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it a blow under which it bends on its stem and withers forever; and after this short drama awaking on
the next day by the glare of the sun and the song of the birds, they rise very satisfied and they forget
everything.

And what does that poor, desolate heart have as a protection from such dangers?
Unfortunately, God Who knows the weakness of women and society, which is also known to the
woman, long ago gave her three shields — religion, modesty and the law.

Religion, nevertheless, not only that you don’t want it, but you undermined it and slowly you
ripped it out. What is happening with modesty when religion is driven away you probably all know.
Mental laziness, emptiness, an empty heart and fashion changes it into destruction.

What refers to law it would be odd if having trampled fatherhood and having established a
divorce, one would keep his severity towards the wrong-doer and the seducer.

In countries in which the people keep the principles of Christianity, a woman’s honor is under
the protection of the law and under the protection of all honest people. There they make a woman a
wife instead of making a sacrifice of her.

In countries in which people believe in very little or in nothing and at the same time they have
lost all sense of morality, a woman bound by the bonds of marriage is as in a trap and is thrown into
company in which loose customs, uncontrollable discussions, many scandals, a powerless and indulgent
public opinion, a powerless fatherly authority and a husband who is not recognized threaten her with
the greatest danger.

And since the unhealthy literature covers with glory the seducers and the divorced, ridiculing
the simple-heartedness and the gullibility of husbands and of women for their lack of religion for whom
there is no help. A woman deprived of God falls and becomes a seducer. She needs the love of the great
and the noble. Take that away from her and she will find illicit love. Since she will not be doing anything
good she will be spreading evil.

As soon as her mind, grace, gift of persuasion, beauty, perseverance and heart enter into the
service of evil something terrible happens. And here these words — “The corruption of the best becomes
the worst.” Thus a woman, because God created her with a more delicate and tender hand and for a
higher purpose, falls lower than a man. More than he, she pursues emptiness, egoism, love for the
world, forgetfulness of God and the hatred of good.

Open Sacred Scripture — what kind of praises are there for a woman if her heart belongs to God.
“This is a pearl of which there is no equal even to the ends of the earth.” But, what indignation when a
vocation is unfaithful.

A certain diplomat said, “At the bottom of every happening, there is the hand of a woman.”
Looking at all of the misfortunes at everything that bloodied the world and what corrupted the world, |
will say: ”At the bottom of every fall, there is a woman.”
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Yes, the beginning and the end is always a woman! The first catastrophe of mankind begins
shortly after the creation of the world and ends with the exile from Paradise. Whose fault? The mother
of the human race!

The second catastrophe begins with the banishment from Paradise and ends with the flood.
What brought on this terrible punishment? | read from Holy Scripture: “The daughters of the people
were seducing the sons of God.” Who disturbs the faith, peace and piety in the hearth of Abraham?
Agar! Who stripped Solomon of his honor? Foreign women. Who pushed Herod to behead St. John the
Baptist? Herodias! And that which happened in biblical times is still happening in modern times. Truly,
this proves how much a woman needs God.

Her heart is so loving, but it is passionate; it is tender but jealous; delicate but sensitive; tender
and affectionate but impetuous; strong but at the same time weak; great but also small; good but also
bad —in need of subjugation and the transformations by the actual presence of God, so that her life,
mind, fire and love, turned onto the true road towards the essential goal, namely towards raising man to
God would give the world happiness and give to heaven virtue.

To shield women from those cold truths of indifference in religious matters that ae so ruinous
for her, God, out of regard for her high and delicate mission, gave her yet one more gift, greater than all
the others. But, how shall we name it? How can it be drawn?

Let me tell you that there is something divine in a woman. Is it because she is weaker than a
man, she should be closer to God so that she would stick deeper in God than he? Or is it that she is
called to matters that are more divine, as a maiden, a wife and a mother and by herself she is incapable
of fulfilling such great assignments therefore, it was necessary for her as it were, to grow onto God so
that she would not be able to tear herself away from Him? Or perhaps this was necessary on account of
her greater sufferings.

In any case, in the depths of the soul of a woman is a more tender, more delicate and more
distinct imprint of the Hand of God which remains, when everything else is destroyed and which nothing
can remove or wipe out. That is why everywhere in all religious, the woman seeks God. Rather, she
doesn’t seek Him but she senses Him and her entire being senses Him.

When that great light, virginity passes then comes motherhood. As a mother, she has an even
stronger presentiment of God than she had as a virgin. A light for her is the child at her bosom and her
husband at her side; her light is her young daughter, pretty and modest, her grown son, inexperienced,
exposed to dangers.

It is never dark in a heart where so many stars shine. She has all of the lights for she has all of
the loves. One would have to tear her heart out so that she would not sense God, the soul, goodness,
beauty, truth everything that is noble, that is Godly.

Do you know what is needed to throw her into the embrace of unbelief? It would be necessary
for her not to be a virgin, a wife, or a mother. Each of these have something of the divine. It is against
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this cliff that are shattered all of the efforts of perverse people who want to deprive a woman of
religion, “Until you come to this point and no further.”

Every man should respect a woman of faith for only a daughter, wife and mother who have faith
are capable and know how to uphold, console and defend in days of sorrow, danger and misfortune.

A woman without faith is a helpless person who is morally shaky. But a woman who wants to
fulfill that great mission marked out by the Creator should not forget about her divine calling and stand
on the pedestal on which the Savior Himself placed her. Then, in truth, she will be the nurse, guardian
and priestess of the family hearth.




image1.jpeg
January 26, 1958
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

As an introduction I'm using the ending of the story from last Sunday. The sick nun had plans for
the conversion of the girl who, out of despair took poison. If she comes as she promised, she’ll speak
gently to her; maybe the heart of this poor girl can be moved; maybe she’ll again have a good cry;
maybe she’ll allow herself to be converted and she’ll abandon that loose life. We can’t give up praying
for her intention.

A year went by and the girl, did not come and the nun walked about like a shadow. Finally, the
sickness undercut her legs.

About two years passed by. It was a wintry day clear, and fair. The ground was covered with
snow. Groups of people were on their way to the hospital. The doors of the chapel were open and there
were already quite a few people gathered there.

A tall, fashionably dressed lady entered the hospital. She stopped one of the Sisters asking: “Is it
possible for me to see Sister Agnes? Is she still sick?” “No,” answered the nun, “come with me and | will
take you to her.” Slowly, through a long corridor they came to the small chapel.

In front of the railing stood a modest coffin surrounded by tall candles. The nun and the girl
stood alongside the coffin. The nun, very moved, spoke between sobs: “Sister Agnes died the day before
yesterday. Before she died, she asked her, who discouraged with life, used poison.”

The girl began to shed bitter tears. She kept staring at the snow white face of the dead Sister, at
her white brow, fallen cheeks, thin lips, her stiff hands that were clasping a rosary. It seemed to her that
her heart was going to stop; it grew dark before her eyes, tears streamed from her eyes and her painful
sobs echoed against the chapel walls. The sympathetic people gathered there, not knowing the real
reason, wept along with the fashionably dressed woman.

After the funeral service ended, the chapel quickly emptied. However, in the last bench, the girl
remained alone. Seeing her crying so bitterly, the old priest who was the chaplain drew near to her
asking her why she wasn’t leaving.

To answer him, she whispered something in his ear. The old priest nodded his head and entered
the confessional. That holy confession lasted a long time. Between sobs and weeping, she admitted all
of her mistakes and failings.

In heaven the angels were, no doubt, rejoicing because the prodigal daughter finally returned to
the home of her Heavenly Father. She also returned to the home of her parents. From then on she led
an exemplary and peaceful life.

From this point to today’s talk entitled:
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THE DIGNITY OF A WOMAN

The examples that were given you on last Sunday’s program clearly show what confusion the
lack of faith causes in the mind, and the hard thick-skinned indifference in the heart of a woman, who
either willingly and without thinking renounced her faith, or in her soul, external factors have
suffocated.

This is what a person who knew people very wrote about this matter: “As soon as a lack of faith
devastates the heart of a woman it shakes the columns of the hearth of the home and you will perish
under its ruins. That’s right, you will perish! For if the gifts bestowed on a woman are miraculous, how
can they be at the same time dangerous? They can be the good luck of the family; but don’t turn them
away from their true purpose, especially do not turn them against herself for then this can bring about
to her a lot of disquiet, tears and shame.”

What is this first gift which God bestows on a woman? I'll tell you straight off — beauty! But let
us seize the true character of beauty. It was given to a woman in order to make it easier for her to fulfill
her divine mission therefore it has a divine quality. It grows with virtue and disappears with sin and is
indissolubly united with modesty.

Modesty is an inseparable part of her beauty, her charm and her shield. The more modest that a
woman is that makes her more beautiful and the opposite; the more beautiful she becomes the less she
needs to hide.

For this reason also, as soon as Christ on earth added virtue to her beauty, the woman became
even more beautiful and at the same time, a matter worth our attention, the walls fell that tied her
down as well as all the jealous covers that covered her from people’s view.

She showed herself as grateful, ideally modest, just like the artist Raphael drew her much more
beautiful than the Greek sculptor Phideus imagined her. Even the veil which was blessed by custom fell,
it had been recommended by the Apostle Paul and the words of St. Vincent de Paul can be applied to a
young woman: “Virtue will be her veil.”

But that unusual beauty is not lasting. Not in this sense that it vanishes at the first puff of wind -
On the contrary. Since for men, the age of beauty passes quickly, giving way to an age of strength, a
woman maintains her place in it and time shows itself as ineffective compared to her grace.

But, just let some vice touch her, let the shade of shame flood her cheeks and already
everything is finished. Her face remains young, all of her features are delicate, but don’t seek there any
beauty. Something withered and soon loathsome shows up on that elegant face, calling out to people
passing by: “Begone! Go away!”

Why is this divine union of beauty and virtue if not to raise hearts to God. And why is this beauty
on the woman’s brow if not to gain the hearts of others? The Holy Spirit explained that secret with the
words that are full of deep meaning: “They will be as beautiful as churches.” Why? So that, like
churches, they raises hearts to God. This is the first gift.
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Who doesn’t feel how dangerous it is to be without God and without virtue? That is why
Ecclesiastes calls out so boldly: “Many people have perished for feminine beauty.

That which was said about the beauty of woman, must also be said about her mind. This is a
beautiful vessel, wing-shaped and bold, but it needs an anchor. Otherwise, a thousand wind storms, and
two, especially two — its lightness and once it swerves off course its arrogance will either carry it up on
the rocks or will run it aground in shallow waters.

But, give him that anchor, that is, the power, authority and support in certain and stable
principles that would take care of him, in other words: give him God and religion and you will not find
anything more grateful.

Sometimes they compare the mind of a man with that of a woman. But, can that be done? They
are not similar to each other in anything. One could say they are two angels from two different choirs.
They are totally different and that is why they harmonize with each other and together they fulfill each
other.

A man considers every single thing and his thinking becomes the light; a woman feels it and the
thought already becomes warm and something loving. He has the gift of making generalizations, while
she is the opposite and analyzes, spreads out and displays.

Or, he thinks in his head and that thought goes to his heart and there it gets warm; she thinks
with her heart and then that loving thought enters her head and there it lights up. Thus, what he
teaches, she inspires. What the one orders or commands, the other obtains by entreaty. The one
persuades while the other attracts. A lovely union of two voices united in one. The male voice has major
sounds; the voice of a woman takes on minor tones that are suppressed and solemn; if they were
lacking all that would be heard would be the roughness and force of the first voice.

There are yet other differences between their minds which move as though in different spheres.
The mind of a woman is relatively lower in things which a man knows or should know, but outstanding
and highly capable for those of which he forgets or can forget.

A man fighting for the needs of life, swallowed up by the humdrumness of his own occupation
and interests, must neglect something. What? Certain ideals! The present time and reality weigh down
upon him; ideals disappear and are gone. Who will return them to him? Where will he again find a spark
of enthusiasm? Where? In the mind of a woman. This exactly is what the man so quickly forgets, that a
woman feels the strongest emotions and never forgets.

Order, logic and consequences strike a man when a woman doesn’t even notice this. But, let a
sublime thought, one that is pure, flowing directly from the soul and warmed by a warm heart, a woman
seizes it, nurses it and puts it into practice. Some people insist that this is a fault and a deficit of the
feminine mind. In reality, it is a fault that is extremely beautiful, noble and sublime.




image4.jpeg
Besides, consider those modern educational tests in the education of women, those absurd
fancies of bending their minds to men’s logic, to his cold, reasoning outlook on things and his deep,
educational deductions. What are the results of such efforts?

Nature will not be corrected, the masterpiece will be broken. Instead of perfect women, we will
have unsuccessful and ineffective men. This doesn’t mean that there is no need to educate her mind but
not to burden it nor lead it from its path. Besides, the modern world is cunning. It often presents the
means as an end.

You force books into the woman’s hands, you want to flood her mind with knowledge, to take
the place of the children she doesn’t have and the religion which you want to tear from her. When you
have once chased God out of her soul, lay desolate the homes without cradles, then you were horrified
at her emptiness and light-mindedness. Something had to take the place of the smashed anchor of
religion.

You tried the anchor of education to no avail. No education will take the place of that which you
have knocked out of her hands. No books will fill that void. What do you want for the woman’s mind in
your world without God, in the presence of godless studies, in your affirmation that man has descended
from an ape and not from God and so one?

With that kind of your world, a woman will loathe it. She will cast aside your books in which she
finds no food for herself and she will cast off all of your books in which she finds no food for her mind.
She will throw off all of your studies and in the face of a world of beauty that now is closed to her she
will throw herself into details. Thoughtlessness now characterizes her life.

From now on she will dedicate her mind, her feelings for beauty, her sagacity and ability to think
up every day the oddest attires, for looking for medicines for her lack of activity in games or in the
intrigues of love.

And because a man, stepping down from moral heights and pulling down with himself his
companion, will no longer find any pleasure in conversation with a woman and she even less, therefore,
in every circle of friends two separate circles are created. In one of them there will only be talk of
business matters, retail trade, manufacturing, the money market, dogs, horses and hunting.

In the second one, talk is only of rascals and lovers. No thought that arises in a man’s mind can
be spread unless it first passes through the heart of a woman. This is why the teachers of atheism,
paganism and materialism search for women to be their collaborators and apostles. And they find them,
because besides having a tendency for trivial matters, women have a tendency to exaggeration and
once they are let astray to impudence.

They therefore, find such women and they find such who even outdo themselves. The terrifying
shouts of atheism from the lips of women resound everywhere. Crowds listen to the teachings of
shameless, humiliating materialism.
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Women deliver these talks. This gives rise to gangs of women who are disheveled and unkempt,
mentally, in their hearts and spiritually. Thus, feminine beauty without God, without faith and without
modesty becomes a trap and a snare so too her mind without God becomes a plague of locusts.

Nevertheless, in order to correctly and properly appreciate the greatness of the gifts God has
given to women in agreement with her godly mission, one must consider the heart of a woman. This is
the third gift and the third power graciously given her by her Creator.

The heart of a man is only a part of his essence — in a woman the heart is her entire essence.
This is what a certain Christian thinker said: “A woman is shallower than a man in everything, but a
woman is deeper when it refers to love.”

We all know this moving definition given by a woman: “Love is only an episode in a man’s life,
but for a woman it is her entire life.” In essence, God did not create anything more beautiful than the
heart of a woman. It is a perfect work. Tenderness, sweetness, unlimited dedication, modesty, patient
fidelity and stubborn attention which of these gifts doesn’t a woman’s heart possess? But it is necessary,
absolutely necessary that God be present in that heart. The heart of a woman is that flower garden
blooming only in the rays of God’s sun.

And people want to chase God out of it. Then, it would become desolate, become poor and
would turn against you. The human heart does not bear emptiness, especially the heart of a woman.
That is why God did not create it to be empty. On the contrary, He filled it ;bundantly with the love of a
daughter for her parents; of a wife for her husband; as a mother for her children; of a sister for her
brothers; and above all of these, a Christian’s love for God!

For every change in a woman'’s life, new feelings blossom like a new flower. The greater the love
so much greater, so much more important and more responsible duties go with it in pairs, and with the
increment of happiness in the heart; her life takes on virtues, dedication and worries, her life is then like
a ship weighed down by a ballast. It can pass through life without fear of shattering.

But take all that away, remove the anchor of faith from the heart as you have already removed
it from the mind, create an emptiness and you shall see what happens. This abandoned heart leaves
home. For what is she to do in a home where the husband is always absent and where there are no
cradles?

She goes out into the world in order to amuse herself, to play and does this often in secret not
daring to admit even to herself that she is seeking those snares of which St. Augustine speaks: “It is so
pleasant to be caught in them.”

And what does she meet? Hearts that are also empty for there are so many of them on this
earth. And if you would only meet such even these would grow bigger and would fester his wound,
showing him their own.

But there are also found there for their own loss those that are so well named, elegant beasts of
prey; these bored and skeptical creatures who having noticed a flower, circle around it for a while, give




