and sensuwal scholar in the University of Carthage, auvgustine
oncc chanced upon this passage in Cicero:

"If o man has a soul, as the greatest philosophers maintain, and if that soul
is immortal and divine, then must it needs be that the more it has been steep-
¢d in rcason, and true love, and the pursuit of truth, and the less it has
been stained by viee and passion, so much the more suruly it will rise above
this earth and aseond into the skics.™

That sentenco made Augustine restless and he continually went buack to it, He looked
for an intelleetual solution of the difficulties it sct up. He knew somothing about
the Manicheas. They had o solubion; it was this: sin and weakness cannot be roesist-
cd, passion is a nccessiby., The llanichean doctrine Augustine cembraced to quiet the
storm in his own conscicucg.

Augustine Suflors.

Years slipped by and Augustinc, the rhetorieian, moved up from Corthase to Hilan to
criticize and judgo Ambrosc the man of letters. Bub in Ambrosec's church Augustine
forgot Ambrosc the man of lotters and began to liston to Ambrosc the saint. Augus-
tine became interested in the Church's liturgy, wotched the osonle in full content-
ment at their prayers around him, longed to tears that he might e one with them.
But he couldn't make up his mind to pay the pricee In his own words:

"The cnemy held my soul still captive; therefore, he kent me chained down and
bound. For out of a forward will lust had sprunz; and lust pampered beeome
customsy and custom indulged become nocessitys Thou, 0 Lord, didst show me
that what Thou didst say was true. I had nothing at all to answer but those
dull snd dreary words: After a while, Socon, Leave me alone a little while,
"ifith scourges of condemmation I lashed my soul to force it....vol it drew
backss.its self=-defonse was spent, yet it feared, as it would death itsclf,

to have that discase of habit healed, wherchy it was wasting to death.

"Thou, 0 Lord, 4idst harry me within with Thy mereiless morey; Thou didst
multinly the lashos of fear nnd shame, lest I should azain give way to lust.”

Augustine Turns.

Aucustine was alone in his garden. He lay down beneath o tree; his toars wet the
e .

grownd. "How lons?" he cricd, "How long shall this be? It is alvays tomorrow and
tomorrow. hy not this hour an end to all my meannossos?”

s he spoke a littlec child in a house noeurby san® a nursery rhyme. Thoe rofrain wos
this: "Take up and read, take up and rood." %echxﬂiaxlly Aupustine stretchod his
hartd to n bodk he had brought with himJ It was S4. Paul's Eplstles, and this 1s
ywhat he resd: "Pub ye on the Lord Josus Christ, mnd make net provision for the flesh
o Pulfill the lusts thercof."

Hero woere vhe terms of convorsion, JAugustine accepbed thems He know that if he
roally wanted to, he conld manage thems. He roco, went into his mother's room and
thiro at her feot surrendored his past forever. Aftorwards he wrote this memorable
sentonost  "Thou hast made us, 0 Lord, for Thyself, and our hoart shull find no
rest bill it rost in Thoo,"

PRAYERS:  (dwoonsod) fathor of Tom Bulger (Dillon). Ill, mothur of Gone Casoy (0.C.)




