1825

To Father Courtès at Aix.

162:VI in Oblate Writings

A case of particular friendship at the novitiate.

Courtès

[Marseilles, 

1824-1825
].

Do not neglect the moral flaw of B
, the matter is important, he could be drawn into very great faults. Be bent on curing him, it is a very dangerous passion which becomes as violent as what they call love, or rather let us say it is really love that is not less to be feared when it has as object a person of the same sex. By fear of God and piety one can moderate its ardour but it ends by stopping at nothing. So while being mindful of his weakness in the use of remedies, watch very attentively this disorder which springs, alas! from excess of sensibility of our heart and from the corruption of our nature.

Send me word if you put off the feast of the First Friday to the second day of the month and I shall arrange my time accordingly.

To Brother J. A. M. Martin at Aix.

163:VI in Oblate Writings

It is difficult for the Society of Missionaries to help his parents.

Martin

[Marseilles] 

January 11, 1825.

I do not know, my dear friend, where it would lead if each member of the Society were to seek its support for the extravagances of [his]
 parents. This is not the practice of other Societies certainly richer than ours which could not take care of the needs of its own members were it not helped by outside aid. There is no more reason for you to pay the cost of the stupidities of your father than there is for your brother to do it. It is up to him, who would profit from the (family) goods, to find the means to arrange matters. It is quite enough to renounce everything and not demand anything from our families. We are dead as far as they are concerned, if they counted less on us, they would make their way without us...

To Father Honorat at Aix.

164:VI in Oblate Writings

Loan of 1000 francs to the father of an Oblate.

Honorat

[Marseilles] 

January 15, 1825.

We take nothing from anyone, my dear friend, and yet we have to provide for everybody. God will help us no doubt for we act in quite a Christian manner. Here is Father M
 whose family needs help. I am decided to give him an advance of one thousand francs for which M. will sign a note in favour of my mother. I consent that this sum, lent without interest, be reimbursed only with daily provisions that Mr. M will make to the house, which will be deducted from the capital.

To Father Courtès at Aix.

165:VI in Oblate Writings

Give the members of the Society numbers in sequence which will serve to mark their linen. Father Honorat is asked to prepare a list of the members of the Society.

Courtès

[Marseilles] 

January 17, 1825.

I approve for marking linen the proposal of giving each a number; but perhaps it would be better to distinguish the different houses by a letter rather than a number so as not to multiply excessively the marks. I suggest this reflection to Father Honorat who is very experienced in these matters as in many others besides. As for the number, it should be in relation to the whole of the members of the Society and not houses because nothing can be clearly indicated in that way. So, I would be given the number 1 and Father Tempier would have number 2, and so on. We would proceed in this sequence to the last. If you find this all right, propose it.

As to designating each one, it would not be necessary to make mention of the particular house where he is to be found at present. This mark would serve only for the linen and common effects.

I had asked Honorat to send me the excerpt from the will of...
 which ought to be found in the black portfolio.

I ask Father Honorat to set forth and send me on a paper well arranged in columns, the number, name, first name, day of birth, entrance to novitiate, date of profession, day of priesthood, place of birth (the place of birth after the date of birth) of each individual in the Society. In this tableau, only the Oblates must be included. In a second (list), he will put those who are only novices. As for me, I was born at Aix, August 1, 1782, I am called Charles Joseph Eugene, I became priest December 21, 1811. Tempier is called François de Paule Henri, he was born April 1, 1788, and became priest [March 26, 1814]. Dupuy is called Jean Alexandre he was born at Aix November 29, 1798, he became priest on [June 16, 1821].

To Father Courtès at Aix.

166:VI in Oblate Writings

Latin translation of the Rules.

Courtès

[Marseilles] 

January 18, 1825.

I wrote to you yesterday, my very dear friend, but we always have so many things to say to one another that there inevitably remains something more to deal with. You had offered to translate our Rules and I had accepted your offer but we had not arranged anything, as I was thinking of improving the beginning in order to correct certain expressions that were too severe or oratorical. I have so little free time that I have not yet been able to touch it. However it should be a matter of urgency to have this translation done. That was on my mind this morning during my thanksgiving which is not exempt, as you see, from distractions, unless you take as a good inspiration the thought that it would be well that you begin to translate bits here and there and that you be helped, if necessary in this work, by those of our Oblates whom you know as able to do it and who would be good enough Latinists for this.

To Father Marcou at Notre Dame du Laus.

167:VI in Oblate Writings

Conduct as well as possible the business of the house. Poverty at the novitiate

Marcou

[Marseilles] 

January 29, 1825.

The account that you render to me of the state of affairs at Notre Dame du Laus does not surprise me but I am not very pleased for it proves that there has been much neglect of the finances. You should have remembered that we have a novitiate filled with very fine people but who do not have a penny and yet it is necessary to feed and clothe them. I therefore urge you to be most economical and to be very orderly.

It would be better to buy the ledgers required by the Rules at Gap; they must be simple and without embellishment.

To Father Courtès at Aix.

168:VI in Oblate Writings

Father de Mazenod has no time to go to Aix for the first Friday of the month

Courtès

[Marseilles] 

February 2, 1825.

I did not go to see you today because on Sunday I have to accompany the Bishop to Aubagne, Cassis and Gémenos
. This journey will take nearly all next week. If I were to leave today for Aix and (be away) until Saturday evening, when would I do the pastoral letter which nonetheless always has to be done?

To Father Courtès at Aix.

169:VI in Oblate Writings

Manner in which the Office is to be recited

Courtès

[Marseilles] 

February 10, 1825.

The Office must be said in a very recollected manner, without being sung or intoned, but composedly and with care to observe the mediant.

To Father Courtès at Aix.

170:VI in Oblate Writings

The Latin translation of the Rules should be entrusted to only one Father.

Courtès

[Marseilles] 

February 21, 1825.

Father Tempier would be inclined to think that Father Albini should be exclusively engaged in the translation that has been begun and that he should not go on missions. He made the same remark that we did about the muddle of a translation made by several individuals who each have their own style. This deficiency will be very visible. He would therefore prefer that only one person assume the task; and as you are too busy to take it on
, it would seem that Father Albini should be chosen. It is not an easy matter to decide. As our good Father Albini has been counting on the missions, would it not cause him too keen a disappointment to turn him away from them
? There would be another way, and that would be that you make your contribution to the whole work by retouching even what Father Albini has done well.

I am sending you what Father Bernard has done, without having had the time to read it. You will correct it, if there is occasion to do so, together with what I had previously sent to you.

To Father Courtès at Aix.

171:VI in Oblate Writings

Articles of the Rule to be corrected and translated

Courtès 

[Marseilles]

February 22, 1825.

If you can do some more work, you can undertake chapter III. I still remain perplexed about article 9 of Paragraph 2. I ask you to look at it, reflect and propose to me what you think
.

In each house of the Society, in order to provide the members who live therein some good thoughts about death, there will always be kept in reserve a crucifix which will be hung in some visible place of a common room of the house. It is this crucifix which will be placed in the hands of the deceased and enclosed in the coffin with him
.

To Father Vachon at Aix.

172:VI in Oblate Writings

Fraternal correction. Advice concerning confessions.

Vachon

[Marseilles] 

February 28, 1825.

It would be a great imperfection, my dear friend, to take it amiss that someone has warned you about mistakes you might have made at the start of your ministry, and a real injustice to be resentful to those who would have informed me about them. On both sides, we have performed an indispensable duty and it seems to me that far from complaining, you ought to be happy about this quite fraternal supervision which ensures your progress and preserves you from the error of illusion.

You know our Rules; they are in this respect eminently wise; let us never stray from them. The first one I reproved in this matter was your superior himself who had thrown you too soon into a ministry which is not learnt by inspiration. He should know that a new confessor is liable to deceive himself and to be deceived. So he should have, after having given you verbally some counsels that are not to be found in the manuals, to insist that you consult him quite often about the cases that you meet and on the method that you have to follow. We have all gone through that, my dear friend. It seems that you believed you knew enough to proceed without guidance, and that is where you deceived yourself: so much for what seems certain. But it is not a crime of which you are accused, so why be troubled? Why do you complain? I did not intend to write you about this but proposed on coming the next time to converse with you, frankly and in quite a friendly manner, to rectify what I might have found defective in your ideas and approve what might have been good. So put your mind at ease and be well convinced that we never have any purpose, either in praising or blaming someone amongst us, other than the greater good of the member, the honour of the holy ministry and the glory of God.

... I would willingly approve that you wait for more assurance of his perseverance in view of his receiving communion at a Mass with many people but you can immediately admit him for reconciliation and even have him receive communion al a Mass attended by few people. You will then judge to what extent you can let his communions be more frequent by the fervour of his compunction, his modesty, his horror for occasions; for it is especially at the removal of occasions that you ought to aim
.

To Father Courtès at Aix.

173:VI in Oblate Writings

Translation and correction of the Constitutions.

Courtès

[Marseilles] 

March 12, 1825.

You did wrong to translate the particular regulations for the missions, for I had not yet reread them. You can work on chapter III entitled: Other principal observances. I will entrust Father Bernard with the part about the vows ...

Why has he entrusted to us this ministry of peace? Why has he placed in us this word of reconciliation, if it is not in order that it be applied efficaciously to sinners so that their sins will no longer be imputed to them, so that they will receive pardon and be effectively reconciled with God...

Uberemque regenerationis fontem ...
 The fruitfulness that regenerates souls which had been placed in him by J[esus] C[hrist]...

The ministry of the Word cannot be substituted for the sacrament of penance instituted by J. C. in order to reconcile man with God...

It seems to me that one can suppress this, whatever Tempier says about it ...

To Father Mye at Puyloubier.

174:VI in Oblate Writings

Closing of the mission of Puyloubier during Holy Week.

Mye

[Marseilles]

March 16, 1825.

It would be better to have communion on Holy Thursday and plant the cross on Holy Friday, then leave on Holy Saturday so as to be with your brothers on the holy day of Easter.

To Father Courtès at Aix.

175:VI in Oblate Writings

Take care of the books of the library.

Courtès

[Marseilles]

April 5, 1825.

I would wish to send the Memorial catholique for binding but you have kept the month of November at Aix, so I believe. Do some searching to find it. In general, not enough care is taken of books. Father Suzanne took two away which he seemed to need but I would not wish them to be given to him without letting me know and without permission.

To Father Tempier at Marseilles.

176:VI in Oblate Writings

The proposal to establish at Alais is unsuitable but Bishop de Chaffoy will place the Fathers in the city of Nimes.

Tempier

[Nimes
] 

April 7, 1825.

... Meanwhile, they offer to rent you lodging in a small house at the expense of the parochial administration, to serve as assistant to the parish priest and on Sunday to go two or three leagues from Alais
 and say Mass in different vacant parishes. I do not see how this can be the vocation of our missionaries. That is why I am very determined not to accept the offers which will be made to us. However, we are going to set out for Alais in order not to appear to act inconsiderately and without knowing the situation.

Thus we see, my dear friend, our hopes fade a second time. I seem to hear you say that we are meeting with misfortune in the diocese of Nimes since, in spite of our good will to serve it and work efficaciously for the glory of God and the salvation of souls, we are unable to achieve anything. All however is not lost and the good God, who knows our good desires and the purity of our intentions, will no doubt provide for his work. I believe I am even able to say that his last will is already manifesting itself in a positive manner. This is where we are. As soon as I had talked with M. Laresche
 I went to see the Bishop to share my ideas with him. He entered perfectly into my views and showed me he has the best of intentions. He agrees that the establishment, such as had been planned for Alais, was not feasible and you would have been surprised to see how he seized at first sight what we are and what we will to do. I did not hide from him that, having no greater desire than to work in conformity with our vocation, our ambition was to extend and propagate the work which the Lord had confided to us, I thus did not fear to admit to him that I would be very pleased to be able to establish a community close to him, in his episcopal city, and that this was the place which was suitable to us because, being the aides de camp of the bishops, it was necessary that we be habitually within reach to receive their orders, etc. I entered into some details about our spirit and our manner of life, etc. He found all that I said to his liking and assured me in the most sincere manner that he must take up this project
.

... You appreciate the advantage of being lodged in the seminary while waiting to find a suitable place. Who knows if God will not find for us some vocation or other amongst so many young students who may be able to conceive some esteem for us in seeing so close to them those whom we would place beside them. But who shall we put there? The choice will not be easy. We cannot conceal from ourselves that our good Father M[ye] is not presentable we must impress by means of great regularity, great exactitude. Honorat, Albini and Vachon, or who then? I would willingly add Arnoux. Albini is quite fresh and new, Vachon quite new also and quite cold
.

To Madame de Mazenod, Papassaudy Street No. 2, at Aix, Bouches-du-R[hone]

45:XIII in Oblate Writings

Tell Father Courtès to retain the Missionaries who are to open the Oblate house at Nimes.

L.J.C.
Mazenod Madame de 

Lyons, 

May 13, 1825.

Please give news of me to the Mission and tell Father Courtès that I have written to Father Tempier at Marseilles that, if we still have the time and if he does not find it inconvenient, we can put off going to Nimes till the Octave of Pentecost, for his sake and due to the somewhat sudden vacancy that Father Honorat’s absence would make during the preparations for the feast.
 M. Laresche,
 to whom I have written and from whom I feared an evasive response which had induced me to advance the departure a little, is travelling with the Bishop.
 Besides that, I leave things for further reflection we can make on the spot and the decision that we must take. I am communicating my thoughts for now.

Please show Father Courtès this part of the letter and point out to him that he can decide nothing without writing to Father Tempier who may have reserved places or made arrangements that he can no longer change…

To Father Courtès at Aix.

177:VI in Oblate Writings

Novena to the Blessed Alphonse de Liguori to ask for the cure of Caroline de Boisgelin.

Courtès

[Paris] 

21st [of May] 1825.

... While nonetheless resigned to the will of God, we could try and invoke the Saint whom we have called upon so often on behalf of others. I beg you then to begin a novena to Blessed Alphonse Marie de Liguori on Trinity Sunday. You must display in the house the relic of the Saint and cause to be said with fervour and confidence by all our Fathers and Brothers the litanies of the Blessed with the oraison. Propose a communion at the beginning and one at the end of the novena. We here will unite ourselves to these prayers and if it be part of the designs of God that his Servant be canonized, our little one will be cured
.

To Father Courtès at Aix.

178:VI in Oblate Writings

Awaiting the arrival of the king. Scorn for the world and its honours.

Courtès

Rheims, 

May 26, 1825.

When shall I ever manage, very dear friend, to hide myself far from the world, yes, so far that I shall not be able to see or hear it. The more I regard it close at hand, the more it looks despicable and horrible to me. This time I can say that I find myself at the centre of its magnificence, on an occasion when vanity unfurls all its opulence. Impossible to see anything more sumptuous; one’s eyes are dazzled. Yet these are only preliminaries for the most splendid ceremony that ever shall be seen during the reign of a powerful monarch. Prior to his arrival, all the grandees of the kingdom are coming in crowds and jostling one another in this little corner of the earth. Everybody is steeped in conceit; admiration and ecstasy abound. They think themselves remarkable merely from the fact of being just now at the focal point of the whole of Europe. They applaud any favours which elevate certain personages of whom they are jealous at heart but whom they flatter as long as they are not without hope of seeing themselves become their protégés. It would be endless if I tried to describe all I see at close quarters but I would also never be able to say to what extent I disdain all that is made the object of the admiration and cupidity, I dare say, of all of them. I am perhaps the only one placed high enough to tread under foot such grandeur, such honour, so much wealth. I do so in my thoughts, I mean, and with a heart so disposed that it finds here below only a few individuals like yourself and a few others who are worth its attention and merit its affection. So I give it to you entirely and undivided. If I dared to confide to paper certain reflections which concern only those of our rank, I would tell you a thing or two! You would know what merit is, what it takes to be esteemed, honoured, praised, commended; what is called good, what is called evil, who they are who do good and how, in effect, it must be done. How many other things would you not learn! In truth, it would not be anything other than what you know, but no matter. It is thus that one must think, speak, act in order to gain a fortune and advance. I wish these people happiness but reserve the right, by taking the opposite direction, to protest by my conduct against all this lying, illusion and deplorable deception; my sole consolation will always be to see my companions walk with me in paths which from day to day become more unfamiliar but where we still find footsteps left by the saints to mark their passage and encourage those who wish to get to where they are.

I am finishing my letter today with quite some haste in order not to miss the post which leaves at midday. Here no one does or has time for anything. That is all right for those whose lives are futile and go up in smoke; as for us, it must be otherwise. I hope, dear friend, that you are well. In a month’s time I will have, it seems, the pleasure of embracing you. I have talked so much about what is going on here that I have forgotten to tell you that the King will make his entrance tomorrow at two o’clock, that we will be waiting for him from noon with our bishops at the cathedral where he will come to attend first vespers and the sermon preached by His Eminence the Cardinal de la Fare, that he will present his gift to the church of Rheims consisting of vestments of great beauty, sacred vessels, etc., that tomorrow, Sunday, we will have to be at the church before six o’clock and, in consequence, will have to say Mass during the night, that on Monday will take place the procession of the nobility, Tuesday the grand review, from assisting at which we will dispense ourselves, having chosen precisely that day to steal away...

To Father Tempier at Marseilles.

179:VI in Oblate Writings

Scorn for worldliness. Regards with pity so much vanity.

Tempier

[Rheims] 

May 27, 1825.

It is a good thing for you, my dear Tempier, that I write you only after having discharged my melancholy humour into the two letters that I have just penned for Aix and Paris. If that is all the world can offer in the way of beauty, however much its brilliance and ravishing fantasies may be seductive to others. I am only more confirmed than ever in the scorn that all of it deserves and has always inspired in me. in passing through these splendid chambers, these superb porticoes, the church itself which seems to have changed its purpose for the occasion, no longer being the house of God but the sumptuous temple of vanity, I had a secret whim to defy the world, to do something still more magnificent, more striking. Well now, I said, you are exhausted; it is impossible for you to do more. Know that you have nonetheless not been able to satisfy the least of my affections, fill the tiniest corner of my heart.

My reflections continued further when I considered those who flock here; without looking beyond people of my own rank, what a pity to see such vanity. Their eager gaze is fixed on ribbons and sashes; blue, red and violet make all eyes open wide. They praise, admire, go into raptures. As for me - say not a word of this - mentally stripping these people of their liveries, I mock, I pity them or am indignant. Do not think, however, that my stoicism renders me unjust; no! I give homage as I go to virtue when I meet it, but rarely is it such as I expect, such as I love.

To Fathers Mye and Honorat, to Brother Guibert, at Nimes.

180:VI in Oblate Writings

Joy on learning of their arrival al Nimes. Write to Bishop de Chaffoy. Behaviour in regard to the priests and seminarians.

Mye and Honorat

Paris, 

June 2, 1825.

I would wish, my very dear friends, to reply to each of you in particular but the spirit of poverty opposes this. You will all receive therefore from the same sheet of paper the expression of the sentiments I nourish in my heart for brothers such as yourselves.

I have learnt with great consolation of your arrival at Nimes. Your beginnings cause me to predict that this new-born establishment will go well. Fortified with good intentions, you must before all else win the esteem and affection of those who can support or protect your zeal. Without demeaning ourselves one can be considerate of certain interests that it would be dangerous to offend. So be courteous to priests who are too often susceptible beyond measure.

It would be as well to send a joint letter as soon as possible to the Bishop, that Father Mye should write in the name of all to tell him that having been summoned on his orders to his diocese, your first care is to place yourselves under his protection and to ask his benediction; you will formulate some well turned phrases to let him know your devotedness and obedience, and you will send me this letter unsealed, I shall read it before sending it to him.

I recommend to our excellent Father Honorat much moderation. He must make every day, towards the end of the oraison, some reflections on this subject. The least imprudence would cause much harm in this time of beginning, and all the more so because the Bishop fears nothing so much as that. Without seeming to make a point of it, adopt a very amiable manner with the seminarians. Father Mye must take care not to bring up the subject openly, but my whole desire and my hope is that some of these young people, touched by your good example, your regularity and the sublimity of the ministry to which you are devoted, may become attracted and desirous of joining our ranks. Say then with the best will in the world: ut in messem tuam mittas operarios secundum cor tuum
. I wanted you so much to arrive at Nimes before the departure of the seminarians; it was important that they see and regard you closely. You must not however be with them insatiably. Be careful never to enter into any theological discussion. It is not yet time for that. Speak sometimes of the charm of our life, of the happiness we enjoy, of the marvels which the Lord works through our ministry, but without seeming too much to say that one speaks in this manner in order to attract them. Though indeed we only want those whom the good God sends us but fides ex auditu

... Well fancy our dear Brother Guibert wishing to find books while there is still not a bed or a cooking pot! I recognize him well on that score.

P.S. It was agreed that you would do all your exercises separately from the seminarians, even particular examen which you ought to have preceding the recitation of Sext and Nones. It is good however that they know what you are doing.

To Father Tempier at Marseilles.

181:VI of Oblate Writings

Advantages and improbability of the nomination of Father de Mazenod as coadjutor of his uncle at Marseilles.

Tempier

[Paris] 

June 4, 1825.

Dear friend, what counsel do you give me in your number 4
? It will be impossible for me to do other than try to enter into dispositions of submission to the orders of Providence, were its manifest will to be that I shoulder the burden of which you speak. For the rest I shall not be put to this trial because the people meekly waiting in line are so numerous that one can scarcely please all, let alone those who remain out of sight so as not to be noticed. The idea of consolidating the good already achieved at Marseilles, executing the things that are planned, dashing the hopes of conspirators and schismatics, coupled with the prospect of having for a long time a title without a function, would make me envisage without extreme repugnance
 what you desire above all, but I do not think that it can be brought about. As for anything else, that would require great subservience to the regime and we must not close our eyes to that aspect; if they could bring about this other thing, it would rather be for a purpose quite different from that which would suit us.

To Father Tempier at Marseilles.

182:VI of Oblate Writings

Father de Mazenod would not accept to be named coadjutor to his uncle at Marseilles.

Tempier

[Paris] 

June 13, 1825.

Here they are beginning to let the rumour run that the Bishop is asking that I be his coadjutor, which no doubt ought to disedify those who know that I do not resemble several of their acquaintances. However, my uncle has certainly not spoken to anyone of a project so disastrous for the Church.

But what will fear not cause to be said? As for me, I tell you frankly that the more I see certain personages close up, the less do I feel any inclination to imitate them. And certainly, if it was necessary to do as they do, and that must be so since they praise them, I would be more than ever resolved to keep myself humbly in subordination and at the last place or, better to say, I would wish not to have any situation in this world where all is corruption, lying, vanity, horror...

M. Caire has only come to see us once. He no doubt has good reasons; his conscience perhaps reproaches him with something. As for me, I left a card yesterday at his door.

To Father Mye at Nimes.

183:VI of Oblate Writings

Let Father Honorat be prudent and patient. Invite Father Suzanne to the retreat for the prisoners. Do not collaborate with the pastoral retreat

Mye

[Paris] 

June 19, 1825.

I took your letter yesterday to the Bishop, very dear Father Mye; he read it before me and appeared to be touched by the sentiments that it expresses. This very commendable Prelate, so filled with desire for good, asks nothing better than to employ you, according as your zeal seems to wish. In the meantime I see with some sorrow that our very dear Father Honorat is putting himself in front, both at the retreat of Saint-Baudile, and at that of the men at the cathedral. He has not worked sufficiently on his instructions for him to risk himself in a great city especially at the beginning of our establishment. That must be prevented. You know the solidity of the principles of this dear Father, one can say anything to him without fear; acting only for the sake of God, he refers himself with simplicity to all that is prescribed by obedience.

I find that this retreat in the prisons has been accepted somewhat lightly. One would need to be in a position to make it succeed. Did you not see that you are risking that those who will come after will take it upon themselves to redo your work if, having undertaken it without sufficient means to succeed, grace only co-operated sparingly. In my opinion, in order to undertake this work with prudence, you should have joined to yourself, who instruct well and have the art of touching souls, someone from amongst us who has the gift of carrying people along. I would have therefore called on our Father Suzanne; with you and him, our Father Honorat would have done well. Alone with you, he leaves something to desire; and, supposing even that good is done, he will not do what is fitting to be done on the first important occasion in a diocese where we appear for the first time. If you have still time, write to Marseilles, to find out if they would be in a position to help you. For the rest, arrange everything for the best; but in this, as in all decisions that you will be called to make, weigh in the scale not only the good which is apt to be done, but the manner in which it is possible to do it and our situation.

According to the principles which it is essential that we must hold, precisely in order to assure a good that will last, I do not hesitate to think that you would do badly by consenting to collaborate with the pastoral retreat which has been mentioned to you. We do not yet have experience of such retreats and it would not be fitting that you, head of the missionaries, older than those who will proceed to give them, help as a subordinate, while it should be expected that were you to go so far as engage yourself you should do so on your own. You should therefore undertake something else at that time and take as excuse, to refuse, that we have not yet begun this kind of ministry and that we can collaborate and be engaged in such only after a general policy has been adopted for the whole of our Society.

On rereading the last letter of Father Honorat, in which he shows his impatience to get down to work, I see that some priests whom he calls our friends cannot understand our inaction. That makes me fear that you may have allowed yourself to say something confidential and, I beg you to insist that no one says any such thing to anyone. Everything is repeated and usually very badly.

See everything in a good light, speak openly only amongst yourselves. I need not observe to you that Brother Guibert, although he is not a priest, being an Oblate and in consequence belonging wholly to the Society, ought to enter into your discussions and take part in all your decisions.

I pray you to say a thousand tender assurances to this good Brother Guibert, who is very dear to me, as well as to our good Father Honorat who also knows the extent of my affection for him.

I do not say to you: love each other well, this recommendation would be ridiculous. But I do say to you: take care of each other and let each look after the health of all.

To Father Tempier at Marseilles.

184:VI of Oblate Writings

Cases of infidelity

Tempier

[Paris] 

June 22, 1825.

When shall we eradicate the seed of Ischariotism amongst us, dear friend, what horror to see repeated unceasingly the most revolting betrayals! It would seem that such monsters should be more rare.

To Bishop Miollis of Digne.

46:XIII in Oblate Writings

The Missionaries of Provence will do everything to form good priests even though some are unfaithful to grace.

Miollis Bishop

[Paris], 

June 22, 1825.

Be assured, Your Lordship, that we will neglect nothing to prepare ministers for the Church who are worthy to serve her. We have the consolation of seeing the Lord bless the efforts of our zeal for his glory, but it would be too happy a situation if we did not have to grieve over the infidelity to grace in the case of some of them.
 We must share in the bitterness felt by the most Sacred Heart of Jesus at the treason of Judas. If I can judge by the sadness that I feel in regard to this kind of infidelity, it must have been excessive. It is a cruel balance to the delight that I reap from the perfection of life led by all those who are submissive to our Rule.

To Brother Guibert at Nimes.

185:VI of Oblate Writings

Novena to Blessed Alphonse de Liguori to ask for the cure of Caroline de Boisgelin.

Guibert

[Paris] 

June 23, 1825.

My niece is very ill. We invoke all the saints but especially we address ourselves to our blessed patron; do likewise for your part, at least for nine days.

To Father Honorat at Nimes.

186:VI of Oblate Writings

Needs more work on his instructions. Edify the seminarians. Pray for the Society.
Honorat

[Paris] 

June 23, 1825.

I said to Father Mye that I would not have wished you to give sermons in the retreat which Brother Guibert had accepted. This was not suitable for several reasons. I was not keen on your being heard at Nimes before having done more work on your instructions and before having them corrected in the light of remarks that others of the family would have made to you. It was also very important to do the retreat for the prison inmates properly. You should have called in Father Suzanne. The Bishop has spoken to me of another retreat for the Ladies of Providence. I told him that I believed that it would be as well to postpone it until his return. I would not be unhappy if you did this but you should take great care because these are persons connected with all the good being done and who, besides, are the better element of the city. It would not be a bad thing for you to meet with them before the Jubilee. But it is important to come before them in a manner favourable enough to survive the comparison they will not fail to make.

... It remains to be seen how to manage the Jubilee of these missionaries. When I return, we will arrange a lot of matters, keeping in view principally and solely the greater glory of God and the salvation of souls. The moment that these two elements are brought together, one must put aside immediately any particular thought or interest.

Continue to edify the seminary of Nimes by your regularity. Your sojourn will perhaps be more useful than you think. Would it be possible that among so many seminarians there would not be any whom grace might not touch? I need not recommend to you to be always very prudent and reserved with the priests, to speak little, and to the point.

We must pray much for the Society which is always tried by some domestic grief. We would be too happy otherwise. The good God subjects us to this very keen trial; he will give us the grace to endure it. Let us accept it, I in expiation of my sins and you to acquire more merit before God.

Adieu, very dear and good friend. I love and embrace you very tenderly.

To Father Courtès at Aix.

187:VI in Oblate Writings

Procession of the Sacred Heart at Aix.

Courtès

[Paris] 

June 24, 1825.

I understand, dear friend, that with all the worry of the affair which we have just been speaking of, you have not had time to give me details of our beautiful feast of the Sacred Heart. On that day, I was with you in spirit and twenty times, I would even say a hundred times, I uttered some pious exclamation in your direction, which comforted me for the horrible strain to which I subjected my poor body. I remained seated that day twelve hours, twelve long hours in a row, so as to compose, write and copy an enormous memoir which had to be presented to those in charge in order to defend the Sisters of the hospices of Marseilles and the Bishop
.

Would it not have been better to be with you, even if I had to undergo the usual anxiety, prompted by the uncertainty of the times. But show me by what means you succeeded in tripling the rows in the rotunda? I was worrying that you were short of masters of ceremonies to put order into the procession. I see on the contrary that they were more resourceful than ever. One could predict the behaviour of M. Boulard, the Vicar General. It was, one should believe, by delicacy of conscience that he came and disturbed the faithful over a procession they have been making for ten years in a row. The good God, no doubt, is more glorified when people pray less!

These are acts of a wise administration? These coups d’état? What a pity! You are right not to worry about it. You will make the most of prescription, the advantages that piety has derived therefrom up to now, then you will make your submission, but make it well understood that we have only in view the edification and good of souls, for we always get our money’s worth every time we light the candles.

To Father Suzanne at Marseilles.

188:VI in Oblate Writings

Illness and death of Marie Caroline de Boisgelin

Suzanne

Paris, 

June 25, 1825.

I thank you, my good Suzanne, for taking advantage of all opportunities which occur to write me. In the absence of your person, from which you know I would never wish to be separated, your letters are a comfort to me, they do me good. In them I see you as in a mirror and my soul is nourished by the sentiments and that tender affection that you express therein. Oh! I would wish you to be beside me in the sadness in which I find myself! It grows every day since my arrival; although I never had any illusion about the state of this poor child, I nevertheless could not prevent myself hoping in the saints who were being invoked with so much fervour on her behalf God, to whom alone it belongs to know what is useful to his creatures, has judged otherwise than our wishes would have desired. The fate of the child is only too obvious; but it is distressing and beyond my strength to see her die by inches. Her patience and sweetness are admirable and would render her endearing even to wild beasts; but she suffers much, scarcely able to breathe; her nervous system continually throws her into spasms that are unbearable to see and in consequence very painful to endure. Heavy with sleep for the last three days, she cannot sleep precisely because of the lack of respiration which shows a nearly total congestion of the lungs, which thirteen hot poultices and one cauterisation have not been able to relieve. That is where we are now. As for me, I cannot stand it. I go, I come, I want to be beside her; when I am with her, I cannot remain. The child and her mother, who has prodigious strength and courage, pierce my heart each in turn through and through. Yet I do not heed myself. I had baptized this loveable child, it is I who have administered her; I have given her holy viaticum and extreme unction. Who could have told me that on the day of her baptism? It is against nature, this poor nature that is laid low. I have kept on telling you: in the name of God, take care of yourself. You whom I love more than myself, do nothing to shorten your days, spare yourself so as to assist me in my last hour. I will only die once if I die first...

26th. Our angel flew off to heaven, last night at three o’clock
.

To Father Tempier at Marseilles.

189:VI in Oblate Writings

Burial of Marie Caroline. The division head must have approved by now the specifications for the bishops house.

Tempier

[Paris] 

June 28, 1825.

... God knows with what consolation I baptized this child, so judge what must have been my sorrow to bury her. However, that was what the Lord gave me courage to do yesterday. My uncle wished to accompany her also to the place of burial. The Bishop of Nancy, Bishop de Forbin-Janson, took him in his carriage. I was myself in the mourning carriage which preceded the hearse on which was borne the remains of this dear one, this innocent and pure creature. It was at the Calvary of Mont Valerien that I went to depose her in the shadow of the cross, in a truly Christian cemetery that one can rightly call the Holy Field, for it is only inhabited by Christians who have died at peace with the Lord. There is no limit to sorrow when one loses the object of so much hope, a child destined by grace to an extraordinary degree. God willed it, that’s all one can say.

The final specifications for the bishop’s house must have been sent to you with the approbation of the Minister, that is to say, of the Head of the Division, for such is what Ministers are in France. They centralize everything at Paris in order to give work and importance to these gentlemen. Is it not evident that one could do in the province what these fellows arrogate to themselves to do at great expense. Such is the case; one must go through their claws so as to slow down and confuse all transactions.

To Father Tempier at Marseilles.

190:VI in Oblate Writings

Purchase of soutanes.

Tempier

Paris, 

July 1, 1825.

... In regard to expenses, I believe my uncle will be kind enough to pay for the linen soutane that I have been obliged to have made. I do not have a pressing need of a soutane of wool cloth because I have one. I will not be able to put off, nevertheless, having another of these made in order to spare this one somewhat. It would perhaps be suitable to take advantage of my stay here, but I believe I should ask your opinion so as not to deviate from poverty. This would be something the Minister should see to
. It annoys me to be obliged to rule for myself whenever there is occasion to buy something for my wretched person. My uncle insists that I decide; he will pay for it as well.

To Father Marcou at Notre Dame du Laus.

191:VI in Oblate Writings

Feast of Blessed Alphonse de Liguori at Le Calvaire. Ordination of Brother Guibert will take place on August 14.

Marcou

[Marseilles] 

August 2, 1825.

The Bishop of Marseilles wished to celebrate in a very solemn manner the feast of our blessed patron. He has postponed it to Sunday and will officiate himself pontifically. In the evening, Father Suzanne will give the panegyric of the saint and litanies will be distributed to all in the church in order to stimulate the devotion of the faithful. This decision of the Bishop will delay the ordination of Father Guibert to the following Sunday, August 14. The glory of the Saint has won out over particular advantage. Happily the dwellers of the heavenly Jerusalem reward a hundredfold like their Master, so Blessed Alphonse will compensate our Guibert...

To Brother Guibert at Nimes.

192:VI in Oblate Writings

Brother Guibert will make his retreat al Aix and will be ordained priest at the bishop’s house of Marseilles.

Guibert

[Marseilles] 

August 3, 1825.

I will explain to you viva voce, my dear friend, how, though wishing to write you every day for a week before my departure from Paris, I have not been able to do so until today.

I come now to what is most pressing, which is to let you know that our Holy Father the Pope having granted the dispensation of age that I had requested for you and the Archbishop of Aix having sent the dimissorials so that you can be ordained priest by the Bishop of Marseilles, there remains nothing more than to prepare yourself for the Order of priesthood which you will receive, with the fullness of the gifts of God, on Sunday, August 14, in the chapel of the bishop’s house. I leave to you the choice of place for the retreat. I would prefer however that you do it at Aix; your presence in such circumstances can only be very helpful to the community and you yourself will be more at ease to satisfy your piety. I make a sacrifice by not designating the house of Marseilles but it is my duty to procure the greater good of all. It is we who are responsible for examining you. We know what to expect in your regard. So, let this examination not prompt you to open a single book; you will go through it without difficulty. Concern yourself exclusively with the spiritual side. There is no disadvantage in planning your retreat at Aix other than a sort of propriety which will incline you to present yourself at the archbishop’s house; I think you can dispense with it. They know you are at Nimes, they permit you to be ordained at Marseilles and you have to return to Nimes.

Adieu, my dear. Ah! how impatient I am to present you to the Church to become a priest. With what delight shall I respond with the scio et testificor! I weep for joy.

Adieu, adieu, dear child. I press you against my heart as I ask you to pray God to rekindle therein a spark of his love.

To Father Courtès at Aix

193:VI in Oblate Writings

Know the postulants before admitting them to the novitiate.

Courtès 

[Marseilles] 

August 7, 1825.

What was your idea then, my dear friend, in thinking of giving the soutane to the young man who has just arrived
?

None of us know him. His entrance is equivocal. You admit yourself that certain rumours have reached your ears. It is therefore not justifiable to give the soutane to this person now. A month’s trial will be too little; when the month is up, we will confer in order to know what steps we have take.

To Father Honorat at Nimes

194:VI in Oblate Writings

Father Guibert, after his ordination, returns to his community. The Society needs such holy priests.

Honorat

[Marseilles] 

August 18, 1825.

I am taken at a disadvantage, my dear Honorat, and see myself reduced to ask our very dear Father Guibert to tell you what I would have wished to write to you. He is well and truly a priest, I give you witness, it is I who presented him to the Pontiff.

God knows with what joy and with what unspeakable consolation I pronounced the scio et testificor. You were represented at this ordination that one can say was en famille since all the priests who composed the presbytery and who imposed their hands on the chosen one belonged to the Society. May God bless our family? It seems to me that in asking him to grant us men such as the one who has just been promoted to the priesthood, we have asked for all that we need. Holy priests, this is our wealth!

To Father Guibert at Nimes.

195:VI in Oblate Writings

Is it true that Father Guibert has disparaged Father Honorat?

Guibert

[Marseilles] 

August 22, 1825.

Is it true, my dear Father Guibert, that you have had the inconceivable imprudence, that you have been lacking in charity to the point of disparaging Father Honorat in the eyes of Father Jeancard by saying to him: 1° that Father Honorat is not esteemed in the seminary of Nimes; 2° that they regard him as a hot-head without judgement or knowledge; 3° that Father Mye, who fortunately knows him well, is forewarned about him and keeps him in check; 4° that Father Mye has been obliged to impose silence on him, having reproached him with being an obstinate man who maintains stubbornly a false position on the sacraments?

If you are not to be blamed for this fault or if you can attenuate it, send word to me, post-haste, for you cannot believe how distressed I am by this.
 I have not come to any judgement; on the contrary, my first word has been to say that it was not true that you could have made statements so outrageous as to tend to put the one about whom you made them in an unjust light but as by excusing you in my thoughts I impute wrong to the one who has repeated them as coming from you, I need to be enlightened in order not to be unjust to anyone and to give each his share of the blame with which it is right that he reproach himself

I add no other reflection so as not to expose myself to beating the air. I embrace you and await your reply with as much impatience as anxiety. Adieu.

To Father Mye at Nimes.

196:VI in Oblate Writings 

We must name Father Guibert as superior of Notre Dame du Laus.

Mye

[Marseilles] 

August 22, 1825.

Very dear Father Mye,

It is somewhat with regret that at the moment we rejoice in the promotion of our dear Father Guibert to the sublime priesthood of Jesus Christ, and when you may be looking forward to putting his zeal and goodwill to good account, I see myself obliged to announce to you that, as matters seem to stand, I will be obliged to take him away from you. You will be very upset and he will no doubt be even more sorry; for if I take him away from Nimes, it will be in order to name him superior at Notre Dame du Laus. Since your departure from this shrine, there has no longer been any order there and, in consequence, any regularity. Father M[arcou] has allowed himself to become persuaded that he is very ill; he has been to Veynes to have his health cared for; they have succeeded for he has sent word to one of our Fathers that he is perfectly restored but, too preoccupied with the prescriptions that the good women gave him on his departure, he spends his time and that of others in making remedies. Father T[ouche] being no longer held back by anyone, spends his time on the high road, giving forth in all directions sermons which interest no one. He continually goes to Gap and returns, having forgotten only the matter which he had to deal with there. No management, no interest in the welfare of the house. He has allowed to go sour in barrels the produce of two years and has not even obtained a penny of what is owing to us for services as auxiliary priests, money urgently needed for twenty hearty appetites which devour at Aix everything in sight.

In short, it is indispensable and very pressing to put order in the whole affair. It would be useless to make the slightest reproach to the good Father T[ouche]; he thinks he is doing good and does not know any better. I even ask you not to write anything to him on this subject. The man we need to put Laus on a good footing would be easy to find, namely Father Honorat; but it is impossible to take him from you, I see he is necessary to you at Nimes. He is already well known and has begun to confess great numbers of people; he is made for the missions; he is not to be thought of. There remains Father Guibert who, in spite of his youth, is well balanced and imposing thanks to his firm countenance. He loves order, he knows (good) management, he will without fail be pleasing to the Bishop of Gap. I realize the void he will leave at Nimes where I was glad to show him forth, either at the seminary or elsewhere; but necessity knows no law. So as not to add to the regrets, do not commit him to hearing confessions. I await your reply and your observations but I abjure you to consider only the good of all independently of any personal consideration.

To Father Touche at Notre Dame du Laus.

197:VI in Oblate Writings

Accept fraternal correction without making a fuss.

Touche

[Marseilles] 

September 11, 1825.

It greatly disturbs me, my very dear Father Touche, that you take so badly what I believe in my soul and conscience I ought to say for the greater good of the Society in general and for individuals in particular. Every time that I have needed to make an observation to you, you have been upset; however, I could cite twenty letters from you in which you beg me always to say frankly what I think without fear of displeasing you, you asked me this as a mark of friendship, as a proof of my personal appreciation of you, etc. So what ought I to do? On the one hand, there is the duty to do which I am encouraged by your own words; on the other, the fear of displeasing you and of troubling your soul. Holy simplicity, ever be our lot!

To Father Mye at St-André de Majencoules.

198:VI in Oblate Writings

Preach with simplicity in order to convert, not please.

Mye

Nimes, 

September 19, 1825.

I have noted with exquisite consolation that all good people and especially those who walk with simplicity before God are very attached to their missionaries. It matters little that certain conceited persons wish their ears to be charmed with profane sounds; that is what I call those discourses which please but do not convert. Hold fast to our method which is drawn from truth and which the good God deigns to sanction with his grace.

To Father Vachon at Aix.

199:VI in Oblate Writings

Devotions of the first Friday of the month at Aix.

Vachon

[Marseilles] 

October 3, 1825.

Do not count on me for the first Friday of the month. However let the usual devotions take place; a short instruction of twenty minutes will suffice.

To Father Tempier at Notre Dame du Laus.

200:VI in Oblate Writings

Precautions to take when making changes of personnel

Tempier

[Marseilles] 

October 12, 1825.

You will admit that it is a painful matter to have to take so many precautions in placing or displacing our members. By the will of God may solid and precise principles on this point, as on others, be inculcated in our novitiate.

To Father Mye at Nimes.

201:VI in Oblate Writings

Accept no more missions before the Jubilee.

Mye

[Marseilles] 

October 19, 1825.

Do not commit yourself, very dear Father, for any mission from now on until the Jubilee in the diocese of Nimes. Father Marcou and Father Guibert have the utmost need to work (at it). One must leave them the little time which remains for that while urging them not to do anything else but study and composition.

As for yourself, your friend Ducros, parish priest of Ginasservis, is crying at the top of his voice for you to give a mission.

I pray Father Guibert to make Father Marcou work, that is to say, to direct him in his studies. This child lacks method; with a little help he would do well.

To the Pastors of Aix.

47:XIII in Oblate Writings

The Missionaries of Provence will gladly preach the jubilee in the parishes of Aix.

Pastors of Aix

[Marseilles], 

October 20, 1825.

I could not be more moved than I am by the letter by which you honoured me. If it is true, as you say, that we have already had the happiness of doing some good among your flock, we heartily thank the Lord for he could not give us a grace to which we would attach more value than to contribute to the sanctification of the city that was the cradle of our Society and to which we are linked by so many bonds. Not only are all our missionaries at your command for this memorable time of the jubilee, but there is none among them who is not disposed to prove to you, by all the services that our holy ministry includes, the desire our Society has to be in tune with you and to cooperate on every occasion for the good work which your zeal constantly inspires you to undertake for the salvation of your flocks.

Gentlemen, it is up to you to determine what measures will best assure, with God’s grace, the success of the holy exercises of the jubilee; I will come to Aix next week to discuss with you the order and steps that you see fit to be taken. All I can tell you at the present is that you can count on ten Missionaries who will be able to serve your five parishes during the entire month that the jubilee lasts. In regard to that, however, the Archbishop, and please request this of him, must not set the opening date till the end of January or the beginning of February: serving our four houses and the mission that the Bishop of Nimes is giving in his episcopal city during December and January, in which we could not but be involved, would not leave us enough men available if the jubilee at Aix would coincide with the Mission of Nimes, to serve, as we desire, all your churches and to give each of you a proof of the respect and devotion of our entire Society.

Allow me to join to the common sentiment of all our Missionaries the special expression of distinguished consideration with which I have the honour of being your very humble and obedient servant.

Eugene de Mazenod, Superior General.

To Father Mye at Nimes.

202:VI in Oblate Writings

Departure for Rome.

Mye

Marseilles, 

October 25, 1825.

I leave tomorrow for Rome
. I shall not forget you at the tomb of the holy apostles. I implore you not to forget me in your prayers during this journey which I am undertaking out of love for the Society, but reluctantly.

To Father Tempier at Marseilles.

203:VI in Oblate Writings

Cordial welcome of the clergy of Fréjus. Bishop de Richery approves our Rules.

L.J.C.

Tempier

Fréjus, 

November 1, 1825.

I am profiting, my dear Father Tempier, from a half-hour interval between dinner and vespers to give you my news. I arrived yesterday at four o’clock in the morning at Fréjus in quite good health and in rather good company. Of three Englishmen in the carriage, I was able to converse reasonably well with one who spoke good French and to rid him of several false ideas that he, like so many of his co-religionaries, had about points of Catholic doctrine which one would never believe could be unknown to anyone. I waited at the inn until daylight before going to the church where I found the estimable M. Saurin who embraced me with the greatest cordiality. I said holy Mass after him. I then returned to the inn where M. the Justice of the Peace sent to suggest that I come and lodge with him, which I did so as not to embroil myself with the law. I attended to my appearance somewhat, that is to say, I shaved and then wended my way to the dwelling of the Bishop who received me with open arms. After the customary exchange of compliments, I explained in two words to the Prelate the purpose of my journey and, without losing any time, I showed him my original copy which I had taken care to carry with me in my cloak. Before opening it, he replied graciously that it would be a pleasure for him to join with the other Prelates who had approved our Rules. He then read attentively the approbations of our Lord Bishops. I laid the volume on his desk and we spoke of other matters. After dinner, I noticed that he went up to his study with M. Saurin; I presumed that it was to instruct him to formulate his approbation and I was not mistaken. I had begged the Bishop to kindly note in whatever he would be good enough to write, that we had been working in his diocese for several years, and to cap his kindness by writing it in his own hand, as the Archbishop of Aix and our Lord Bishops of Marseilles and Nimes had done, without my having asked them to do so. The Bishop overwhelmed me with politeness, wishing that I dine with him; he accompanied me himself to the work site of the bishop’s house that they have begun to build and prolonged his considerateness to the point of coming to me in the house of my host in the short interval that I thought I ought to leave him alone so as not to tire him. In the evening, I said my office in his study while he wrote a letter of recommendation for me to His Eminence Cardinal della Somaglia. In truth I am acquainted myself with this Eminence but I was not sorry to have a letter which recalled me to his memory.

This morning, after having said holy Mass, I thought it would be as well to make a little visit to M. Saurin, thinking that I would be in time to share my reflections with him. In fact, I caught him in. He was reading attentively our Constitutions by which he seemed to me to be very edified. The Bishop had handed over to him the manuscript. He was half way through; I believe that he had passed half the night at it and I found him disposed to finish the reading of it. I was delighted at that, for I ask nothing better than to make known the spirit which directs us. M. Saurin proved to me how much the Bishop was willing to enter into our views, since he told me he had recommended that he mention that we had been working, under blessings from God, in his diocese for several years. For the rest, it is a question of who will honour me most. The Grand Vicars, the Canons, the Priests, right down to the Sexton, pour it on. They gave me this morning the first place in the choir; the Bishop lent me one of his surplices, a Canon adorned me with his cape. It is I who brought up the end of the procession in the cortege of the whole Chapter which came to fetch the Bishop from his dwelling. He wished me to be his first assistant priest at the pontifical office. So, when he directed me to proclaim the customary indulgence, I did so in the terms usual to us, and in gratitude for so much politeness and so many honours and considering I was in office de gremio, I said: “His Excellency our bishop...”
I then betook myself in spirit to the place that I would have occupied, if I had been at Marseilles, and I united myself anew to our beloved Pastor, to you, as I had done since the beginning of the office, and just as this morning I had united myself to the family in the holy ceremony which had taken place in all our houses.

After the office, we went up to the study of the Bishop and he said to me: “I am going to read to you en étole what I have done for you” and indeed he read to me his approbation, with which I hope you will be pleased, but which I cannot copy out for you, because the volume is still on his desk. I would have wished to tell you several things which relate to the affairs of the diocese, but we are going to leave for vespers...

I write this last line, without seeing it, on coming out from the office. I am hastening to the coach in the hope of having the place which has been promised me. Adieu. I kiss the Bishop’s hand and embrace you all with all my heart.

To Father Tempier at Marseilles.

204:VI in Oblate Writings

Journey from Fréjus to Nice. Loss of his hat Visits. Disappointment over not having news from Marseilles.

L.J.C.

Tempier

Nice, 

November 3, 1825.

I go farther and farther away, my dear friend and yet I am very far from the end of my journey. I continue to give you an account thereof, as much in order to soften the pain that I feel while I go, so to speak, in a direction opposite to my affections, as to fulfil my promise and give you satisfaction. I left Fréjus on the evening of All Saints at eight o’clock. It was a good thing I had flattered the vanity of monsieur the innkeeper by commending myself to his powerful protection, which had been obtained for me by a letter of recommendation of Mme de Régusse; without it I would not have left for not only was the coach for Grasse full but it was followed by a light carriage full of travellers. The innkeeper, who had engaged his word as postmaster that I would leave, gave me his gig which was driven by M. the conductor of the diligence, whom I took in at my side, and thus we arrived at Cannes where I had to look, before daybreak, for another coach to take me to Antibes. That was yesterday, the day of the dead; you realize that I did not wish to deprive these holy souls of the suffrage which they expected from the sacrifice that I was to offer. I no sooner arrived than I went up to the parish, where I was received politely by M. du Rouvet, parish priest, who assailed me with questions, but took care to disappear while I said Mass, seemingly because it was too early in the morning to start the fire at his dwelling and offer me a cup of coffee, which I went to take at the inn.

Even were my uncle to dub me with the title of witless, I ought not to pass over in silence a rather annoying little mishap which happened to me at this place. In a hurry to get to the church, I asked a travelling companion, who was to find a coach to take us to Nice, to remove my things from the vehicle which we had taken at Cannes. He put into custody, in fact, my trunk, my night bag and my umbrella; but, not having noticed the hat box, in which there was also my famous velvet headgear and some clerical collars, he let the coach depart laden with my booty. When I came back from the church, there was no longer time. We had to leave for Nice where I arrived hatless. I had almost been obliged to leave it behind at Aix: that makes two incidents which prove that hats are made to be placed on the head. All hope however is not lost: the innkeeper at Antibes promised to claim it that very day and to send it to me today at Nice. It is now five o’clock and I have not seen it arrive. You see, my dear, that my journey, although not heroic, is not without its moments.

I arrived at last at Nice with the fifth coach, counting that which took me from Marseilles to Aix, and on entering the inn, I took care to let the canon rector know that I was confined to the inn until he might send me a hat. I prayed God while waiting, more or less well, and the hat having been sent to me, in the absence of the rector, by his servant, I went out to make a dutiful visit to the Bishop, who received me marvellously. The canon rector did not wish me to sleep at the inn and I am with him, whence I am writing to you. The rest is for tomorrow.

I am beginning by transcribing for you the approbation of the Bishop of Fréjus
.

You no doubt were not expecting what they have said to be so long and I am sure that you will pardon the Latin being somewhat too French, considering the sentiments expressed. It is still November 3. Tomorrow, I will give you the results at Nice. I am going now to say the first vespers of my holy patrons.

November 4.

It is now November 4. No news of my hat; I am somewhat resigned to do without it until Turin where I will buy one in the Italian style. But my headpiece! Where can one find anything like it? This fine ancestral heritage leaves me rather regretful over its loss.

I have seen His Excellency the Governor here, who received me quite well and the first President, in whom I have much to praise. I had known them on the occasion of my other journey, as well as General Recanati. As for M. the Consul of France, he smells greasy
; he was unmannerly enough not to invite me to the national banquet he gave on the occasion of the King’s feast-day. His politeness would not have cost him much for I had already been invited by the Bishop who deserved preference on all counts.

I leave tonight for Turin. Unfortunately it is pouring rain which will be snow in the pass at Tende where there has not been any until now. I will write you from Turin while I myself am condemned not to have any news from you until Rome. That was a bad arrangement for, in travelling slowly as I do, you could have written me “to be held till called for” at Turin; no use now because you will no longer have time...

So as not to multiply postal charges, I am only writing to you but my letters are in common for my dear uncle of whom it costs me dearly not to have any news until Rome, since I left him suffering from a cold. See also that you give news of me to our Fathers at Marseilles, Gap and Nimes. My mother will speak about me to those of Aix. I feel ever more each day the good effect of their prayers which, joined to the indignation which a whole lot of priests arouse in me by saying Mass in a manner that sickens the heart, will succeed in giving me a little fervour. Adieu.

To Father Tempier at Marseilles.

205:VI in Oblate Writings

Journey from Nice to Turin. Visits to Guala the theologian and the Jesuits at the College of Nobles.

L.J.C.

Tempier

Turin, 

November 8, 1825.

By dint of keeping onwards, one arrives; this time it is still not, my dear Tempier, at the place of my destination. I am still far from it, for I am yet only at Turin. I left Nice on Saturday
 at six o’clock in the morning, instead of two o’clock, because of the torrential rain which was falling. I spent nonetheless a sleepless night, to my great regret. The weather improved when we arrived at Scavena, where we breakfasted enough to take us to Gondola, an inn situated in the midst of the mountains, but infinitely better than that at which I arrived in this capital. The following day, Sunday, we stopped at Tende, at the foot of the famous pass of this name, of which the summit was already quite covered with snow. I said holy Mass at the parish. In all my life, I have never seen anything filthier than the amice, alb and the altar linen; it was beyond all expression. The parish priest is a good man who was courteous to me; I left him quickly so as to continue on our way.

The weather was superb. We climbed for five hours; we did nothing but that all the way from Nice but we had to ascend as far as the clouds. There were only two feet of snow at the summit of the mountain. Sometimes there are twenty or thirty but that will not surprise you, who are familiar with the antediluvian ice of the Queiras and of the highest Alps. We supped at Limon and I just escaped paying five francs duty for my only pair of new shoes. I slept peacefully during the stretch from Limon to Coni, where we waited until half-past four in the morning to leave
.

From Coni to Turin, it is an earthly paradise; picture to yourself an immense plain, as far as the eye can see, watered by a thousand streams, dotted with trees of every species. One meets all along the way, habitations, farms, villages where one sees no sign of indigence: Racconi, magnificent castle of the prince of Carignan, surrounded by the most beautiful park of Piémont; Carignan, pretty little town; and finally, a short distance from the road, Moncalieri, royal habitation situated on the ridge which borders the Po as far as Turin, and which is rather a curtain of greenery with charming fields at intervals, quite different from the sad looking country places, in the neighbourhood of Marseilles which its citizens boast so much about. I arrived at Turin, delighted by this scene, which one of the most beautiful days of autumn enhanced. After having left my things at the inn of the Three Crowns, indicated to me as one of the best of the ones rated second, I went to say my prayers and receive benediction in the neighbouring church of Saint Thomas. I thanked God for my safe journey, I prayed a little for you and your companions and returned to my inn for a frugal and very meagre supper. I went to bed before nine o’clock and let my frame subside until seven o’clock in bed. Early in the morning,
 I set about delivering a letter of recommendation that they had given me at Nice for the theologian Gualia. I found him a most respectable man, who received me with a fraternal cordiality. Everything was mine, at his place, from the first moment. It is at his place that I am writing to you. I conversed with him for a long time on matters most interesting. He is at the head of an establishment of which I will speak to you more at length.
 I said holy Mass in his church; chocolate was ready for me in his room; he left me his study in which to write to you. When the time for dinner came around, he prayed me to stop, and presented his excuses for the fare which he was going to offer me. I found, in the salon before the refectory, some fifteen priests, of excellent bearing. For the occasion, they read during only part of the meal, which went by most cordially... We spoke a great deal about the missions and especially about the blessed Alphonse, of whom the theologian is the most devoted disciple. His portrait is in a place of honour in his church and he never ceases to praise his virtues and propagate his doctrine. The latter has some detractors here, even close to the Archbishop, but the Prelate, whose confessor is the theologian, is not amongst their number.

I felt very much at ease in this community. One of the principal members, who is head of the missions (which, in parenthesis, last only eight or ten days in these parts), took it upon himself after dinner to have me visit all over the city, with a pleasantness, a charm that I could not describe to you. He devoted himself until evening in this exercise of charity and finished by leaving me with the Jesuits, where we spent several hours going through, from cellar to attic, their beautiful college of the Nobles, while waiting for Father Rector, confessor to the King, to return. The whole community was around me, they vied to show me the most courtesy, to render to me, I must say, the highest respect. On Father Grassi’s arrival, there was no longer any question of leaving. He vowed with all his might that I would lodge with them. Immediately the porter of the house went to fetch my things at the inn and now you see me installed with the Jesuits, who are doing their utmost for me, as if I were their Father General. I have come, to finish my letter, to the theologian Guala’s house and I am going to return to the college. Paper and time are lacking although I write to you in fine letters; I shall continue by another post. I embrace you, in the meantime, as well as our brothers, with all my heart.

To Father Tempier at Marseilles.

206:VI in Oblate Writings

Visit to the Archbishop of Turin. Regrets not having received news from Marseilles. Life of the Blessed Alphonse de Liguori. Departure for Genoa. Health of Father Suzanne.

L.J.C.

Tempier

Turin, 

November 12, 1825.

I came to regret, my dear Father Tempier, only having allotted a half sheet the last time that I wrote to you; so I will not fall today into the same predicament; it was in vain that I narrowed my lines and wrote as small as I could, I was unable by far to tell you all that I had to narrate. My itinerary, I believe was finished; I had reached my entrance into the house of the Jesuits, where they continue to treat me with a cordial attention and much more distinction that I would wish. Father Rector who is, as I have told you, confessor of the King, shows himself extremely amiable towards me. It is he who arranged for me to visit the city. We went together yesterday to the Archbishop, a venerable prelate of the Order of the Camaldolese
 who received me with kindness. In this country, they certainly respect bishops somewhat more than at Marseilles. All who approach them bend the knee to the ground and kiss their hands. Father Rector, who is certainly one of the greater personages, both because of his status and because of his personal merit, and somewhat also in his capacity as confessor to the King and the Queen, made his genuflection like the others, while doffing his skull cap. You will realize I needed no persuasion to kiss the hand of the holy Prelate and, if I did not make a genuflection, it was solely in order not to renounce the privileges of the provostship; for the rest, I would have kissed his feet without qualm. The servants opened the door of the first antechamber but it was a priest who introduced us into the Archbishop’s salon. I assure you that all that inspires a great respect; it is impressive. When we left, the first salon where the chaplain was had filled with distinguished persons who awaited their turn to enter.

I have reserved my seat for Genoa in the mail coach. I shall leave on Monday
 at three o’clock in the afternoon; I will only be at Genoa on Wednesday because we will have to stop at Alexandria for the whole of Tuesday. I do not foresee exactly what day I will leave from Genoa for Rome. It seems that I will make this journey with Father Pizzi, Jesuit. I dare not tell you to write me there because it is improbable that I will make as long a stay in that city as at Turin. Several reasons have kept me here. Ah! how agreeable it would have been to me to receive your news and those of my uncle and of all the house. I cannot conceive how we failed to make so easy an arrangement. If I was not afraid that Father Pizzi, who leaves here two days sooner than I, might urge me to leave Genoa where he will have got through his business, I would tell you to risk a letter for me at the address of the Rev. Father Rector of the Jesuits; but I am too fearful that my letters may go astray. Let us be patient until Rome.

I would wish to say a thousand things about us; but from so far away, how can I? First, it would be about this time that Jeancard will be putting the last touch to the life of Blessed Liguori so that I may find his work finished and ready to be printed when I return to Marseilles. You cannot imagine the joy that all the best priests of these regions and all the good faithful will have in consequence. I feel that in order to ensure that, we should not assign Jeancard for the missions of November and December; yet there is the rub; the Jubilee will be on you then. I hope that you will have saved Father Suzanne for that occasion since he needs rest; but you will have to keep tight hold on him to ensure that during his stay at Marseilles. See that he eats, in the name of God, let there be no shortage of food; nevertheless you must stipulate that they ask permission when they take more in the morning than the Rules prescribes...

The theologian Guala has entered his study, where I am writing to you; I shall therefore finish my letter here, so as not to miss the post. I counted on it not leaving until tomorrow, that is why I have dated it the 12th, although it is today the feast of Saint Martin. Adieu then, I embrace you with all my heart. Tender regards to my good uncle. I pray you to give my news to all our Fathers because I am writing to you alone for economy’s sake, for letters coming from Italy are extremely dear... Quick, quick, noon will soon ring and I have a long way to go to reach my college where I wish to be punctual for the assembly of the community. Adieu.

To Father Tempier at Marseilles.

207:VI in Oblate Writings. 

Bull Auctorem fidei on the missions. Visit to the theologian Lanteri. Hospitality of the Jesuits of Turin and Genoa. Courtesy of the Bishop of Alessandria

L.J.C.

Tempier

Genoa, 

November 16, 1825.

In my travels I have come across this text
 taken from a dogmatic bull which can furnish to certain detractors a subject of meditation. Take note again that it is concerned with Italian missions, otherwise called exercises, which usually last only eight or ten days, never more than fifteen. I did not have time to finish my letter at Turin because the great theologian Lanteri, having arrived, asked me for the favour of granting all the free time that I would have before my departure. There was altogether so much to gain from his conversation that I had no trouble in granting him a favour from which I ought to derive more benefit than he. This holy, good and wise person is the master, friend and superior of the other theologian, Guala, of whom I have spoken to you in my other letters. From the first moment of our first interview, I prompted in him as much affection and confidence as I experienced veneration for him. It was so to speak a repetition of what took place with Dom Guala, with the difference that being head and master, he put no limit to the marks of confidence that he gave me. Had I come to Turin only to see these two men, my time and the money of my uncle would have been well employed. I cannot tell you in writing what was the subject of the ten or twelve hours of these conferences; the subject was worth the trouble
. I needs must keep something to tell you viva voce. The opinion that the theologian Lanteri kindly conceived of me confirmed the friends already made in the cordiality that they already had for me and I have reason to believe that they made it a duty to give proof of it. As for the Jesuits, they themselves were not remiss a single moment and I found this morning on arriving at Genoa, at four o’clock in the morning, a servant of theirs sent to guide me to the religious house of Saint Ambrose where they wish me to lodge and where I have already said holy Mass before daybreak. In a word, I cannot tell you all the consolations I have experienced during my sojourn at Turin; I am not making an issue of the marks of deference, the courtesies of every kind from all sorts of persons; I only note them to afford you a little moment of pleasure. I wish nevertheless that certain comparisons arouse in you no indignation and do not increase, as has almost happened with me, the scorn and disgust for the people and the country which passion apparently blinds.

I left from Turin with the mail coach which stops for a day at Alexandria. I had to be patient from five in the morning until four o’clock in the evening. Kind Providence came, here as elsewhere, to my help. After going to the cathedral before daybreak to say holy Mass and after prolonging my thanksgiving in that church, I inquired if the priests went to the coffee shop; they proved to me undoubtedly that this was their custom, by showing me several who were coming out. It was the canon sacristan who had the kindness, after having let me celebrate simply on face value, to accompany me to the door of the coffee shop, where he would have entered with me if he had not had to say Mass later. So I introduced myself without ado into a reserved salon where I found a good fire of which I had great need and a priest, a goodly young man, who kept me company. I took a cup of chocolate and waited near the fire, reading the newspapers, until the time to present myself to the Bishop
 had arrived. All doors opened before me. The Prelate, who is only a year older than I, and who is a saint to boot, embraced me cordially and after the first exchange of courtesies, he pressed me to say my office beside his fire while he looked after some business. He invited me to dinner and, for fear I might be bored, gave me a priest with whom to go about the city and visit the superb citadel. When I came back to his house, he was untiring in his courtesies, to the point of adjusting himself the skull cap of my head and to be endearing. The dinner went off in a very edifying and joyous manner. After dinner, he dismissed two canons, his table companions, and proposed to me a charitable act. Guess, it was a marriage which he would have done himself in his chapel. It was the affair about which he had been busy during the morning with admirable charity, doing by hand everything himself, as far as the ceremony. It seems that it was a difficult matter; it had taken nothing less than the intervention of the Queen. The spouses were a gendarme and a young girl. I resisted in vain, proposed to be a witness, etc. Nothing doing. I had to accede to the will of the Bishop who himself adorned me with his embroidered surplice, his violet cape, his ceremonial stole and there I was officiating between the prelate and his chaplain. The thing was thus decreed, all that remained to me was to rise to the occasion and, without blushing, I launched into a fine discourse in Italian to my spouses, in order to do honour to the insignia with which I was vested. The prelate was delighted and thanked me a great deal. A little later and I would have been found in the act by the Bishop of Acqui
 and the grand chancellor of the Kingdom, who swept in afterwards. They would no doubt have asked who was this newly arrived prelate and I would have replied that I was my honour to be the Superior of my dear Missionaries of Provence. I tell you all that to make you laugh a little; I would have more important things to tell you, but I am faithful to my promise and I give you exactly the details of my journey, saving the rest to tell you viva voce, of which a great part indeed cannot be confided to paper. The Bishop of Alexandria did all he could to detain me with him for several days; but I left again by my mail coach and, after a bad night, shaken to pieces, I arrived at Genoa where I have not yet seen anything except the beautiful church of the Jesuits where I have just offered the holy sacrifice; and while awaiting a mirror which is not in use in the house of these good Fathers, I write to you to bring myself up to date and in case I can send my letter by today’s post, if it is the day for the mail coach.

Adieu, my dear Tempier, my regards and my usual compliments to our dear lord and uncle and to all our scattered Fathers. I embrace you all with great tenderness.

November 17 - I hasten because I fear to miss the post. I have come from seeing the King, who graciously accorded me an audience, as well as the Queen
. They were very amiable towards me, one as much as the other. I thought I ought not to neglect to pay them court because sovereigns have good memories and it is well that they remember at a fit and proper time that they have seen me. I offered to the Queen one of our litanies of the Blessed Liguori of whom I was told, she is a great devotee. One must admit that she has the look of holiness in her countenance being in respect a faithful image of her soul. I will write you no more until at Rome. I leave tomorrow and I am going straight on. The coachman has undertaken to drive us there in eight days. My travelling companion, Fr. Pizzi, Jesuit, is much in a hurry to see his General; this somewhat accelerates my progress, otherwise I would not have left from here until Monday. The Archbishop
, who is an excellent and amiable prelate, has welcomed me with the greatest consideration. I dine with him today. Adieu. I am pressed for time. I embrace all of you once more with all my heart. Adieu, until Rome.

To Father Tempier at Marseilles.

208:VI in Oblate Writings

The pleasant journey from Genoa to Rome. Grief over the bad news received from Aix. The novices must be better trained. Hospitality at the novitiate of the Lazarists.

L.J.C. 

Tempier

Rome, 

November 26, 1825.

My very dear friend, I arrived this morning at Rome too late to have the happiness of saying holy Mass, although I had remained fasting until two o’clock, after having spent the night stretched out in the carriage hired from the inn of Monterosi, in order to have our coachman leave a little earlier. This is the first day since my departure from Genoa that I have been deprived of this consolation. This inconvenience, which I felt very keenly, was a sort of presage of the disasters
 which I was to learn from your letter of November 10, (no. 1) which pierced me with the most acute sorrow. I had been so happy during my journey! The Lord had made me experience so much happiness at the altar to which I ascended every day, in spite of the beautiful discourses, the reasonings to the skies of the Jesuit Father who travelled with me, and to whom coffee at three o’clock in the morning was as indispensable as the fresh air he had to breathe. Our exercises, our conversations in a coach where we were all four invested with the priesthood, the pleasure of meeting twice a day at the inns with four others, Carmelite discalced religious, who travelled along with us and yet again, besides such company, the habit of interior recollection which gave me the facility of transporting myself in spirit either to be with you or at the bishop’s house, either in our houses and on the missions, all that was different from the sorrowful effect that the sinister news had on my soul. It is a very severe trial, I must admit in the isolation in which I find myself; I have already uttered my sighs to the Lord as lovingly as I possibly could at the benediction that I have been to receive in the church of the Gesù, a few hours after my arrival in this capital of the Christian world. I know we are not the only ones subject to such misfortunes; there is no society which does not have several of them; but our little number renders these blows most painful and the dispositions of minds most ominous. We must nevertheless not fail to submit ourselves to the decrees of Divine Providence; the humiliation which results therefrom for the whole Society is perhaps a way more useful than prosperity, and we ought to profit from it to become more perfect and more faithful to the observance of our Rules and the spirit of our Institute. Such is the conclusion I draw from all these woes which overwhelm us. Let them pay more attention than ever to the strict observance of the Rules. Keep a tight watch over that at Marseilles: things have never been as I have wanted. Cut out all that can be an obstacle in the way of regularity. Never mind if a little less is done exteriorly; there is much to gain from perfecting oneself. It is only by the exact observance of the Rules that one renders them familiar to oneself and that one becomes invariably attached to them.

I fear greatly that the wretch who has just apostasized may be an accomplished scoundrel. After the short retreat that I made him make at Marseilles, he renewed his vows and gave me in writing the expression of his repentance. You must not hesitate to expel him. I give you the power to dispense him when you will have consulted the Assistants supposing, as I do, that no doubt they are of the same mind. Expel M. Vachon, he has deserved it a thousand times.

Give me your opinion and that of the other Assistants on this matter. The Jesuits do not beat about the bush. They have expelled men of prime merit for the sole reason that on occasion they happened to disapprove the conduct of superiors; others because they stuck too much to their own opinion. They have just expelled one of their oldest professed members in the Company for the first of these faults. He is a man most distinguished in every way.

Reflect on what I have told you in one of my letters about our novitiate. It is not set up to my liking. It is a great misfortune that this be so. We must absolutely reach the point of having as novices only those who truly wish to be such, who solicit this favour as a grace, on whose determination we can rely. What are these children who come without at all knowing what it is about, who have no taste for recollection, who are flighty in spirit, in a word, in a very poor frame of mind. All that I see since I have been in these parts has no resemblance at all to our situation. What modesty, what submission, what piety! As I have passed through Turin, Genoa, Viterbo, what sins of envy have I not committed or at least, how much I have longed for the happiness of seeing a similar spirit take root amongst us. Therein lies the whole trouble. It is urgent that we see to this in future.

A novitiate which is truly a novitiate, where the subjects are fashioned with a master’s hand, where care is taken to inculcate in them all that goes to form a true missionary, whence they will emerge full of virtue, inured to obedience and imbued with attachment and respect for the Rules and all they prescribe. I shall keep on saying it endlessly that we have only an imperfect mixture which gives us scarcely any hope and whereof the results cannot be favourable.

Father Courtès is too busy in any case; we must have a man who is wholly and entirely for this or who can give more of himself to it. We must give these young people all possible means of perfection and after a short trial, if they do not take to it, send them away without pity. What is the good of having subjects who eat away and who in return for our care give us nothing but grief.

But, once more, we must look after them closely, almost exclusively, be continually with them, in a word, train them both by instruction and direction and even by conversation. The novices must truly be novices, let them be kept continually up to form whether within the novitiate by study which is permitted in our Rules, by instructions, by practices of most excellent piety, that is to say, self-renunciation, humility, poverty, obedience, whether outside by some works of zeal such as catechism for the poor, for the sick and for prisoners, visits to hospitals, etc. If we are not decisive in this matter, we will do nothing worthwhile. Reflect deeply on all that I have just said.

I must finish my letter here this evening. It is late and although I do not feel it much, I realize I must need some rest. I wished to write you this very evening because it is Sunday tomorrow and I will not perhaps be able to rise very early in the morning. I will have Matins and Lauds to recite before Mass and I must be with Mgr d’Isoard before ten o’clock, who is to take me with him to St. Peter’s to assist at the great exposition of the Forty Hours. I am lodged at Saint Sylvester, close to the Quirinal palace. It is the novitiate and house of studies of the gentlemen of Saint Vincent de Paul. I have found it more convenient to be placed in a convent where I find altar and table within reach. Giustiniani left from here ten days ago; I am told that he went through Loretto. Adieu for this evening. The post leaves tomorrow, I will not be able to add anything to my letter. Do not leave blank space in yours; write with your lines close together. I embrace you as well as our Fathers. I rejoice that my uncle is in good health and I kiss his hands. I have you all present to me always in every place. Adieu.
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Rome

November 26
, 1825

November 26. Went down to the Roman College
 at one in the afternoon. Saw Father Taparelli
, the rector, and Father Dumouchel
. Called on Monsignor d’Isoard
, received benediction at the Gesu
. Dined at the Monsignor’s. Lodged at Saint Sylvester of Monte Cavallo, the house of the Mission of France
.
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November 27, 1825

Sunday, November 27: Went to Saint Peter’s. Attended the service in the chapel. All the Cardinals present, the Pope absent. The Blessed Sacrament carried in procession to the Pauline chapel for the adoration of the Forty Hours. The illumination of the chapel according to the design of..., with a huge number of candles. After dinner, visited the Church of the Trinita del Monti, met the Father Abbot of the Trappists
, Saint Mary Major, Saint John Lateran, returned by way of the Coliseum and the Capitol.
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Monday 28: Visits to the Marquis of Croza
, chargé d’affaires of Sardinia, to Ferrucci
, to Father Rozaven
, to the French Ambassador
.
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November 29, 1825

29: Left with the Bishop of Fossombrone
 to visit the church of Saint Sebastian and the cemetery of Saint Calixtus. Went by the triumphal arch of Septimius Severus, perfectly preserved and fully excavated during the Pontificate of Pius VII. It is situated at the foot of the Capitol in the Campo Vaccino where there are still to be found an infinity of fine remains such as entire columns, portions of the temples of Peace, of Concord, of Faustina, of Romulus and Remus. The arch of triumph of Titus, where one sees, among the trophies, the golden lamp-stand of the Temple of Jerusalem, very clearly sculptured on the stone and well preserved. The churches of Saints Cosmas and Damian and Saint Mary La Nuova are found on this same Campo Vaccino. People think that the Forum used to be in this place.
We continued on our way, leaving the Coliseum on the right and the arch of Constantine on the left
. This arch was erected by the Senate and Roman people at the time of Constantine’s victory over Maxentius through the power of the cross, instinctu divinitatis, as the pagans wrote. We passed by the church of Saints John and Paul on our left, and that of Saint Gregory the Great, built over his own house. We passed in front of the church of Saint Balbina, and somewhat further on in front of that of Saints Nereus and Achilles which they open only once a year, I think. The latter was built during early Church times on a temple of Isis; they called it infasciola, tradition having it that Saint Peter dropped here a bandage from the wound made by the irons on his feet. You can see the remains of the magnificent baths of Caracalla; under these ruins the Bull and the Farnese Hercules were found.
All this part of the ancient city, which included so much magnificence, where a person can find no remains of a house or anything besides these churches and ruins I spoke about, was completely burnt by Robert Guiscard in 1084, when he came to relieve Gregory VII who was besieged by Emperor Henry
; so, everything between Saint John Lateran and the Capitol was destroyed. It was due to the piety of the faithful that the churches were preserved or rebuilt, the only buildings which remain here now. In his turn, Totila destroyed everything between the baths of Caracalla and the Latin Gate. You can still see the church of Saint Caesar or Caesarius before arriving at the Capena gate, or that of Saint Sebastian. The Appian Way, paved by Claudius Appius as far as Capua, began [from]
 this Capena gate (from the forest and Camenian temple, built by Numa, or because you went that way to reach Capena built by Italus, near Alba).
At a little distance outside the gate, on your left you find the small church called Domine, quo vadis. Tradition has it that it was there that Our Lord appeared to Saint Peter, carrying his cross. Surprised, Saint Peter asked him in these words: Domine, quo vadis
! and the Saviour, who wished to make him understand, etc., replied: Eo Romam iterum crucifigi
, and leaving the imprint of his feet on the stone, disappeared.
This stone is found in the church of Saint Sebastian which was built by Constantine above the renowned cemetery of Pope Saint Calixtus and is situated on that same Via Appia. This church was dedicated to Saint Sebastian because this saint’s body was placed there by Saint Lucina, a Roman matron. They say that when Saint Gregory was saying Mass on the altar over the body of Saint Sebastian, he had a vision during which an angel informed him that every time the Holy Sacrifice was offered on this altar a soul would be delivered from purgatory. A superb statue of Saint Sebastian lying dead has been placed under the altar. It is the work of Antonio Georgetti, following Bernini’s style.
After hearing Mass (I had said mine before leaving so as not to hold up the Bishop too long in church), we went down into the catacombs, seized with reverent fear at the sight of those underground caves where so many martyrs lived and were buried after their death. They estimate that there were a hundred and seventy thousand, among whom were eighteen sovereign Pontiffs. The bodies of Saints Peter and Paul were laid here for some time. You can see the altar on which the sovereign Pontiffs used to celebrate Mass and another one somewhat further on in the catacombs where Saint Philip Neri used to spend nights in prayer. We recognized the spot where Saint Cecilia’s body had been and the one which Pope Saint Maxim had occupied. When we had made several tours in these underground passages, following a guide, and all of us carrying a small candle which we were very careful not to let go out, we went out through the church, as we had entered, and regained the Via Appia to the Circus of Caracalla and the tomb of Cecilia Metella. A person can see only the remains of the Circus but can still capture somewhat its grandeur.
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30: I chose this day to visit the basilica of the Holy Cross of Jerusalem. It was constructed by Constantine at the request of St. Helena, his mother, in her Sessorian Palace, in order to place in it the wood of the Holy Cross which she had brought from Jerusalem. Sixtus III and later Symmachus held two Councils there. Benedict VII restored it as well as the monastery occupied by the Cistercian monks. Benedict XIV endowed it with the magnificence it has now. The relic of the Holy Cross and a few other famous ones, such as the finger of Saint Thomas the apostle, have been placed in an alcove on the epistle side where they are shown to the faithful on the feast day. The Blessed Sacrament is also placed at a one-storey height at the end of the Church. There is also an underground chapel dedicated to Saint Helena where she had placed some holy ground brought from Jerusalem. 

The solitude of this church, so beautiful and imposing, where I was alone with my server, coupled with the reflections I had made along the way from Saint Mary Major to the Holy Cross, at the sight of this immense stretch of land once inhabited and now changed into vast vegetable gardens, filled me with a sadness that the monastery’s beauty could not at all erase. On the contrary, I was even more afflicted as I passed through it, since this vast house is now nothing more than a desert inhabited by four religious. And as their only hope, they see only four young professed students, but since one is sixteen years old, one seventeen, and two eighteen, it really does not seem that they will be in a state to replace the elders when they die. The abbot is a worn-out old man who almost never comes out of his room any more, and the vicar, alas, I knew well from the trip we just made together from Genoa to Rome, is undoubtedly a holy religious, but possibly the most insignificant man I have ever met in my life
.

Returning to my monastery, I couldn’t resist the impulse of going into the basilica of Saint Mary Major again. I roamed through it for half an hour without dwelling on any particular object precisely. I enjoyed the beauty of this building and, as I was going about, I was greatly edified by the great number of zealous pilgrims crowded around the penitential tribunals where the Dominican Fathers, seated in those spacious confessionals, listened charitably to them, and from time to time, extended the long cane fixed in front of them, like a pavilion standard, to touch the head or shoulders of those who knelt before them for this very purpose. The entire sight both edified and touched me. I stopped to ponder it for some time. It was noon. All these good people had been fasting till then, since they were going to devoutly receive Holy Communion to gain the jubilee indulgence after they left the tribunal. A multitude of thoughts ran through my mind. It would take too long to write them all down. The Church truly calls this great crowd of faithful to receive the jubilee indulgence. Vast shelters are open to receive them. They may stay there only three days and on the second day they are to present written proof that they have gone to confession. I don’t imagine that the Sovereign Pontiffs give such powers to those confessors on the supposition that they will have to absolve only innocent people. And among the guilty ones, can we presume that many of them have examined themselves before coming to the Jubilee? Nevertheless, the Church knows that such people cannot be sent away without absolution, unless if they have restitution to make, etc. So what has happened to the period of testing? Apparently they consider that the sacrifices that these sinners impose on themselves in coming to Rome and confessing their sins in hope of having them forgiven are sufficient proof of their good will and the interior disposition of their heart. Besides, I presume that habitual sinners are admitted cautiously.

On my return to Saint Sylvester de Monte cavallo where I am residing, I found an invitation to dinner at six o’clock at our ambassador’s home. I went with the usual repugnance that I have for that kind of meal. In the meantime, before going to the ambassador’s, I met the Vicar General of the Lazarists
, who went into some detail with me concerning his position in regard to their members in France whose Vicar General
 did not even reply to his letters. He assured me that he had nothing to do with the Pope’s decision to name a Vicar General other than the one from France for all other countries. He would be ready to hand in his resignation. But I perceived that his brothers had the very clear plan of calling their generalate to Rome, following the custom of every other group. I beg the Lord that all these men who are equally well-intentioned come to some agreement.

Since it was time for supper, I went to the embassy; the porter, whom I asked the way to the stairs, was about to turn me away saying that the ambassador was sick. I had so little desire to go up that I was on the point of profiting by the misunderstanding and returning home. However, I did not play such a trick so as not to compromise the good porter, who took me by the arm, begging me to say nothing about it when I informed him that I had been invited to dine with His Excellency. The Duke of Montmorency was actually indisposed and did not show up, so that, interestingly enough, I still do not know him even to see him. That did not stop us from eating at his home in such a way as to satisfy the most gluttonous, or if you wish, the most delicate, since the meal was plentiful and very good. We were eleven or twelve at table.

I did not know anyone there. Fortunately, I found myself seated between the chargé d’affaires of the Netherlands, whose name I do not know, and the abbé Fea
. I spoke with only these two men, rather more with the latter who spoke Italian and seemed pleased to find someone who answered him in his own language. He is a very learned man to whom the arts owe a great deal. He has a perfect knowledge of his country’s history and was appointed superintendent of monuments by Pius VII, an office he still holds today. He is the one who had excavated to its very foundation the triumphal arch of Septimus Severus and the road on which it was placed which leads to the Capitol. From there he established the truth of the tradition of the prison of Saint Peter on this street, at the foot of the Capitol. Today it is the church of [Saint Joseph the Carpenter]
, which I am going to visit one of these days.
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December 1st: I spent almost the whole morning in my room organizing what I must do during my stay in Rome. I visited several churches, stopped at the Ambassador’s home, saw Father Antommarchi, ex-general of the Servites
, and on the way back admired the superb Trevi fountain which so abundantly supplies water to all the lower portion of the city. Its source is eight miles from Rome. Marcus Agrippa, the brother-in-law of Octavian Augustus built it for his magnificent baths which no longer exist. Nicholas V brought these fine waters back to Rome. Clement XII spent an enormous amount to embellish this fountain with statues, sea-horses, etc., and Clement XIII completed it by installing the marble bas-reliefs. The middle statue is gigantic; it, as well as the tritons, etc., is by the best artists.
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2. I had the devotion to go and offer the holy sacrifice on the tomb of Saint Bibiana whose feast the Church celebrates today. This church is situated between Saint Mary Major and Holy Cross of Jerusalem in the middle of the fields where we can no longer find any traces of the magnificent palaces which adorned these places in Roman times. It was originally built by Saint Olympia, close to the Licinian palace where Saint Bibiana used to live and where she buried Saint Dafrosa, her mother, and Saint Demetria, her sister, both martyrs. Her body was subsequently taken away during the time of Julian the Apostate. A priest, named John, made this transfer in 362, bringing her from the place called the forum Tauri. Pope Simplicius consecrated this church and Honorius III rebuilt it. Urban VIII restored it again and had Bernini make a statue of the saint in it. The saint’s body, and those of her sister and mother, were placed under the main altar in a superb urn of oriental alabaster as large as the altar. At the lower end of the church, one sees the column to which Saint Bibiana was attached and scourged to death. The cemetery of Pope Saint Anastasius in which were buried three thousand two hundred and sixty martyrs, not counting women and children, is located below the church. What memories, what respect, what devotion do not these objects inspire! The canons of Saint Mary Major were supposed to come as usual to sing high mass but bad weather hindered them which pleased me immensely since my mass would otherwise have been set back very late.
While passing once again in front of Saint Mary Major, I entered it for the fourth time and stayed there more than an hour. I will not attempt to describe all that a person sees in these large basilicas which would be too long and incomplete. This one is situated on the top of the Esquiline Hill, where the temple of Juno Lucina used to be. The large column which stands in the square is the only one preserved in its entirety of all those which supported the great temple of Peace, the ruins of which can be seen in the Campo Vaccino. Pope Paul V had it transported here and placed the statue of the Blessed Virgin on top of it.
They also call this basilica Saint Mary ad Nives from the miracle of the snow; it is also named the Liberian basilica from Pope Liberals who consecrated it and had it built at the expense and insistence of the Roman Patrician John; still again, it is called Saint Mary ad Praesepe since the crib of Our Lord is kept there. But it was not then as we see it now. Sixtus III had it magnificently rebuilt in 432. It is supported by forty ancient columns and adorned with mosaics. A great number of other popes have vied in decorating and enriching it with immense treasures: Gregory III, Adrian I, Leo III, Pascal I, Gregory IV. Clement III added the palace to it in 1188 and Gregory X constructed the bell tower. Nicholas IV restored the palace in 1286 and lived in it. Finally. Benedict XIV reworked the facade, the portico and restored the church and palace.
It is impossible to go into detail about the beauty of the main altar and the two large side chapels. I have never seen such beautiful marble forms as those which adorn the Blessed Virgin’s chapel; the eye could never have its fill of them. The statues, the bas-reliefs and paintings are all in keeping. Paul V had the Blessed Virgin’s chapel built wherein is laid so much beautiful marble and so many precious stones such as the lapis-lazuli, agate, etc. Sixtus V built the opposite chapel. The statues and tombs of these popes are in these chapels, as well as those of Saint Pius V and Clement VIII.
On my return, I visited the convent of the Basilian nuns, whose superior is Madam Baudemont
. Their religious habit designed, I believe, by the good abbé Sambucy
, their founder, seemed to me to be to be as ridiculous as it was ugly. I fear that these poor ladies have great difficulty in supporting themselves; they admitted that they had only sixteen boarders.
I spent the rest of the day reading the entire life of Saint Joseph of Calasanz
, of whom I had up to present only an imperfect idea. This reading brought about some reflections which were too painful and some judgements too unfavorable regarding those who allowed this saint to be persecuted as he was to allow myself to commit them to writing.
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3:1 had planned on going to say mass at the Gesù for the feast of Saint Francis Xavier, but I changed mind, considering that today there would be too great a number of priests. I made several other morning calls, to Archbishop Mazio
, assessor of the Holy Office, whom I did not find. I visited five or six churches and, among others, Saint Andrew della Valle, a superb church of the Theatine Fathers. I was going to the house of these Fathers to see the renowned Father Ventura
; he was just going to sit down to eat. I came home very tired because of the fast that they keep in Rome on Fridays and Saturdays during Advent. The meal was enough to put me back on my feet.

After dinner, we went to visit the Gesù; from there we went to the Trinity of the Pilgrims
, to witness one of the most touching spectacles that a person can see. A thousand to twelve hundred pilgrims daily receive hospitality in this hospice, where they are kept for three days. When they arrive, they are received in a vast hall where they are seated on a raised bench which extends all around the room. Their feet rest on a step; beneath the bench are installed hot and cold water pipes, which allow water to run through two taps placed under each pilgrim’s seat into a small tub at the feet of each one of them. At a given signal as many members of the confraterity appear as there are pilgrims. Dressed in sackcloth, with an apron tied around their neck, they come and kneel before these poor of Jesus Christ, washing their feet while they recite out loud and have the pilgrims repeat the Pater, Ave, Gloria and the Apostles’ Creed in Italian and, while drying and kissing their feet, they repeat several times these words: Gesu, Giuseppe e Maria, vi dono il cuore e l’anima mia
. What enhances the edification and emotion afforded by this initial ceremony is the fact that princes, prelates, bishops, cardinals and even the Pope make it a duty to perform this act of charity, which has sometimes been enough to bring about the conversion of sinners and the return of several heretics to the Church.
The people whose feet have been washed in this way enter the dining room, where the same brothers, headed by the Patriarch Mattei
, serve them at the table. This evening they gave them a good soup, a copious serving of codfish very well prepared, two eggs, salad, cheese and fruit. After that they go into the dormitories where they find a bed to rest from the journey’s fatigue.
Besides the great edification of this admirable work, I admired the cleanliness and abundance, but especially the good order which reigned overall and in the details of this entire ceremony. Envious at seeing so much charity performed before my eyes, I expressed the desire to share in it by serving some of these poor people myself, but for that it was necessary to be received as a member of the Company which they graciously offered to do for me. I was held back by the fear of being constrained into doing something contrary to poverty, a virtue to which my duty obliges me to sacrifice whatever might merely be agreeable to me and of secondary merit.
Any pilgrim who comes must bear a ticket from his parish priest to prove his intention to gain the jubilee indulgence. The great reception hall is set up for this verification, done orderly and quietly. They exchange his ticket for another one for him to enter first into the hall where they wash feet, then into the dining room. The next day the pilgrim must bring a ticket from a confessor to prove that he has been to confession, otherwise he would not be allowed in. The first ladies of Rome perform the same service for women in separate locales. This year they have received about a hundred thousand pilgrims like that. I forgot to mention that they consider people to be pilgrims only if they come from sixty miles away or more.

To Father Tempier at Marseilles.

209;VI in Oblate Writings

Life and tribulations of Saint Joseph of Calasanz. Description of journey from Genoa to Rome.

L.J.C.

Tempier

Rome, 

December 3, 1825.

Your number 1, my dear friend, that I found on my arrival at Rome, bore such depressing news, that it took away my eagerness to entertain you with the progress of my itinerary. I waited each day for another letter from you, but now I have been a week at Rome without a line, a word about our dear family, having reached me. It could not be more present to my thoughts and is never severed from them for a single instant, but I would wish to have something, I do not say more real, but more concrete. Letters are, at this moment, all you can provide in the way of consolation, although to tell the truth, they sometimes contain things that are very hard and very difficult to digest.

I read yesterday at one sitting the whole life of Saint Joseph of Calasanz. Here is to be found much to comfort us in the kind of sorrows to which we are too often subjected. Several times he saw himself abandoned by all his people; once only one of them remained with him. He was obliged, in order to continue the schools, to take in mercenaries and another time, this salaried personnel, after having learnt his method well, left him together with a great number of those who belonged to his Order. Fourteen of his more competent members said goodbye to him on another occasion. After his Congregation had been joined to another, his new affiliates soon became bored with this union and wished to separate from him again. How many of his members, tired with regularity, attacked the validity of their vows and got themselves dispensed! Others abandoned him in order to enter other religious communities. Finally he had the sorrow of seeing an infamous scoundrel of his Order weave such a frightful plot against him as to get him destituted, take his place and, in league with a great personage, work before his eyes with the aim of destroying his Order and succeed to a large extent. The saint died before matters could again take a turn for the better. If the saints have been treated in this manner, how can we be surprised that we too are afflicted?

I have nothing to tell you about our affair because, thanks to the dawdling of the excellent Monseigneur to whom you address my letters, I have not yet seen anyone. Perceiving however that his preoccupations made him always put off to the following day his accompanying me or preceding me to the Cardinals whom I wanted to visit, I presented myself at the door of Cardinal Pacca to announce my impending visit. I have also been to the address of Mgr. Mazio but did not find him in. I assure you that one gets weary at Rome more than at Paris.

So as not to leave my itinerary unfinished, I will tell you in a few words that I left Genoa on Friday, November 18, urged on by my travelling companion, the Jesuit, Fr. Pizzi, who thought it a crime to delay responding to the call of his General for a single day. The third companion was a religious of the Order of Citeaux and the fourth a Sardinian priest. Our coach being so composed, we carried on in community style. Towards morning, from three or four o’clock, the Jesuit and I made our oraison; the other two slept; but, before we let them slumber, we made them say the litanies of the Holy Virgin, a Pater, Ave and Gloria in honour of Saint John Nepomucene, another for Saint Venance and a third for the good thief, the Angele Dei and the De profundis. These exercises were invented by the Jesuit Father but when it was my turn, I had them swallow ours which went on and on because the Riviera of Genoa is a succession of little hamlets. After our hour of oraison, which I sometimes prolonged a bit, I tried to sleep. When there was enough daylight to read, we said together the itinerarium of the clergy, a little later Prime and Terce and then Sext and Nones. On arrival at the place for refreshment, I first betook myself to the church where I had the happiness to say holy Mass which my companions heard. Afterwards we breakfasted on the fare of our halting place and left again. Following the afternoon meal, we said Vespers and Compline and the rosary towards evening. In the course of the day, I read to them some parts of the Imitation and the conversation was always very edifying. The Jesuit willingly related what he and his people have done. In the evening, after arriving at the inn, we said Matins and Lauds while supper was being prepared. That was by way of obliging my companion who would have had difficulty reading in the coach. Our group dined by itself. Our good Cistercian went thankfully to bed afterwards between two sheets; the Jesuit Father and myself laid down sometimes on the same bed without undressing; sometimes he had a mattress laid on the floor and left me the bed, where I slept always fully clothed. At three o’clock it was time to depart. Each day it was the same story with my Jesuit who wished most insistently that I take coffee with him and the Cistercian, who never failed to boast at having taken it; four discalced Carmelite religious who travelled in our company sided with them. As for me, I considered myself fortunate to buy with so minor a mortification the inappreciable advantage of offering the holy sacrifice and I admit that I would have been more edified if the others had followed my example. On the feast of Saint John of the Cross
, I said Mass in a little church of a minutely small convent of Capuchins perched on the summit of a high mountain called Radicofani, in quite rough weather. I took the precaution of warning the others and assumed the lead in the ascent. My poor Carmelites could not follow me and, the day of their holy Founder, they did not hear Mass. I thanked God for the grace he granted me of giving me a stronger will and I had no reason to regret having been faithful to the inspiration of his spirit. Thus we went through Rotta, Sestri, Borghetto, la Spezia, Sarzana, Pietra Santa, Luca, Scala Prima, Poggibonsi, Siena, Buon Convento, Scala Secunda, Acquapendente, Bolsena, Viterbo, Monterosi, la Storta and we arrived at Rome, as I told you in my first letter dated from the capital of the Christian world, all in good health, without the least incident, the least misfortune, having happened on the way.

I have returned from the Trinity of the Pilgrims where I attended the washing of the feet and the supper of more than a thousand poor people who have come from very far to gain in three days their jubilee at Rome. They gave me your letter of November 22-23; I have read it with the usual pleasure but I am putting off until tomorrow to reply. So adieu until tomorrow.

December 4 - I have left this until too late; it is Sunday and that is the reason; but I am fearful of not being in time for the post. I would be annoyed because my news would be late in reaching you. Your letter arrived the tenth day. I reckon that after tomorrow you will receive mine on the day of my arrival...

They are hurrying me saying that I will no longer be in time for the post. I finish by embracing you all. Adieu. You do not speak to me of Suzanne; he knows how much I love him.
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4: Today I had intended to return to the papal chapel with the hope of seeing the Pope take part in the Office; but since Monsignor d’Isoard was not going, I dispensed myself from making this trip, all the more so since they assured us that the Holy Father would not appear. Instead, I went to a great number of churches, each more beautiful than the other. In truth, a single one of these beautiful temples would decorate a city. The church of Saint Peter in Chains is as beautiful as it is renowned. There they preserve the chains with which the Prince of the Apostles was bound both in Jerusalem and at Rome. Tradition has it that he celebrated there the Holy Sacrifice. It was at Empress Eudoxia’s expense that they built the beautiful temple which we see today, all adorned with superb columns, remains of the baths of Trajan who had added on to the ones built
 by Titus. Pelagius II placed the bodies of seven Maccabean brothers under the main altar in 555 and, in 1073, Gregory VII was chosen Pope in this church. You can see at the monument of Julius II the famous huge statue of Moses, which is considered the most beautiful piece of sculpture there is. They claim that Buonarrotti, after he had completed it, was so ravished by it himself that he struck the statue’s knee with a great hammer blow, shouting: “Now speak!” He did not do the rest of the monument.
Saint Martin ai Monti is of rare elegance. Gold and the most precious marble render it brilliant. It has a particular style, as imposing as it is agreeable. This church was originally built by Constantine amidst the baths of Trajan at the request of Saint Sylvester who celebrated a council there with two hundred and eighty-six bishops. Today it is in the underground church; in it you can see a piece of his marble chair. Symmacus dedicated it to Saints Martin and Sylvestre about the year 500. Sergius restored it and enriched it with the bodies of saints. Leo IV adorned it with beautiful columns which people admire. Saint Charles Borromeo had the ceiling
 gilded when he was titular of the church. Cardinal Paleotto
 made the superb choir behind the rich main altar where the Carmelites chant the office. Everywhere you can see paintings of the greatest masters, Poussin, Dominichino, etc. The bodies of popes Saint Sylvester and Saint Martin are in the beautiful crypt held up by columns which are the artwork of the celebrated Peter of Cortona. Cardinal Zelada, the present titular
, contributed in further decorating this beautiful edifice.
Saint Suzanna is a church built first in the house of Gabinius, the saint’s father and a brother to Pope Saint Caius who secretly consecrated it in 290 since Saint Suzanna was martyred there. Saint Leo III was crowned Pope there and embellished it. There is [a] portion of Saint Felicity’s body in this church.
The church of Saint Bernard alle terme faces the church of Saint Suzanna. It is an admirable part of the remains of Diocletian’s baths. Other ruins from them can be seen in the form of a theatre in the garden of the Cistercian monastery where they have made a chapel from them, dedicated to Saint Catherine.
These magnificent baths which occupied an immense space gave the locality its name which is now corrupted to Termini. These baths were started by Diocletian and Maximianus who made forty thousand Christians, all subsequently martyred, work on them. They
 were continued and completed by Constantius and Maximinus, adopted sons of Diocletian, who adorned them with statues, porticos, etc. and made of them a marvel comparable in beauty to whatever had existed. Of all that magnificence, there remains nothing any more except some ruins which however witness to what this place must have been. The eight columns alone of Egyptian granite, which support the church of Saint Mary of the Angels, suffice to give some idea of it. It is one of the most beautiful churches of Rome, at least one of those which struck me most by its imposing beauty. It is a Greek cross, immense in its dimensions, the work of the great Buonarotti. Benedict XIV had placed it in the originals of the mosaic tableaux which are in Saint Peter’s. Among so many beautiful paintings, you can not help but notice the martyrdom of Saint Sebastian by Dominichino. I was insatiable in contemplating it; I remained in front of it for half an hour without having seen enough of it. The cloister of the Carthusian religious is supported by a hundred columns, but that dwelling seemed gloomy to me; possibly it is the effect of an uninhabited solitude, since there are almost no religious at all, four or five at the most.
In the Termini square you can see the beautiful fountain by this name. Sixtus V brought the ancient Aqua Martia to Rome which abundantly supplies it. The four lions, two of which are in white porphyry and two in black granite, were brought there from the Pantheon.
I also visited the church of Saint Mary of Victory which overlooks the square. It is all inlaid with marble, gildings, paintings, and sculptures of the foremost masters. The Porta Pia, formerly the Nomentana and Figuleuse is only a very short distance away. It is called Pia since Pope Pius IV adorned it according to the design of Buonarotti.
It would be too long to mention all the other churches I visit[ed]. Retracing my steps, I contemplated only from outside the beautiful Barberini palace built on the ruins of the palace of Numa. Urban VIII had it built following Bernini’s design. The Triton fountain is seen in the Barberini square. Those who work in antiques say that it is here that was found the Tiburtine foundation and the temple to Quirinus, built by Augustus.
I would have too much to say if I wished to speak of the various palaces that I met in my walks since they are infinite in number. Most of them are exceedingly beautiful. I will not even mention them for fear of making people jealous.
I finished the day by visiting His Eminence Cardinal Zurla
, Vicar of His Holiness who received me with great kindness and gladly personally wrote and signed the permission which we call the celebret in France.
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5: Today I attended to some business matters and made several visits, especially to His Eminence Cardinal de Gregorio
 who very graciously received me and invited me to dinner tomorrow. This evening I attended the devotion at the Oratory by Father Caravita, which my Jesuit travelling companion
 had enthusiastically spoken about as being the creation of one of his brother Jesuits and continued by them; but I admit that I was deceived in my expectations. The service seemed rather insignificant. It was a litany of Pater and Ave Maria’s with another thirty Ave Maria’s besides. Lastly, I did not like the short instruction which actually had very little merit. The chapel was full of men who seemed very recollected and devout; they take the discipline two or three times a week. There are five other chapels or oratories in Rome like this one, as well attended. God is certainly glorified by them.
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6: I spent the morning in writing. Before visiting His Eminence Cardinal De Gregorio, I went to the Quirinal Palace to meet the renowned Archbishop Marchetti of Ancyra
. He is a remarkable prelate for knowledge and zeal of which he has given constant proof. During the time of Pius VII he was one of the missionaries who preached in public squares. He translated the pastoral letters of the French Bishops, written at the time of the schism of ‘92. He is the author of several works and, even though he is seventy-four or seventy-five years old, continues to work, mainly on the controversy with the Gallicans whose opinions he does not like.
Cardinal De Gregorio treated me with rare kindness and cordiality. He recalled having seen me often at Paris during the time of the exile of the Roman prelates. I had actually seen him although he was not one of those to whom I rendered service, as were Cardinals Mattei, Ruffo, Archbishop of Naples, Gabrielli, Brancardoro, Canon Muzzarelli
  and others. After dinner, we discussed in familiar terms at length on important matters, after which he was kind enough to describe to me in detail the work of the congregations of Cardinals. He certainly has more than his share to do and conscientiously performs all his duties.
To Father Courtès at Aix.

210:VI in Oblate Writings

Beauty of the churches at Rome. Ruins of paganism. Remains of Blessed Zinelli and many other saints. Difficulties of Father Courtès at the novitiate. Fewness of religious vocations at Rome.

L.J.C.

Courtès

Rome, 

December 6, 1825.

Down with avarice, my dear Courtès, although the postal fee on my letter must ruin you, I am not resisting the desire to write to you and to date my epistle from the capital of the Christian world. This title is due to this beautiful city of Rome, not only because she is the seat of the Vicar of Jesus Christ, visible head of the Church, but also because she is, as it were, a Compendium of Christianity. It is only here, I believe, that they have understood how a dwelling should be built for God on earth. One has no idea of the magnificence of the temples found at every step. There are as many as five or six in the same place, each more beautiful, more rich, more imposing than the others. One truly conceives how in heaven one shall never tire of praising God and of loving him while contemplating his infinite perfections, when one feels, at the sight of this beauty, work of feeble creatures, the sentiment of admiration grow without ceasing instead of becoming exhausted, when one would think one has reached one’s limit.

And what food for devotion is provided at the sight of so many monuments which attest the victory of the martyrs who have drowned idolatry in their blood. Their bodies still exist and their memory, so to say, is still fresh after eighteen and nineteen centuries which have destroyed both their persecutors and their works which seemed established for all eternity; the ruins which are trod underfoot still stagger the imagination, so vast they are in conception and in their details. The baths, for instance, as vast as a great city, were the work under Diocletian of forty thousand Christians who received as salary martyrdom in frightful torments. These baths were adorned with statues, porticoes, colonnades; there were fountains, shady groves, and even lakes which had been artistically designed within their enclosure. The works of architecture of the best masters, the priceless tableaux, the marbles that are only to be seen here, porphyry, alabaster and even exquisite libraries; nothing was spared. There no longer exists anything but the site and the broken masonry, while the poor slaves, the vile Christians as they were looked upon by their sacrilegious tyrants, are still the object of veneration of peoples, and their remains are preciously kept in the neighbouring catacombs where one kisses the ground and tears flow.

All is holy here for him who comes as a true Christian pilgrim. As for me, I only see the apostles, the martyrs, the holy confessors of all ages. There is not a corner of Rome which is not a monument of faith or piety. The house in which I dwell, for example, where I came by chance, has been the shrine where for twenty-five or thirty years the blessed Cardinal Tommasi practiced so many virtues which have raised him to the rank of the blessed. He has sanctified it by his presence; his room still exists. And have I not found the memory, the bust and even the body interred in the church of this holy priest, of whom you have heard me speak so often, of this great servant of God, Father Bartolo Zinelli, who was my teacher at Venice, who died in the odour of sanctity under this very roof which shelters me? The cause of his beatification would have been launched long ago if the Society of which he was a member had not been dissolved, because of the misconduct of its head, the famous Paccanari, who finished so badly after having made a good beginning. But my dear teacher, this good friend who could only console himself at my departure, so he wrote me, by going up to the altar to pray for me, he only had virtues, and the Bishop of the place where he preached his last mission wished to proceed to authenticate by act a prophecy which be made in his diocese and which came true. I saw the other day one of his former confreres, since become Jesuit, but cold as ice and insensitive, who yet told me that when his brother was in his last agony, he made him swallow a small spoonful of water in which he had put a hair of the Servant of God, and that immediately a crisis came on which delivered the patient from all danger. God has not willed apparently to glorify his servant here below. If he had been entirely a Jesuit, these good Fathers would have given themselves a little more trouble. It is not less of a consolation for me to breathe the same air, to offer the holy sacrifice on the same altars, to be able to pray at his tomb. It is the same everywhere. Here are found all the saints since Saint Peter down to the blessed Benoit Labre and others still more modern. Here I must cease or be carried away too much. I wish only to tell you once more that I bear within me our whole family in all these holy places that I visit every day. Poor family that the demon has again shaken! It would not be a misfortune if there had been no scandal. And we would have avoided it if we had done justice to this wretch when his villainy was discovered. But, Lord, shall I ever be cured of leaning always towards mercy, when I hope for the repentance of the culprit! For the rest, emphasize to your community that these scandals happen in all Societies, and that has always been so. I have just read this again in the life of Saint Joseph Calasanz, as many as eighteen at the same time who rushed out as they bid him goodbye, without counting those who had themselves secularized and those who abandoned him to enter other Orders. He found himself once alone with another, having on his hands a great part of the schools of Rome. I know that does not console us for the defection of a single one of our members but this example and a thousand others ought to help us to bear this trial. The person is besides little to be missed in himself, but it is the uproar and its nuisance that I deplore. We ought to have prevented it.

... I see here novitiates which make me envious. There is one in the house where I live which seems, I assure you, to operate by itself, so essential it is to get off to a good start! I have given my ideas to Fr. Tempier in my last but one letter, I will not repeat them here. But it is more than essential to get at this problem. Properly speaking we do not have a novitiate. Admit that the wretch who has just left went through no such thing in the full sense of the word. Things can no longer go on that way. I insist on this matter. Send my letter to Father Tempier so that he may understand the importance I attach to a reform in this respect...

Let the principal concern of the novices be that they work with assiduity to acquire religious virtues and the spirit of a true missionary in accord with our Rules... It would be necessary also that you get rid of several occupations so as to be more concerned with the novitiate. If we could replace Guibert in the exercise of the ministry, I would willingly have him take on this role under your direction.

You must not be discouraged at having so few novices. All the Congregations, except the Jesuits, are in the same boat. Here I am in the house of studies which is also the novitiate of the Lazarists. Well, they only have six novices and as many professed students. These are two communities entirely separate; they cannot so much as speak to one another, they only see each other at table or, rather, in the refectory for they are at different tables. Everything goes well however and there are only four priests, including the professors. The students do their philosophy, which lasts two years here. I ought to say that these young people are charming and that they edify me a great deal. I pray God he may give us the consolation of having some like them. Adieu, my dear son, I bid you say a thousand tender things to all our Fathers and dear Brothers. You are all ever present in my thoughts and still more in my heart. Do not forget to send my letter to Father Tempier at Marseilles. I embrace him as well as Suzanne and all of you, my dear children, whom I love with all my heart.
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7: Visit to Bishop Caprano
, secretary of the Propaganda, to alert him of the favours I must ask and dispose him not to refuse them. This prelate received me very well and promised me his assistance. At the moment he is occupied with formulating a reply to the questions we put to the Congregation of the Propaganda concerning our Greeks
. Yesterday, at Cardinal De Gregorio’s home, I saw all the details of this matter printed out and the decisions given by the full Congregation.
Visit to Monsignor d’Argenteau
. I ended the day with a visit to the church of the Holy Apostles for the last day of the novena for the Immaculate Conception. Ordinarily the Pope gives the blessing but the Cardinal Dean replaced him. The Church of the Twelve Apostles was constructed by Constantine near one of his palaces. It has been renovated through the interest of several cardinals and sovereign Pontiffs.
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8: I had chosen today to profit from the Pope’s concession and gain the jubilee indulgence by visiting the church of Saint Lawrence in Damaso but it rained so hard all day that I put it off until tomorrow, since the Pope extended his indult for the whole octave. This morning I took advantage of Monsignor d’Isoard’s carriage to visit the Sistine Chapel a second time. This Pope was not there. The office is so beautiful and imposing in this chapel that I had no regret whatsoever at having been there. Today, the cardinals were in red cappa magna for the feast, and a cardinal officiated. At the Introit, they all recited, two by two, in their place the psalm Judica, the Confiteor, etc. The procurators general of Orders do likewise, and all those who attend, be they bishops or inferior clerics. I noticed they do not say the Confiteor together as we do at Marseilles, but one after the other, devoutly and slightly inclined toward each other. They also say the Gloria, the Credo, the Sanctus, the Agnus Dei, in the same way, two by two. At the Offertory, the deacon comes to incense the cardinals, prelates and procurators general of the Orders, one after the other. Then they stand up and take off their birettas and skull caps. Immediately before receiving the incensing, they bow to the one coming after as if to alert him. They do the same at the kiss of peace. I made note of these ceremonial details so as to use them at Marseilles.
During the day, I was busy preparing the petition to present to the Pope on the day he grants me an audience.
To His Holiness Pope Leo XII.

48:XIII in Oblate Writings

Brief history of the foundation and expansion of the Society. Purposes. Request for approval of the Rule, the institute and the name of Oblates of the Most Holy and Immaculate Virgin Mary.

Pope Leo XII

Rome, 

December 8, 1825.

Most Holy Father,

The Abbé de Mazenod, Vicar General of Marseilles, prostrate at the feet of Your Holiness, has the honour of informing you that since 1815, after the Sovereign Pontiff Pius VII had manifested his desire that Missions be preached in France to the people who are demoralized by the Revolution, he saw it as a duty to dedicate himself, with several chosen companions, to this holy ministry in the Diocese of Aix en Provence.

The extraordinary blessings that God deigned to shower on the efforts of their zeal sparked the desire in neighbouring Bishops to procure the same benefits for their flocks. They repeatedly requested the Abbé de Mazenod to have him and his companions evangelize the people of their dioceses. The Abbé de Mazenod considered himself fortunate to be able to second the pastoral concern of these venerable Prelates, and was delighted to be able thus to further knowledge of Jesus Christ and to [assure] the return of a greater number of lost sheep to good principles. Now the Missionaries thought quite rightly that, since they were to expand into various dioceses, it was necessary to set common rules which would be like the bond of their new-born Society.

They themselves have been struck by the wonders that grace has achieved through their ministry. They feel that to become worthy of their vocation, they must walk in the footsteps of the Saints; that the members of their Society must have the possibility of working at their perfection and at the same time, they would provide the people with the means of salvation by preaching penance to them.

They have resolved to embrace the evangelical counsels and to devote themselves totally to whatever would promote the greatest glory of God, the salvation of the most abandoned souls, and the service of the Church.

The Rules and Constitutions of the Society of the Missionary Oblates of Saint Charles (which is the name they had taken), commonly known as the Missionaries of Provence, have been drawn up in this spirit.

They have devoted themselves mainly to the missions, which is the principal end of their Institute and this preferably in the most abandoned areas, preaching there in the vernacular, that is in the dialect, the daily language of the people who do not understand French well in these remote places. They have offered their assistance to the Clergy in view of a moral reform by means of retreats and a good priestly training in seminaries. They have dedicated themselves to the care of the youth whom they gather in Christian groups in order to withdraw them from the world’s corruption. They have also been engaged in serving poor prisoners whom they instruct, to whom they administer the Sacraments and those who are condemned to death they accompany even to the gallows.

Pope Pius VII granted liberal indulgences to the Society of Missionaries and the Bishops have not ceased to encourage their good works. It was soon necessary to expand beyond Provence and go into Dauphiné and Languedoc to respond to the wishes and concerns of the Prelates. All those in whose dioceses the Missionaries are working have approved their Rule in most flattering terms. There are seven of them. Several wanted to write this approval in their own hand so as to give in this manner more force to their honourable witness. All accompanied it with the most touching expressions of the liveliest and most sincere interest.

The Missionary Oblates of S[ain]t Charles thus constituted have four houses and a hostel at the present. They are serving in six large dioceses. They are entrusted with the hospitals of Aix, the prisons of Marseilles, the prisons of Aix, and the shrine of Notre-Dame du Laus. Bishops are calling them to assume the direction of their seminaries. They have, furthermore, the consolation of enjoying the affection and esteem of their Superiors and fellow citizens.

But they still lack something that they desire with great intensity, that which each of them begs with greatest insistence through their spokesman, the Abbé de Mazenod, their superior: they still lack the approval of Your Holiness.

It is true that Your Holiness has deigned to implicitly recognize their Congregation by granting it very precious privileges and indulgences and allowing it, in your rescript of February 22, 1825, to celebrate the Office and Feast of Blessed Alphonse-Marie de Liguori in each church or mission of the Society, ut in omnibus ecclesiis vel domibus societatis Missionariorum a Gallo-Provincia nuncupat[Orum] etc. You have given it a sign of your paternal goodness in charging His Eminence the Cardinal Grand Penitentiary
 to communicate to it the goodwill with which you wished to honour it by means of the letter that his Eminence wrote on the matter to the Bishop of Marseilles. The expressions of Your Holiness’ paternal goodness and the assurance of your high protection has left such a strong impression in the hearts of the Missionaries that they will never be able to forget it. “Placuit quippe Sanctitati Suae hoc erga te (episcop[um] Massimilien[sem] pontificiae benevolentiate testimonium praebere nec non palam insimul facere qua sit voluntate erga lectissimain sacerdotum familiam, qui ... ministerio verbi se se devoverunt sacrisque expeditionibus in procuranda animarum salute collaborant.”
Such touching signs of the great protection on the part of Your Holiness is already a kind of approval; besides, the Society of Missionaries is pleased to regard them as an inalienable title, of which it hopes, with God’s grace, never to be unworthy. Now this family of which Your Holiness is the beloved father, this family completely devoted to the Church, to the Holy Apostolic See and to the sacred person of Your Holiness, begs you to add to the foresaid benefits already granted that of giving it a consistence which it cannot acquire except from Your Holiness, from whom it confidently awaits the formal approval that Your Holiness will deign to give to its Rules.

The experience of almost ten years proves that these Rules are suitable for helping the members of the Society achieve the goals they have set for themselves. The approval of seven noteworthy bishops such as the Archbishop of Aix and the Bishops of Marseilles, Gap, Digne, Fréjus, Nimes and Nice are a second guarantee, equally certain, that the Missionaries dare to present to Your Holiness.

Most Holy Father, deign to affix the final seal and consolidate for ever such an important work by fortifying it with pontifical approval and your apostolic blessing.

At the same time, we ask Your Holiness that, in the Brief of Approval which the Missionaries request, you give them the name of Oblates of the Most Holy and Immaculate Virgin Mary instead of Oblates of S[ain]t Charles: this to avoid any confusion of names with other Congregations; and further, if you are agreeable and if you approve, to make it clear that the Abbé de Mazenod, who was thereto named by unanimous vote of his co-workers, be and remain the superior of the Society of the Missionary (from now on called, if it pleases Your Holiness) Oblates of the Most Holy and Immaculate Virgin Mary.

The most humble, faithful and devoted son of Your Holiness,

The Abbé de Mazenod, Vicar General of Marseilles.
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9: This morning I visited the church of Saint Lawrence in Damaso. A person has to go to confession, fast and visit three altars of this church to gain the jubilee indulgence, as the Pope has dispensed with any other visits, etc. This church had originally been built by Saint Damasus in honour of Saint Lawrence in 380. It was demolished when Cardinal Riario
 built the palace of the apostolic chancellery and he rebuilt it, dedicating it to the two saints during the pontificate of Leo X. One can see some very beautiful paintings in it and people there venerate the crucifix in front of which Saint Bridget used to pray and which, according to tradition, spoke to her several times. The famous poet Annibale Caro
 , is buried in this church. His tomb can be seen against the pillar, facing the main altar.
Our ambassador’s room valet came in to invite me to dine with his master today. It was past two o’clock, and since
 I do not wait till then to eat on a fast day, I thanked him, not being in the habit of dining twice, least of all on fast-days. This manner of inviting someone in the afternoon to dine that very evening is peculiar to our ambassador. It must often expose him to misunderstandings.
Wrote to the Archbishop of Reims
 to congratulate him on being named Cardinal. The Pope will publish him at the next consistory.
To Father Tempier at Marseilles.

211:VI in Oblate Writings

Jubilee. Slowness of transactions at Rome. Little hope of obtaining in a short time the approbation of the Rules. Visits to cardinals. Let each Father write his memoirs so as to provide material for the history of the Society.

L.J.C.

Tempier

Rome, 

December 9, 1825.

I have gained, please God, my jubilee today, very dear Tempier, since the Pope thought it well to reduce the conditions enjoined to fasting on the eve of the Feast of the Conception and a visit to the church of Saint Lawrence in Damaso once during the octave. Were I to heed myself, I now have had my fill of Rome; I cannot accustom myself to live in separation from those I love, I have no pleasure away from them. Oh! how happy we will be in heaven when we are all there together! Then there will be no more journeys, no more separation and although absorbed in God we will love our friends more than ever. His intuitive vision of God did not prevent Jesus Christ from loving men, and amongst them, some more than others. That is how it is, however it pleases refined mystics to wish to give us, for the sake of perfection, another nature which assuredly would not be worth that which we have from God. So much so that there is no happiness for me, separated from those who are mine! Judge from that how saddened I must be at seeing how matters proceed here. It is a world in which there are nine months of vacation in the year. Business in consequence is done very slowly.

I have not yet seen the Holy Father and I am not annoyed at that because I am not yet prepared. Only yesterday did I finish the petition which I propose to present to him; I filled four pages of large paper. Before composing it, I had to work on the language. Shall I tell you? They give me little hope. Cardinal de Gregorio, to whom I had been warmly recommended from Turin and who has treated me with much friendship, who has already given me a dinner and a thousand courtesies, has told me positively that he does not believe that the Pope would give his formal approbation; that he could however, by graces and indulgences, recognize and be presumed to approve indirectly. Incidentally, this is a Cardinal who therefore thinks that graces, etc., are an indirect recognition; we have also believed that and we were right; add the approbation of the Bishops, seven in number; how could one apostasize after that? I have begged the Cardinal to speak to the Pope beforehand in my favour; he will not fail. I had previously seen the Cardinal Vicar
 who, it seems, will have spoken to him of me. If the audience is delayed a little, other Cardinals will be able to render me the same service. In the meantime, I have not wasted my time and since graces ought, in the absence of all else, to signify something, I have asked some which will carry weight. For this I have gone to see the prelate who is Secretary of the Propaganda
, who is disposed not to refuse me anything. He will present my requests immediately to the Pope. I have not forgotten, as you well know, to ask for the plenary indulgence for the day of profession. This grace is evidently equivalent to a formal approbation. It remains to be seen if it will be granted. But in the supposition that the Pope will not reject my request, in what a predicament am I not going to find myself? It is impossible to present the enormous volume of our Rules. Archbishop Caprano has told me that never will they intervene in matters of mere regulation. How can I extract from the work what is precisely constitutive? I have glanced through it rapidly and oh! how difficult it is and how long it will be! I cannot possibly pare off everything to the point of rendering it insipid. Besides all that is de fede must enter in, vows also, and a great part of that which deals with the government of the Society. It is hard to show nothing of our way of life but that cannot be thought of. The remainder is already too long; it is almost three quarters. Is this not enough to dismay a poor devil who is all alone and who will necessarily have to do this work with disgust, stripping away the work as a whole which, in its context, presents some interest? And again this will be much too long, and if I am in a position to do it, which I wish with all my heart, I am sure that they will decry it and tell me that it will take a year to examine it. For how long a time will I be stuck here? I have no idea. I am going tomorrow to see the Cardinal Secretary of State
 but it is the audience with the Pope which will decide the matter. If he refuses to give the brief, I will leave immediately after Christmas; if he dithers or if he yields to my wishes, then we shall see. We will know where we stand seemingly in the course of next week. This letter will leave in advance for I am preparing it for Sunday, that is to say, for after tomorrow. I shall finish it tomorrow. Goodnight for now, I am going to say Matins and then to bed... I do not know if I have told you that I could not be better off than in the house of the Lazarists. I am quite close to the Quirinal where Pope Pius VII lived; it is the most elevated part of the city; from my window, I look upon all the beautiful edifices which it contains, I distinguish the churches, the houses and even the streets. The air is excellent. My hosts take care of me in every detail. All the Brothers are at my service. The young people are ceaselessly coming around to know if I need anything...

December 10. - I have just come in at half past noon; I take food because I am fasting, given that at Rome the Fridays and Saturdays of Advent are prescribed days of fasting and immediately after dinner, I take up my pen to give you an account of my morning. The Cardinal Secretary of State having said he would receive me at nine o’clock, I was at the stroke of this hour in his salon where he did not delay in receiving me with his customary politeness. He does not remember ever having seen me but was nonetheless very amiable towards me... Before leaving the Vatican, I went up to the apartments of the Pope to learn if Bishop Barberini had asked for an audience for me; he had indeed forgotten. The occasion would have been splendid if I had only wished to see the Pope and kiss his feet; there was no one waiting to go in; I could have had myself presented, but I took care not to because, other than not foreseeing that I might go up to the papal apartments, I had not brought my petition, I did not presume that Cardinal de Gregorio would have seen him since he had promised to speak to him of me. So I preferred to wait, knowing how first impressions influence matters. For the rest, I do my best to leave it to God.

I have resolved to say holy Mass every day of the octave of the Holy Virgin for the intention of the grace that we seek. I do not neglect on the other hand the human means that must be used. If after that I do not succeed, I will have nothing to reproach myself with. You must inform Courtès that I will not have acquitted these eight masses on his behalf.

Make an exact record of the names of the places where we have had missions and have litanies put together accurately. Let it then be ruled precisely that never shall a missionary dispense himself from saying them each day. There are practices which ought to characterize Societies. I was imprudent enough to forget the copy that I had. It was imperfect. When you will have gathered them strictly together, you will transcribe them in one of your letters but not on a separate piece of paper because they weigh letters and the slightest additional paper increases the charges by a third.

Carry out the idea that you have had to write memoirs of the Society. We are the only ones who have neglected such an important matter. The damage is irremediable, whatever one does. It is good to keep even the details of the apostasies. While that of V[achon] is fresh, let it be noted, all the more because the letter of his Bishop is remarkable. Courtès should assume the task of making these notes. We should furnish him with the letters. But how can we retain the marvels of so many fine missions? It is an irreparable loss which we must try and remedy the best we can by demanding that each one write down what he can recall about it as about everything else. In order that the same thing may not happen which has happened until now, we must oblige each Priest to take three or four hours a week, at a time you will fix, to write all he remembers of things related to the Society, but to avoid anyone saying airily that he remembers nothing, you must prescribe this exercise as one prescribes oraison for example; that is to say, that one enters one’s room, and that one examines the matter until something is recalled. If one is intent on obedience, one will not engage in this exercise without profit, because one will do it conscientiously. I am persuaded that we will do something interesting by comparing and editing the various memoirs. If we do not adopt this method, we will have a void precisely for those years that are the most interesting. The work will be less complete, no doubt than if it had been done as time went on, but something will still be found. Adieu. My greetings, compliments and usual regards.
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10: The Cardinal Dean, Secretary of State
, sent to inform me that he would receive me at nine o’clock. I was there at the Vatican on time and had the honour of offering him my respects. His Eminence received me very kindly with amiable politeness, but he had completely forgotten me and all that I had done for the cardinals at Paris during their exile. I had to remind him that I had often gone to his house, had sometimes even taken meals there, that I had presented him with the Vie de la vénérable Agnes
 (bound at my expense). At that time we were catechists at the Major Catechetical Program of Saint Sulpice. I served him when he came to say Mass at the German chapel. I was designated to find out from him, Cardinal Della Somaglia, the needs of the cardinals at the fatal moment of their disgrace. I recalled to him that he had replied that he would need nothing for two years but had pointed out those who would have need of help. So many things have happened since then that a person could easily have forgotten past events. The Cardinal was no less polite; but, on my part, I reflected that it would be very foolish to do good in order to gain a good reputation among men. God alone knows how to reward what we have done for him. So, we must do everything to please him.
The Cardinal spoke to me about the infamous Girard
. He told me that they were going to send him back to us, that he had retracted all his errors, but that we should not trust him for all that. He was quite convinced that he was never mad. A queer fellow that I met going from Saint Peter’s to Saint Mary’s in Trastevere would have liked to persuade me otherwise. I recognized the fellow without his suspecting. He was a certain Father Chabrier, a French conventual, a confessor
 and great talker, who recognized me to be French from my dress, and stopped me in the middle of the street almost under the windows of the madhouse where Girard is being kept. Monsignor d’Isoard’s room valet, who was with me, gave me away by naming me and mentioning my attributes, otherwise I would have rather enjoyed allowing him to prattle away
 on my account. I knew that he had voiced several opinions at the time of the Girard affair. This poor religious who seemed very arrogant now kept a certain reserve and strongly tried to convince me that his protégé was mad. I did not think I should judge him rashly by considering him to be a liar. He soon turned back, no doubt to warn Girard that I had arrived. He would have given him a bad moment for no reason, since I never thought of troubling myself with the unfortunate man. Had he been from our diocese, it would have been different.
Even though I was exhausted (I hadn’t eaten for twenty-four hours; in Rome, Fridays and Saturdays in Advent are fast-days), I had to go to the Ambassador’s whom I was fortunate enough to meet this time. He also spoke to me about Girard. They have decided to send the scoundrel back to France. The French seemed to be in a hurry to see him placed under the protection of the secular arm in order to save him from being taken to task by his Ordinary, the Bishop of Clermont
. About this matter, that insipid monk poured forth some principles which would merit being examined by the Holy Office. The Ambassador was almost tempted to present him to me as a worthy person, but it took no more than an interview of five minutes to judge that he was nothing but a poor fellow. Such is not the case with Father Monteinard
, a Minim religious; I am hi accord with the good opinion the Ambassador has formed of him.
Before leaving the Vatican, I went up to the Holy Father’s apartments to find out if Archbishop Barberini
 had requested an audience for me. He had quite simply forgotten the matter. I could have been admitted today, since no one was expected, but I assure you that I was not concerned about it. Taken unawares, I did not have with me the papers I must present to His Holiness, and besides I preferred that Cardinal De Gregorio and some others speak about me to the Pope before I see him.
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11: Third Sunday of Advent: I have an insatiable appetite for seeing Church ceremonies when they are carried out with dignity. That’s why I gladly returned to the papal chapel. The Sovereign Pontiff did not attend so a Cardinal officiated once more and nothing is more majestic than to see this noble assembly. After the gospel, an Augustinian Father preached in Latin. This sermon did not please me nearly as much as the one I had heard on the first Sunday of Advent. I found that this monk allowed himself to make entirely misplaced and disrespectful remarks by the allusions one could make by applying his words to the cardinals before whom he was preaching. I had two monks behind me who proved me right by their foolish laugh at each allusion
. They remove the skull cap from the presiding cardinal when he begins the Preface. He also removed it while they sing the gospel.
I was accosted in the chapel by the abbé Conti
, now become a Monsignor de mantellone
. This is a second order of prelates. I knew him at Paris when he was Cardinal Despuig’s
 chaplain. Later he attached himself to Archbishop Della Genga, who became the present Pope; he told me that he was his confessor during the stay in France.
I finally presented the letter I had for Cardinal Pacca
. This Eminence received me very politely and spoke to me about the abbé Taille
 with great interest and veneration. I was entrusted with a rosary the Pope kindly wished to send him.
I saw Cardinal De Gregorio again and delivered the letter from Mister de Césolles to Madame Countess de la Tour du Pin. I also saw the Father Abbot of the Trappists and Father Monteinard. I ended the day by going to adore the Blessed Sacrament at Saint Andrew della Valle where they are holding the Forty Hours.
I noticed that at the papal chapel, the Deacon bows to the choir before he goes to sing the gospel; and at the Pontifical High Mass, when the presiding prelate does not use the precious mitre, he uses the white one which he wears, for example, during the sermon and at the Gloria and Credo. 
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12: I was busy at home all morning. After dinner, I went to the Colonna palace to see Cardinal Ercolani
, laid out in death on an ornamental bier. I expected to see a brilliant chapel, something magnificent. I saw only a large canopy on which was placed, at a great height, the body of the deceased cardinal in soutane, surplice and mantelletta with a red biretta on his head. The bier on which the body was placed was very vast, covered with a large golden cloth. Only four candles were burning around it. Many people filed past to see this spectacle which grieved me more than satisfied my curiosity, since, apart from the lackeys’ indifference which I noticed while passing through the first antechamber, I felt a kind of horror at seeing a number of flies devouring the eyes, nose and mouth of the deceased, an outrage from which his high rank did not exempt him no more than it will protect him from the voracity of the worms which will soon take charge of these remains as of a prey surrendered to them.
I came out of the palace with these reflections and went to the home of Archbishop Mazio, assessor of the Holy Office, who received me with open arms, showed immense interest, and offered his services with which we agreed that on Sunday I will have him called to Saint Peter’s so that he can arrange for me to offer mass on the confession of the Prince of the Apostles, and after that, to get me a good place to observe the beatification ceremony for the venerable [Angelo d’Acri]
 which is to take place that day. I no doubt owe this fine welcome to the letter of recommendation which was given me for this prelate by the Archbishop of Genoa
 who showed me such courtesy when I passed through his archiepiscopal city.
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13: I have nothing to note down today. I am delighted with the beautiful scene I see from my window, from which I look out over the whole city, seeing in front of me, below the garden of the house where I am living, the gardens of the Colonna palace; just opposite, at a short distance, the domes of the Gesu and other churches; Saint Andrea della Valle is a little further on; Trajan’s column is on the left and the Capitol is a short distance from there; Saint Ignatius, the Roman College and the observatory are on the right. Beyond them, are the column of Antoninus, Montecitorio, the Piazza del Popolo and so many other outstanding buildings; but, above all, the beautiful Vatican and Saint Peter’s incomparable dome, in a word, the whole city. I went out for only a moment to see our dear Dean of the Rota, who, I hope, will soon be cardinal. He was going to dine with the French Ambassador who had invited today, the feast of Saint Lucy, all the canons of Saint John Lateran and other prelates. Since he did not honour me with an invitation, I dispensed myself from going to see him officiate this morning at that basilica of Saint John Lateran. Representing the King of France who is a canon of this basilica, he was present at the office on a stand placed in the midst of the choir stalls, higher even than the thrones of the cardinals. He was incensed immediately after them and before the canons. He did everything but intone the Deus in adjutorium. This has been a custom since the time of Henry IV.
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14: I did not bother going to the funeral for Cardinal Ercolani, which all the cardinals were to attend. I went instead to visit Bishop Caprano, secretary of Propaganda, who informed me with satisfaction that the Supreme Pontiff had granted all the favours I had requested, and that he had used these exact words when speaking of my uncle: “Oh! The Bishop of Marseilles is a worthy man.” And the Bishop kindly added that his nephew was worthy of him. Without dwelling on Bishop Caprano’s reflection, which may nevertheless be useful in view of the good I hope for, I was greatly consoled that the Head of the Church though so well of an uncle whom I so rightly cherish.
During the day, I was introduced to Cardinal Guerrieri-Gonzaga
, who received me in the way I am accustomed to being received everywhere. At this Eminence’s place, I met Reverend Father Fortis
, the Jesuit General, a very respectable man, but who appeared stricken with age and infirmities.
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15: Today again I fulfilled what is prescribed to gain the jubilee indulgence for the holy souls in purgatory, according to the indult granted to this effect by the Supreme Pontiff. I visited the church of Saint Lawrence in Damaso and the designated altars. May God render profitable to the holy souls, especially the souls of my dear relatives, the suffrages I applied to them. My father, who died so saintly in my arms, my dear grandmother whom I so tenderly loved, my grandfathers, my great uncle, my aunt, who assuredly came to mind as they are always present with me at mass. I don’t know why I also mentioned my sister who died so young; but it is out of affection that my dear little niece Caroline also daily appears in this picture, since she certainly doesn’t need my prayers. But, that is what my heart is like, it cannot forget anyone it loves, living or dead.
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16: Immediately after my mass, I went to the Vatican to see His Eminence, the Cardinal Secretary of State. This time, we conversed in Italian. He was kind enough to tell the Holy Father of my desire to kiss his feet and have an audience with him. The Holy Father gladly granted this favour. The Cardinal gave me some instructions on what to do. When I am ready, he will present me himself, if I so desire. After leaving His Eminence, I went into Saint Peter’s where, for more than an hour, I admired the beautiful artworks in that church, which I could never get tired of seeing. They were working hard to prepare the beatification of the servant of God, Venerable Angelo d’Acri. That ceremony is to take place on Sunday.
I spent my recreation with Mister Collucci
, one of our Lazarists, seventy-four years old. I would not have given him more than sixty. I cannot express how much I admired his beautiful simplicity, the beauty of his soul and the sentiments he expressed with admirable kindness. He is almost totally infirm although it isn’t noticeable; however, that still did not stop him from travelling to give missions this year, but serious sickness obliged him to turn back, or rather his doctor’s orders, since he was all ready to keep on going. He told me that what always sustained him was peace of soul which he had always been lucky enough to enjoy in his holy state, and that he thanked God every day for his vocation. I had already noticed the charity he showed in always being ready to go to the confessional and how respectfully he treated everyone. I consider this holy priest to be a great servant of God. He told me again that what contributed most to his happiness was receiving everything from God’s hands.
There is also another invalid in the house who had not been out of his room for eight years. He was a great missionary but now is half paralyzed. In this state, he still hears confessions and is always happy and resigned. They are great models of virtue, and I equally admire the concern, charity, and care that the other members of the house render this poor sick man, and the attention they pay the first one. I also gladly observed how they all faithfully followed the house rules. Everything functions well on its own. I am grateful to God for having placed me in a situation where I could marvel at such sustained good conduct. There is only one thing that really bothers me, that, even though I am far behind them in virtue, they all smother me with every sort of consideration and treat me with respect I certainly do not merit.
Besides living with such holy people, there is another remarkable circumstance which often during the day furnishes me with some good thoughts; that is, that Blessed Tomasi
 lived forty years in this same house, which seems to be completely imbued with the good odour of his virtues, and that my venerable master, venerable Dom Bartolo Zinelli
 died here in the odour of sanctity, since they attribute several miracles and various prophecies to him; I came across the plaster mould that retraced his features, and his body rests in the church where I have the daily good fortune of celebrating holy mass.
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17: I have nothing to report on today. The Abbé Bourdet, a priest from the Avignon diocese, who is called by a consistent vocation to the missions among unbelievers, took up my morning from thanksgiving after mass until dinner time. He made me read all his letters and shared his dispositions which could not be more edifying, since he longs for martyrdom as others do for rest. I spoke very favourably about him to the Cardinal Secretary of State, and gave him other signs of my good will to help him advance his cause here. In return, this holy priest will give me a small share in his prayers and good works. In the afternoon, another priest, less interesting but to whom charity made it my duty to listen, likewise took up time that I had planned to spend more usefully, or at least more agreeably, since I had to write to our family.
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18: This was a memorable day. I went to Saint Peter’s where Archbishop Mazio had me placed in a privileged spot, where I was able to see and hear everything marvellously. First of all, I saw the entire part of Saint Peter’s church from the confession to the far end where Saint Peter’s chair is, held up by four Doctors of the Church, two Latin and two Greek, lit up by a prodigious number of candles, for the day of the beatification of Blessed Angelo d’Acri, priest and Capuchin missionary, whose covered image was hung up at a great height, all surrounded with torches. When the time for the ceremony arrived, the cardinals of the Sacred Congregation of Rites and all the other members of that Congregation took their places on the gospel side benches, with the Chapter of Saint Peter, and Cardinal Galleffi
, archpriest, at the head, facing them on the Epistle side. The Vice-regent Bishop officiated pontifically. The Capuchin General approached the Cardinal Dean who put on his biretta while the religious spoke to him in Latin, a speech no one was able to hear. When that was over, the Cardinal handed the decree of beatification to a cleric dressed in surplice, who mounted the pulpit and read it aloud. As he completed reading the decree, the veil covering the saint’s image was lowered and the officiating Prelate intoned the Te Deum. Then he said high mass of the Blessed. The sung music at this mass, accompanied only by the organ, was superb. The clergy left after Mass, but we carefully kept our places, aware that the Supreme Pontiff would soon come to pray before the saint’s image. While we were waiting, Archbishop Mazio was thoughtful enough to offer me the life and image of the newly beatified which they had distributed to all the cardinals and prelates. When I noticed that the Duke of Blacas
 was there, I could not resist going over to him for a moment; but when the Pope arrived, accompanied by several cardinals, I took my place again, which a young French writer had kept for me. I was able to leisurely savour the Holy Pontiff who prayed with angelic fervour at his kneeler. I united my prayers to his and was enjoying contemplating him, when Monsignor d’Isoard’s chaplain came and brought me out of ecstasy, telling me that the Monsignor had been waiting for me in his carriage more than three quarters of an hour. At that moment, the Pope rose, so I was consoled for being obliged to leave. I glanced at the whole audience. I saw many who were looking with curiosity and even with interest; but did not recognize any others who shared the sentiments of profound veneration, mixed with kindly affection, which filled my soul. Such is the result of a faith-filled habit of regarding this object.
We returned to the Mattei palace where Monsignor d’Isoard stays; we had a light lunch and quickly got back into the carriage to go in procession to Saint Peter’s, where a confraternity had arranged to gain the jubilee indulgence by making a station at Saint Peter’s. The Monsignor Dean of the Rota, in his prelate’s garb, carried the crucifix, I was beside wearing my soutane and long coat. As we went along, we sang the litany of the saints and I felt a real pleasure in making the streets of the Christian world re-echo my voice, singing the praises of God. When we arrived at Saint Peter’s we were presented for veneration by the faithful the famous relics of the Passion, such as the wood of the true cross, the holy lance, etc. I was deeply moved by the profound silence which reigned in that entire basilica during this ceremony. Everyone was kneeling in the most pious prayer. Nevertheless, it was an immense crowd. I should remark in this regard, what I have noticed ever since I came to Rome, continually making the rounds of churches; that I have noticed always and everywhere there has been the greatest respect, and that the piety of the faithful, who are however all ordinary people, poor peasants, most of them in rags, always edifies me more and more. At night, we came back singing the Te Deum. The ceremony concluded with Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament given by the Monsignor Dean of the Rota.
To Father Tempier at Marseilles.

212:VI in Oblate Writings

The fast. Letters of Father Tempier and Bishop Fortuné. Practice economy at the bishop’s house. Coming audience with the Pope who has granted an indulgence for the day of profession. Beatification of Angelo d’Acri, Capuchin.

L.J.C.

Tempier

Rome, 

December 18, 1825 

(posted the 20th, eve of my anniversary of priesthood)

It is a pleasure! Here at least, my dear Tempier, the days of fasting are days of penance, especially for Provençals who cannot, whatever effort they make, swallow the detestable oil they eat at Rome. On rogation days, they observe what is called the strict minimum, that is to say, eggs and dairy products are forbidden. I thank God for my invincible repugnance for the foul oil and have contented myself these days solely with a piece of boiled fish on which I have squeezed half a lemon. Mgr. d’Isoard had wished that I dine with him; I took care not to accept his pressing offer because I admit that I felt nothing would have replaced the happiness that I experienced in doing three days of penance in the true sense and the real spirit of the Church.

Do you find it amusing, Mgr. the Grand Vicar, to spin such nonsensical yarns for me? Upon my word, can you believe that at the distance we are from each other, I can put up with the banal pretexts you are too often accused of making in your letters, blaming sleep or lack of time for cutting short what you have to say. Tell others that, dear friend. I do not doubt that you have many things to do but writing to me is also one of them; so I warn you that when your letters are cut short, like that which I have just received from you the seventh of this month, I will throw them in the fire without reading them. Happily my dear uncle has made up for it by his amiable, his very amiable letter; I laughed out loud on reading and rereading it. Upon my word, how he soldiers on! And if that is not enough, he will give them still more. What vigour! One would say this charming letter is written by a man of thirty years, who has beak and claws. Thank this good uncle for his kindly consideration; I do not write him directly so as not to multiply the postal charges.

If I had not been holding the world for quite a long time in contempt, so much so that I cared nothing about its judgements, I could have remarked that we are, I believe, the only diocese where the first Grand Vicar is not the president of the capitular council. In your place, I would have found it less unsuitable to put myself in a secondary position than to eliminate totally the first Grand Vicar. I will tell you with all the frankness I owe you that in this circumstance you have paid too much attention to your prestige and not enough to other proprieties. In the name of God, dear friend, be less susceptible on this little point of honour of appearing to be subordinate, of being regarded, as you have said sometimes, as a simple secretary. What does it matter? Were you to be regarded as the most insignificant of men, what would you have to complain about? Do all the good that is incumbent upon you, but do it only for God and, far from desiring that men know that you are the one who is posing the acts, ask nothing better than to be ignored. Otherwise, there is no recompense to hope for. For I do not mean by this word the vain applause of men and their sorry praise. I know not if I am wrong but I have often told myself that if my reputation did not belong to our Society and that in its beginnings it should serve as a sort of shield, I would be inclined to let it be attacked without going to the trouble of defending it. As for the reflections I have just made, I permit myself to make them in this circumstance and in general for, at bottom, I find it good not to be named to the board of this council.

I ought not to hide from you that I intended to recommend that you be very economical in managing the monies particular to my uncle. It is necessary to economize in order to pay certain debts likely to be overlooked but which are well known to me and on my mind.

So plan wisely and avoid feeling secure in the thought that you have 31 000 francs to spend during the year. I beg you in this regard to keep your accounts in good order. If you perceive that expenses are excessive, reduce them somewhat. Let the Bishop want for nothing but let there be an allotment for the rest of the house. I content myself here with two portions, of which one often is unexpended. You will have to keep an eye particularly on the stable. I have always found the expenditure on that account exorbitant. Insist that the horses are given the amount that everyone agrees on. Three pecks of oats is the nec plus ultra. You know that it took a long time to persuade the coachman of this; he claimed that five were necessary. Take care lest, for love of his horses, he may have reverted back to this ration... These are, I know, fastidious details but the results are important enough to reckon with.

When will my return be possible? I shall soon know for the Pope is expecting me; everyone has announced my visit to him and still I do not appear before him. It is on purpose that I did not wish to present myself before some Cardinals and other principal Prelates would have spoken to him about me. Now I can delay no longer and all the more so because when Mgr. Mazio asked for an audience for me, he had the kindness to say to this prelate: “But I am waiting for him; the Cardinal Secretary has already informed me.” If you only knew how apprehensive I am on seeing the moment come when I shall explain to him the principal purpose of my journey! Another person would perhaps be satisfied with having obtained what has already been granted very willingly and, I assure you, would know full well that so he should be.

Amongst the graces I asked for and obtained, one is worth a formal approbation and, if needs be, we could certainly be satisfied with it. It is the plenary indulgence for the day of profession and for the anniversary of profession and let it be noted that that term is explained in an unambiguous manner. Now when the Pope confers such a favour in view of this act, he approves that it be made. Cardinal de Gregorio told me before I obtained this noteworthy grace that he believed they would be satisfied to approve by granting indulgences; but he did not take into account one which bears so directly on the principal object. In any event, I have armed myself with all natural and supernatural aids by praying, asking for prayers, offering the holy sacrifice, invoking all the saints with all the fervour I could call upon. God will now guide his Vicar’s heart. I shall neglect nothing in explaining my request, nothing whatever that is apt to make the most impression on his mind; I have put down in writing the principal points and shall leave them in his hands. But if there is a general policy that opposes us, we must be resigned and consider ourselves fortunate to have what we have already obtained. One of my motives for wishing to delay in presenting myself was to have already in hand what I have mentioned above, just in case.

I must go to bed for it is midnight. But I must tell you that I missed the post this morning for I had not written much of this letter before I had to leave for Saint Peter’s where I wished to attend the beatification of the blessed Angelo d’Acri, Capuchin missionary. Here is another of these missionaries beatified; they all have the same method and in ten or twelve days put on a mission for you with all that belongs or goes with it. That gives us courage and hope. I had been assured that the Pope would come down to pray before the newly Blessed and indeed that is what happened. So I had the consolation of being present for the inaugural ceremony for this saint, to whom I commended myself strongly, placing all of you under his protection, as well as the happiness of seeing and contemplating at leisure the Head of the Church. I cannot describe to you the impression made on my soul by the Vicar of Jesus Christ. I looked at him, it is true, with eyes of a lively faith; so I experienced feelings that were certainly not shared by most of the people close to me who only looked out of curiosity. He prayed with great fervour and I quietly united myself to him. They came to wrench me away from this kind of ecstasy: Mgr. d’Isoard had been waiting for me an hour in his carriage. I returned that evening to the same basilica in the procession. The dean of the Rota carried the cross robed as a prelate; I was beside him in soutane and long cloak. We sang the litanies of the Saints. At the station of St Peter’s, they solemnly exposed to us above in a tribune the venerable relics and, please God, we gained another jubilee. It is the third; I will obtain yet another two, at least I will do what is prescribed to that end. I wished to finish my letter, that you would not get into six pages of yours, fearing to miss again the post of Tuesday, because tomorrow I shall have interruptions and the day after, at the latest, I shall present myself to see the Pope and will perhaps have a long wait in the antechamber. In that case, I will not be able to take my letter to the post and there will be much delay before you receive my news. As soon as I shall have seen the Pope, I will write to you again but will trim my quill to write more boldly so as to spare your eyes. In the meantime you all gain a hundred days’ indulgence for each confession that you hear and a hundred years for each general confession. In addition, plenary indulgence on the day and anniversary of profession and some other things as well which the Holy Father granted us most kindly after hearing read to him, article by article, each request presented to him in our name; so, it is with full knowledge and very willingly that he has favoured us.

Adieu for tonight, dear friend. Embrace on my behalf all the family. Pray for me; for my part, I make no station, not a step, without you beside me. I fear that Suzanne may have been over tired by that retreat at Allauch; he does not know how to be moderate, and I am always anxious about him. Affectionate regards for my dear uncle. Adieu.
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19: The Abbé Bourdet took up my morning; I went with him to the Propaganda to act as his interpreter with Bishop Caprano. I would never have believed that I would be an influence at Rome. Nevertheless, I was glad to be able to help out this holy priest. We straightened out his problem. The Prefect of the Propaganda will give him a letter: I will grant him certain faculties and he will leave for Paris, from where he will continue on to be among the non-believers and there possibly shed his blood for Jesus Christ. I took the opportunity of making an agreement with him to pray for each other, from which I will benefit the most.
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20: At nine o’clock this morning, I got into the Dean Monsignor’s carriage and went to the Vatican. It was the day to present myself to His Holiness. The Cardinal Secretary of State had already informed him of my desire to present to him the homage of my respectful devotion. Bishop Caprano had spoken to him about me. He was kind enough to reply to Archbishop Mazio, who had told him the most positive things in my regard, that he had replied to the Cardinal Secretary of State that he would be most happy to receive me; that I had only to present myself for an audience. Cardinal Delia Somaglia was kind enough to tell me, however Monseigneur Chamberlain did not take the trouble to let me know, as he had agreed with Monsignor d’Isoard. When I saw this good master, Monseigneur Barbarini, I was not surprised at his carelessness; he is as useless as one can imagine; which does not stop him from being a good priest. I told him politely that, seeing he had forgotten me and not being able to defer any longer my appearance before His Holiness without incurring some reproach, I had come without any notice to beg the Monseigneur to kindly alert the Holy Father, as soon as the ministers had left, that I was in his antechamber. There is total order in this admirable Court. The audiences are planned on a daily basis, as I hear from those who work with the Supreme Pontiff. To inform everyone, there is a printed timetable hung up in the antechamber nearest the office of His Holiness. I waited in that one, in my role of Grand Vicar, a sort of prelature in Italy; they call us Monseigneur. Waiting until those who work with the Holy Father had gone through (today, Tuesday, was the Secretary of Briefs, Prefect of the Congregation for Bishops and Regulars, the Pope’s Bishop eleemosynarius and the Master of the Sacred Palace), I met the Archbishop of Siena
, who recognized from my dress that I was French and came over to me to chat a little about France where he had been exiled during Napoleon’s time. He could not get enough of praising the welcome he had received and all the kindness people had shown him. Cardinal Pacca also spoke to me and invited me to come and see him again. He had read more carefully, according to what he told me, the letter of Mister Taille who had recommended me to him, and added other very high praise, and was called to the Holy Father as he was talking with me.
I was the first to go in among those who had no set audience time, which astonished the Dominican Reverend Father General
, who felt sure that his turn would come before mine; but since the Holy Father had called me first, I obeyed without excusing myself. His Holiness was in his small bedroom; it seemed not very spacious to me. Near the alcove, closed off by drapes of crimson damask, the Pope was seated on a couch, leaning on a desk in front of him. People usually make three genuflections, whereas I could make only one; the Pope graciously motioned me to advance; I knelt at his feet and prostrated myself, but was unable to kiss his feet, since he apparently did not want to move them forward. He immediately told me to get up again; I did not want to; he insisted, but I begged him to allow me to remain kneeling since the posture suited me fine. He seemed to give in reluctantly; his face told me that as well as his words, full of charity and kindness. I will not begin to transcribe everything that happened during that precious audience which lasted for more than half an hour, to the undoubted regret of the Dominican Father who had not had lunch, nor more than I who had been fasting. The Pope showered me with indescribable kindness. He talked for a long time and listened very attentively when it was my turn to speak. We talked in Italian and he always referred to me in the third person, the most polite form. He gave me very detailed explanations where he could have abbreviated things. He granted me with a word everything I requested. Having the consideration himself of indicating a special person
 to whom I should speak for a certain matter, he took the trouble of trying to recall where the person lived; he at least told me where he worked and where I would be sure to find him; but since he was afraid I would not remember his name, the Holy Father pressed his kindness so far as to take a square piece of paper from his desk, himself moved the inkwell over to me and handed me the pen for me to write it down. I must confess that I was so confused and I was deeply moved; and I kept that address, written with the Pope’s pen, out of respect and at the same time a souvenir of his boundless goodness. I am only sorry that, having written it while kneeling and at the edge of the Holy Father’s desk on which there was a pile of papers, it is only a scribble. Before I got up to go, he told me: do not leave right away, I hope we will see each other again. I still could not kiss his feet as I was leaving, but asked at least for his blessing which I received with a deep bow, my heart full of consolation and joy.
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21: I had chosen this anniversary day of my priesthood to go and offer the holy sacrifice on the Confession of Saint Peter. The Abbe Bourdet came to get me very early in the morning and we made our way as devoutly as possible to the basilica. We were immediately given assistance. A person can not descend into the crypt without feeling emotions of respect and devotion. I said the mass of Saint Thomas over the bodies of Saint Peter and Saint Paul, one of which rests under this altar, near those of the holy Roman pontiffs from the first centuries of the Church. My mass must have been long since I wanted to console myself in recalling to mind individually, at the memento, all those whose salvation is especially dear to me. It was an act of communion rendered very fitting by the place and the occasion. I served the mass of my companion who had done the same for me, and the thought that this holy priest came to this tomb of the Holy Apostles to draw strength to confess the faith in the midst of torments in pagan lands and to receive from them in some way his first mission, inspired me with great veneration for him and some kind sentiments, in as much as I am capable.
I found Archbishop Mazio in the sacristy. He had recommended me to the head sacristan. I attended Matins and Lauds, and during Prime he wanted me to take cup of cocoa with him, in the room for this purpose in the beautiful living quarters of the sacristy, built by Pope Pius VI.
I noticed at this Office, which was not bad: 1 - that the main stalls were reserved for the canons, the secondary ones for someone who holds a benefice; 2 - that the lessons of the first and second nocturns are sung by those holding benefices, those of the third nocturn by the canons; 3 - that the assigned weekly leader wears the cope for Lauds, as do the two beneficiary cantors; 4 - that the one presiding goes to his own stall, even though he’s wearing the cope, his place is the first one on the gospel side; 5 - that they incense every canon and everyone with a benefice. I had noted the same thing at the Papal chapels. The Prelate who is saying the mass waits and only starts the Preface near the end of the incensing; 6 - that they incense the canons before the choristers even though the latter are in cope; I have always been shocked at Marseilles by the contrary; that must absolutely be changed; 7 - that at the Benedictus, when the one presiding comes to incense the altar, two canons, dressed in choir robes, come forward to assist him, that is to say, they come forward and take their places at the foot of the altar steps; 8 - here, as well as at the Papal chapel, whether at the time of incensing or at the sign of peace, the canons bow to each other in turn, as if to alert each other; 9 - at the Introit, as in the Papal chapel, the canons recite it two by two, alternating, up to and including the Oremus, as well as the Gloria, the Credo, the Sanctus, and the Agnus Dei.

I had really wanted to spend this day on retreat, but I had to go to see the person indicated to me by the Holy Father. I was very pleased with it and, certainly, he could have found my visit most inopportune, since it was his dinner time and a holiday. But right up to the present, the good Lord has prepared the way, everywhere I have gone; I give thanks for it only to God, who is the master of hearts, and the holy angels and saints whom I daily invoke for this purpose.
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22: It is impossible to be too avid for spiritual riches, especially when someone is as poor as I am in this respect. So, I gladly seized the opportunity of gaining the Jubilee indulgence again. The Pope has granted to all associates of the Sacred Heart that they may gain the indulgence by visiting one of the four basilicas and another church where they venerate the image of the Sacred Heart. For that reason, I went to Saint Mary Major, the basilica closest to my residence, and to the parish church, where the Popes go when they live in the Quirinal. It is dedicated to Saints Vincent and Anastasius, and every Pope who had died at the Quirinal has left part of his body to this church. Their names are inscribed on two marble tables on the right and left of the sanctuary.
Cardinal De Gregorio had invited me to dinner. There, I met two new secretaries: that of the Congregation for Bishops and Regulars, Archbishop Marchetti in partibus, and Bishop Sala
, that of the Council. These are positions for the cardinals. The brother of Father Taparelli, Rector of the Roman College, son of the Marquis d’Azeglio, my friend
, was also at this dinner, and a unique character, called the Count
, who was planning to form a colony in Mexico, of which I will certainly not be the chaplain.
To Father Tempier at Marseilles.

213:VI in Oblate Writings

Audience with the Pope. Mass on the tomb of Saint Peter. Visits to M Adinolfi, pro-secretary of the Sacred Congregation of Bishops and Regulars. Leo XII’s will is to approve and not merely praise the Rules. He will have to prolong his stay at Rome. Regret over being far from the family. Exhortation to practice regularity and devotion to Mary Immaculate. Oblates of Mary.

L.J.C. 

Tempier

Rome, 

December 22, 1825.

(posted the 25th, most holy day of Christmas)

You must indeed feel very impatient, my very dear friend, to receive this letter which, to all appearances, should inform you that I have had the happiness of seeing our Holy Father the Pope and should contain, in consequence, the details of this memorable audience. Eh bien! my dear friend, yes! I have seen the Pope, not at a great distance, as the other day at St Peter’s, nor for a few moments, but close enough to touch and for more than a good half hour; that says little, for when I recapitulate all that was said on both sides, I am tempted to believe that it took nearly an hour to cover everything.

It is impossible for me to render you a detailed account of what happened; you will have to be satisfied with the substance.

You know that the Holy Father had been informed by the Cardinal Secretary of State and by several others that I desired to have the honour of presenting myself to him. Those who had been good enough to speak to him about me had been so conscientious in doing so that the Pope had replied that he would see me with the greatest pleasure. If the dean of the Rota
 had not requested Mgr. Barberini, the Master Chamberlain, to have him arrange the day for me to present myself for the audience, I would have gone the next day; but, waiting for the convenience of this Monsignorino obliged me to put it off from one day to another. However, such delay was insupportable to me for I feared that the Pope, whose attention had been drawn to me by all that people had kindly said to him, might find it strange and out of place that I showed so little hurry to present myself before him, after he had given his permission with such goodwill.

So one fine morning I made my decision. It was the 20th, vigil of Saint Thomas, and having obtained the loan of the carriage of Mgr. the Dean, I arrived in full dress at the Vatican. The first person I met at the papal apartments was a certain prelate, one of those they call here de mantellone, that is to say, of inferior rank but always near the Pope to serve him as private secretary. This good man, a little awkward at his trade, advised me to retrace my steps because it would not be possible to see His Holiness that day; that I could not have chosen a worse day, that it was the last of the audiences of the year, that the Cardinals were coming in crowds, the Ministers and goodness knows who else, hence I must put off my visit until the first days of the new year. I mollified him a little and to be accommodating, he told me to come back the second day of Christmastide, then on the Eve, and finally the day following that at which we were. That did not suit me at all. I have since concluded that, thinking I wished to get in to see the Pope by his intermediary, he saw no way of introducing me that day. He was wrong, I had not the slightest wish to enter by the back door. The moment this good man disappeared, Mgr. Barberini arrived; I went up to him and explained my position, reproaching him somewhat for having grieved me by his forgetfulness. A little embarrassed by my gentle reprimand, of which he acknowledged the justice, he prayed me to enter the salon and, in my quality of prelate or gentleman, I went without ado into the apartment which is next to the study of the Pope, where Cardinals, Bishops and other Prelates, as well as Ministers, wait their turn to enter the presence of the Holy Father. As soon as the audience begins, those designated to work that day with the Pope enter in succession. Neither Cardinals or Ambassadors came. Those who entered one after the other were the ones whom the Holy Father summoned through the Master Chamberlain. I had been forewarned I must be armed with patience because the matters which are brought to him are sometimes so numerous that there is no end to them.

I was in good heart that day, although I was fasting, and the large violet pouch of Mgr. the Secretary of Briefs who went in first did not dismay me; nor was I likewise by that also just as full of Cardinal Pacca, prefect of the Congregation of Bishops and Religious. Alas! I thought that perhaps one day our turn would come to be laid full length in his portfolio. They both spent an hour with the Pope. The Bishop Almoner, that is to say, distributor of the alms of the Pope, and the Father Master of the Sacred Palace also had their regular audiences that day; they were not long. Who will they call next? The General of the Dominicans
, whose stomach noised its hunger, would have wagered that it would be he; not at all, it was I. I arrived at the door with the dignity you know me to have, but I left it there to pick up again on coming out.

The Pope receives in his small private room. He was seated on a settee, with a desk before him on which he leaned. I made as I entered the first customary genuflection but there was not enough room between the door and the place where he sat to make a second; I found myself promptly at his feet that I did not try to kiss either because when bowing profoundly I did not see them or, too struck by the appearance of the Pontiff, whom my faith showed immediately as the Vicar of Jesus Christ, I became attentive only to the charm and the goodness of his physiognomy. I handed him with respect the letter from my uncle which he placed before him on his desk. Then began our interview, which ran on several subjects, and lasted nearly three quarters of an hour.

It would be impossible for me to relate to you all that was said, still less to describe to you the goodness, the pleasant manner and courtesy of the sovereign Pontiff. I was kneeling beside him. Several times he motioned for me to rise; I did not wish to, I was comfortable at his feet, besides I leaned against the desk. I could have remained longer in this position without discomfort. I explained the principal purpose of my journey, but many were the episodes that entered into this narration; even the miracles of Blessed Alphonse Marie de Liguori entered into it. You should have seen with what interest he listened to the succinct narration which I made to him of the good operated by our missionaries. I took care not to forget to tell him what you had just written to me: “At this moment the two youngest missionaries of the Society are working marvels, etc. One of them, Most Holy Father, is not yet old enough to become priest
; he was ordained in August with the dispensation of sixteen months that your Holiness deigned to grant to us; and yet the good God has used them to convert Protestants, etc.” You would have been touched, my dear friend, to see, while I spoke, how this holy Pontiff raised his eyes towards heaven, then joined his hands and bowed his head on them clasped together, glowing with gratitude and thanking God with all his heart. It seemed to me that this invocation alone would draw new graces on our ministry.

When I had finished speaking, he took up the discourse and spoke for quite a long time himself on this same subject. One would have said that he wished to make excuses for not doing with a stroke of his pen what I well knew is not granted except after long formalities. “You know,” he said to me, speaking all the time to me in the third person, “what is customary for the Holy See to do. They still do today what they did a hundred years ago.” And then he entered into all the details so that I should know how matters would proceed. “The Secretary of the Congregation will give me a report on the matter, I will choose a Cardinal to examine it, he, in turn, will make a report on the matter for the Congregation, each Cardinal will give his vote, etc. The great number of these requests, which are coming to us especially from France, has made the Congregation adopt a particular mode of approbation, which consists of praising, of encouraging, without formally approving.” I was not afraid to manifest to the Holy Father that this mode would not satisfy me, and I dared to hope they would do something more for us.

Lest I did not retain the name of the secretary whom he designated to me, he extended his kindness to the point of looking in his desk for a half sheet of paper, he moved the pen and ink stand towards me and handed me the pen so that I might write at his dictation. “Go to M. the Archpriest (that was the secretary) on my behalf and tell him to make his report to me on Friday, which is the day of his audience.”
I had written a brief memoir but seeing that my audience had become so prolonged, I did not dare commit the indiscretion of reading it to him, I simply laid it on his desk, but the Pope handed it back to me so that I could carry it to the Archpriest whose dwelling he went to such trouble to indicate to me.

As you will understand, I kept nothing from the Holy Father. When I told him what we were doing: “Quite right,” he said, nodding his head, “the dispensation is reserved to the Superior General and to the sovereign Pontiff.” He approved again with a nod of the head and did as much when I gave the motive of this reservation: “That is so,” I said, “in the rule of Saint Vincent de Paul”. The Pope added, “And in that of the Blessed Liguori.” In spite of my emotion, I did not lose my head. Having foreseen in advance how long the procedure could drag on that I knew we had to follow, I had written four questions on which I wished that the Head of the Church reply to me categorically. I did not fail to put them to him: “Does your Holiness approve that the members, etc., continue to live according to the Rules previously approved by such and such Bishops?” - Reply in the affirmative. “Does your Holiness approve that the dispensation of this and that (I named each thing by its proper name) be reserved to the Superior General and to the sovereign Pontiff, and that the members of the Society can only ask the dispensation from them?” - Reply in the affirmative. “Does your Holiness approve that he who has been Superior General be such and does your Holiness deign to recognize him in this capacity?” - Reply in the affirmative. “Does your Holiness approve that the Society take the name of Oblates of the Most Holy and Immaculate Virgin Mary instead of that of Oblates of Saint Charles which it had previously taken?” - The Pope said neither yes or no; I think I understood that he said it should be put in the report. I did not insist on explaining the matter further because it was the least important thing and we could wait without inconvenience. This change has seemed necessary to me in order not to be confused with an infinite number of communities which bear the same name.

When the Pope took trouble to explain at length to me the formalities which necessarily require much time, he said to me: “You will not leave so soon, will you? And we shall see one another again?” I replied as I should on this matter. Before withdrawing, when I saw that he had glanced at the clock, which is the sign of dismissal, and note well that he considerately did so only when I had finished saying all I had to say to him, I asked him for certain faculties; and as on this subject he made some very wise reflections and especially certain applications which prove his humility as much as his knowledge, touched by what I was hearing and somewhat moved by fear of overstepping the bounds, I forgot to ask for the extension of these faculties as I had meant to do. I will return to that at my farewell audience. I had him bless my crucifix and, again bowing deeply, though once more unable to kiss his feet, I asked him for his apostolic benediction and withdrew profoundly consoled by my long session, while thanking God, the holy Virgin, the angels and the saints and even the holy souls in purgatory for whom I had said Mass that day. A propos of masses, do not forget to tell Father Courtès that since the 8th I no longer acquit (stipends) for him. I continue to apply them for the great affair which concerns us, for although I have neglected nothing in regard to men, I put my confidence in God. It was half past two o’clock when I arrived at the house of Mgr. d’Isoard to take some food, but I could well have waited until evening, so full of joy I was which up to a certain point can well replace the grosser nourishment that one must give to the body.

As you can understand, our affairs were going forward too well for me to neglect to go the very next day to M. the Archpriest whom the Holy Father had bidden me to see on his behalf. It was December 21, a memorable day for me, as you know, for it is the anniversary of my ordination. I went early in the morning to offer the holy sacrifice in the grotto of the basilica of the Vatican, on the bodies of the holy Apostles. I was with a holy priest who has been called to the missions amongst the infidels. He served my Mass. I took my time and afforded myself the consolation of naming explicitly all those whose salvation interests me most on this precious tomb. I served the Mass of the future martyr for my thanksgiving; then, going up into the church of St. Peter, I took part in Matins and Lauds of the Chapter and went on my way, commending myself the while to all the saints in paradise, to the dwelling of the Archpriest Adinolfi. I forgot to tell you that I had brought with me our precious volume and that I laid it on the confession of Saint Peter while my saintly companion offered the holy sacrifice, as I implored the head of the apostles and Saint Paul and the other holy Popes who are buried in the same place, to accept and bless them.

The Archpriest was not at home; I waited for him resolutely for more than two hours. He arrived at last and received me, much as my good angel disposes everybody to receive me here. It was dinner time for him but he did not wish me to be concerned about that; he listened to my account with the utmost pleasantness, had my little memoir read to him and grasped its meaning perfectly. He is a man of experience in these affairs and quite alert; I saw that I could press my case with him and went so far as to say that I had to present him with a volume which would daunt any man of fortitude and showed it to him there and then. He told me he would consume many such others in time to come and that by evening it would be read and his report would be ready to be presented to the Holy Father on Friday. “I do not promise you,” said he, “not to make a criticism here and there, that is to say (correcting himself some observations, but I see in leafing it through that it is good.” He continued to speak to me with much frankness and did not hide from me that we should expect at the most a laudanda after each Cardinal had given his vote and after the Cardinal whom we will have chosen for ponent had made his report; that such was the practice adopted and that such would be his own conclusion. I admit to you that his words perplexed me very much; I was for a moment undecided, even to the point of taking back my book and of renouncing what seemed too difficult to obtain. However I did not let this idea linger in me out of respect for the Pope, who had himself given me this directive and, abandoning myself confidently to divine Providence who had protected me in a very tangible manner hitherto, I said to M. the Archpriest: “I leave this matter in your hands; I ask nothing but the fulfilment of the plans of God.” We parted company quite pleased with each other and he gave me an appointment for Saturday morning, the day after his audience, which took place Friday evening. I had spent more than an hour and a half with him, perhaps delaying as much his dinner and this man, very forthright in his manner, accustomed to keep waiting Generals of Orders and Bishops who all come under his jurisdiction, was not tired by my long interview, showed not the least sign of boredom and was charming right up to the end. I regarded that as a kind of miracle which made me think it augured well for our enterprise.

I continued to recommend it to God through the intercession of the holy Virgin, of the Angels and Saints and it is in this state of holy abandon that I waited to go and learn today what was decided in this audience with the Pope, so vital to our interests. Nevertheless, preoccupied for the whole of that day with this matter, I composed a letter for M. the Archpriest, urging him to make prevail the reasons that I gave him, so that the Holy Father might manifest the intention that the Congregation be not satisfied with praising but that it approve, something it no longer does and (has not done) for a long time. I was perturbed, it rained the whole afternoon; something in a word, I know not what, prevented me from delivering it, for twice I had taken up my hat, determined to brave the bad weather, and I turned back for a reason quite other than the bad weather. I chose the recourse of going to pray to God in the (chapel) balcony, the while I supposed the audience was taking place, not that I had the foolish idea my prayers could produce the good effect that I desired, but because it seemed to me appropriate to recollect myself in the presence of Our Lord, somehow or other, while grace should work and the Holy Spirit should inspire the Head of the Church as to how he should decide our fate and the salvation of an infinity of souls.

This morning, at the time appointed, I betook myself to the Archpriest’s house who, in parenthesis, lives at the other extremity of the city. He received me immediately with good grace, dealt with some affairs in my presence with one of his secretaries, and then commenced to speak of our affair. He first read to me the succinct report that he had made to the Holy Father which, it must be said, basically contained my memoir and the essential points which ought to stand out but, as he had given me to understand the day before yesterday, he concluded in favour of the laudanda after the text had been examined to see if there was anything to change. But, give praise to the goodness of God and unite yourselves, all of you, to me to thank him! Such was not the mind of the Holy Father: “No,” said the Pontiff, “This society pleases me; I know the good it does, etc., etc.” And he entered into multiple details which surprised the Archpriest to the uttermost. “I wish to favour it. Choose a Cardinal, one of the mildest of the Congregation, to be the ponent of this cause; go to him on my behalf and tell him my intention is not merely that these Rules be praised but that they be approved.” O Leo XII! Even were the Congregation to reject our Rules, you would nonetheless be considered for ever amongst us as the benefactor and the father of our Society.

Have you understood, dear friend, and may all of our dear Brothers grasp, the worth of this word uttered by the mouth of the Head of the Church of Jesus Christ! After I had submitted to his judgement the fundamental points of our Rules, after he had reflected two days on all my words, contrary to the conclusions of the one who made the report on this affair, it is then that he said: “No, I like this Institute, I wish to approve its Rules.” Favourable as doctor and judge, he wishes also to be a father: “Choose the mildest of the Cardinals of the Congregation ... !” I could not hold back my tears, so touched was my heart by this goodness. It is something extraordinary and we can only be dumbfounded before God at this protection so little deserved considering my part in it) that all of you, my dear children, who serve the good God with right good will, have brought about for my consolation and the happiness of the whole Society.

On leaving the house of the Archpriest Adinolfi, I said a heartfelt Te Deum laudamus and entered the church where lies the body of Saint Joseph Calasanz, there to thank our Lord and pray him to finish his work.

Thus our cause is on its way, but if it has taken a great step initially, this is not to say that it is finished. Before God and as far as we are concerned, it is quite as if the Head of the Church has spoken, his will is known to us, but for it to have effect we have a procedure to follow and many formalities to perform which will take much time. Here I am then kept far from you and from our whole dear family. Believe me, this is a great sacrifice I make; but if ever it had to be, it is certainly at this time; yet if I make such a remark, it is not to complain about it, nor, God forbid, to murmur; but it is to let you know that I am only happy beside those whom the good God has given me. Let all of you redouble your fervour and exactitude for the observance of the Rules. You know that today they have taken on a more imperative character. Try to respond to the expectations of the supreme Head of the Church, this is the means to draw down upon us and upon our holy ministry new blessings.

Let us renew ourselves especially in devotion to the most holy Virgin and render ourselves worthy to be Oblates of the Immaculate Mary. But this is a passport to heaven! How have we not thought of it sooner? Avow that it will be as glorious as it will be consoling for us to be consecrated to her in a special manner and to bear her name. The Oblates of Mary! This name satisfies the heart and the ear. I must admit to you that I was quite surprised, when it was decided to take the name I had thought should be left aside, at being so impervious, at feeling so little pleasure, I would almost say a kind of repugnance, at bearing the name of a saint who is my particular protector, for whom I have so much devotion. And now I see the reason; we were remiss in regard to our Mother, our Queen, she who protects us and who must obtain for us all graces whereof her divine Son has made her the dispenser. So let us rejoice to bear her name and her livery.

December 25 - I finished my letter yesterday evening and I was writing to you while you were all singing God’s praises. I took pleasure in directing from here your intention of thanksgiving for the special protection that the Lord has deigned to grant us. I add these two lines before leaving for Saint Peter’s where I propose to assist at the high Mass in the Sistine Chapel. The Holy Father feels he has not the strength to perform the rite; it is much to be thankful for that he was able to perform the ceremony of the closing of the holy door. Although it is always as beautiful as it is interesting to see the Head of our religion preside, it would have to go beyond all I have seen to be comparable to this pontifical office done by the Pope, three times only in the year. They all say that nothing more beautiful can be seen in this world, and I can well imagine that.

Adieu, dear friends, I have wished You bonne féte by saying Mass for you; I embrace you all now with all my heart. I embrace also very tenderly my good uncle and I think rather anxiously of the fatigue he is enduring today. When shall we see each other again? Adieu.
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23: It rained all day; I did not go out. However, I received an interesting visit from a true lackey, who was the twentieth like that to come and ask for a handout. I asked him for what reason? would anyone guess? A friend, going to his master, had written my name at the door. I found the pleasantry too much and sent him away empty handed. This fine fellow was astonished and said: “But, Your Excellency, the serviette?” “I didn’t touch any serviette at your master’s place since I didn’t even see him. Be gone in peace and don’t come back.” Something similar happened to me a few days ago. As I was leaving the home of the Cardinal Secretary of State, I was going up to the Holy Father’s apartments; at the landing, Monsignor d’Isoard’s chamberlain, who was with me, said to me clearly: “Possibly the Bishop Chamberlain has come home”. “Yes, my master is up there”, replied a lackey who just happened to be present. That was enough for him to be at my door two hours later asking for a tip for the Bishop Chamberlain’s family, I was afraid that he would have made fun of me with other bums
 like himself, if I had been naive enough to give him even a penny. Actually, they are satisfied with very little. The tax they demand for anyone who sets foot in their master’s home is 36 sous; but this little tribute is collected by many tax gatherers. I rightly refused 3 paoli to such impertinent valets with whom I had nothing to do; however, I willingly gave 30 to the servants of Monsignor d’Isoard where I go every day.
To the Archpriest [Pietro] Adinolfi, Under-secretary for the Congreg[atio]n of Bishops and Regulars, at Rome.

49:XIII in Oblate Writings

Gratitude for the welcome received. Success of parish missions among the poor. Danger that the Society faces if the Rules are not approved by Rome.

Adinolfi

Rome, 

December 23, 1825.

I know you don’t want any compliments; I won’t make any, for it is not a compliment to let you know how moved I was by the most cordial welcome that you gave me and the interest that you have taken in the h[ol]y work that I have most confidently placed in your hands. You must understand how much I take this to heart. You would appreciate this even more, if you were aware, as I am, of the immense good that this Society has done for ten years now in our southern provinces. The witness of our Bishops is general evidence of it and the terms they use communicate quite well their honest feelings; but the details, if it were possible to report them, would make you praise God, for you would see renewed the conversion marvels of the first days of Christianity.

Our Society is working in the cities, as you have seen in the Rules, and there it is engaged in every kind of good work; it prefers, however, to evangelize poor abandoned souls with all the zeal it can muster. It seeks them out in the most remote corners, on the highest mountains of Provence and Dauphiné, close to those glaciers which date from time of the universal flood. God knows how much those people need the visit of our gospel labourers! As these make their way, they bring back to the Church the dissidents who did not want to accept the Concordat of 1801 and who, in the retreat of those mountains, have been living since then in complete schism. Now they are working in the Cévennes where there has possibly been no mission since S[ain]t Francis Régis; and the Protestants in those areas are starting to come back to the bosom of the Church. Their journey, in a word, is a non-interrupted series of miracles which grace is working for these poor souls. I can tell you so without exaggerating, having seen it with my own eyes. I briefly recall to you this special aspect of the ministry which our Society is carrying out that you may well understand the interest that it ought to inspire in everyone who has the true Christian spirit which is to spread knowledge of J[esus] C[hrist] and to expand his spiritual kingdom in souls.

To this I will only add that our Society is the body of the French clergy which is the most attached to the H[ol]y Apostolic See. The one whom God has used to form it has given proof of this.

Now we find ourselves in a very critical situation. We have come to find strength and stability from the H[ol]y See with a trust comparable to that of a child who speaks to a father whom he loves. If the H[ol]y See does not give us its approval, we will have come, on the contrary, to receive the death-blow; because, at the point at which we are at now, not to approve us means to dissolve us. I have already taken the liberty to point his out to His H[oli]ness when I explained to him the reasons for my request; I beg you to express it to him once again with your customary wisdom.

The Bishops know that I have come to Rome to have the Society approved; such is their greatest desire. If it is not approved, they will suspect some secret motive which will make them wary. We take it for granted that this thought will not occur to them because of the esteem they certainly have for us; yet, we can fear that in an emergency when they deem they need priests for certain ministries incompatible with our duties and contrary to our Institute, they will remember that it is not approved and recall their subjects without ceremony; with that, our Society will be destroyed.

On the other hand, the members of the Society themselves, all of whom expect this approbation, will, if it is refused, lose the esteem they have nurtured for it up until now and will no longer set value on their Rules. They will be tempted to consider their commitments as irrevocable no longer, and the administration of the Society as no longer stable. At the slightest dissatisfaction, at the least temptation, they will let themselves prefer the comforts, conveniences and prompt promotion of ordinary priests rather than the salutary constraint of a life according to a Rule. From then on, all is over: we have ceased to exist.

Reverend Archpriest, please set once again before o[ur] H[ol]y F[ather] the Pope our very founded fears; and gain from his goodness a sign to the Congregation that his intention is that our Society be not only praised, but approved. The manifest desire of H[is] H[oli]ness will be seen as a command that they will not reject. Reverend Archpriest, be assured that we merit this favor, this exception, if it is one, by our proven dedication to the H[ol]y See, the style of our ministry and the great virtues which everyone, myself alone excepted, in the Society constantly practices by living according to these Rules of which we so insistently request the approval.

The kindness you have already shown us has gained you the right to the gratitude of our Society and has made it my duty to associate you with the merit of its works. Please accept this offering, etc.

N[ota] B[ene]. This letter was not necessary. Before it arrived at his address, the H[ol]y Father had positively told his Reverence, the Archpriest, that he loves our Society, that he wishes to favor it, and that his intention is that its Rules be not only praised, but approved. He had directed M. Adinolfi to go on his behalf to the Cardinal Ponent
 of the Cause and let him know this.
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24:I went to see the archpriest, Monsignor Adinolfi, very early this morning. His account of what took place during his audience with the Pope last night redoubled my gratitude and love for this holy Pontiff who, in giving me new signs of his protection for a work that eminently interests religion, proves how dear it is to him and how worthy he is to be its head
. Coming home, I visited the church of Saint Pantaleon, where lies the body of Saint Joseph Calasanctius, to whom I fervently recommended myself.
In the evening, I went to get a seat near the Holy Door to see the Pope close it with the customary ceremony. It was not easy; even though I was armed with a note from the ambassador, I had to get assistance from Cardinal De Gregorio to get into the enclosure, and even there I had to use my elbows to get a place. I had to force myself, with pressing and serious arguments, to get into the tribunal entrance which they had carefully decorated as a colonnade: English people were blocking the way, even though I could see empty places in the back. I got there with some difficulty. Those who tried to keep their place near the colonnade were chased away without pity when the Pope arrived.
Waiting for the ceremony to start, I had time to observe all the preparations. The whole makeshift colonnade on the side of the Holy Door was covered by a crimson coloured cloth with golden fringes, that is, imitation gold. There was a two-tiered seating gallery all along, the upper level for the women, the lower for the men. The Supreme Pontiff’s throne was situated to the right of the Holy Door, to the sides, and in front of which, were benches for the cardinals. To the left of the Door, there was a large credence table, on which they had placed three golden bricks and all the tools for building, that is, a gold-plated trowel, two silver-plated basins, cement, etc. Behind the credence table were seats for the confessors of Saint Peter’s and the Heads of Orders; a little further behind was a large seating area for musicians.
When the signal was given, the procession left the Vatican palace, with all the prelates, cardinals, etc. carrying lighted candles. They were all vested according to the custom of their order, wearing white mitres. The Pope came last, with a golden mitre on his head, preceded by the senate and leaders of his guards. As he passed through the basilica, he venerated relics of the Passion, such as the wood of the true cross, the lance, etc., then, he stopped at the Blessed Sacrament altar to adore the One to whom the cult rendered to the holy relics pertained. The procession continued through the Holy Door itself and everyone took his place. The Pope sat on his throne. He descended from it to bless the bricks and cement, holding in his hand the lighted candle he had carried in procession. Then the Pope knelt down in front of the Holy Door, wearing his mitre and, taking the trowel, he spread out the cement three times, saying a short prayer each time. He then placed the three bricks in the same way and concluded by making the Sign of the Cross three times. While the Pope was carrying out this procedure, the choir sang the hymn: Coelestis Urbs Jerusalem. The Pope ascended his throne again and washed his hands in a bowl presented him by a Roman prince. He recited several verses, to which the choir replied and a prayer. After the cardinals and prelates had extinguished their candles, the Pope intoned the Te Deum, and after it was finished, the Supreme Pontiff, standing before the cross, consequently bareheaded, gave the solemn blessing to which he attached the plenary indulgence, in forma jubilaei, which the two assisting Cardinal deacons proclaimed immediately after, one in Latin and the other in Italian. The cardinals accompanied the Pope to a little sacristy, set up especially for this occasion with coloured drapes, and then they all left. I went out also with Monsignor d’Isoard who, in his role as Dean of the Rota, carried the Pope’s mitre for this ceremony.
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25: Everything considered, I preferred to follow the program of the house where I was staying rather than go and run to some basilica to attend midnight mass. Since it is forbidden to give Communion at this mass, the members in our house did not start the Office until after two o’clock; in this way, mass was hardly said before dawn and the community could satisfy its devotion by receiving Communion at it. I took part in the Office and said my first mass during High mass, and the two others immediately following the first. I usually do not do it that way, but I had to adjust myself to the circumstances; I was not sorry I had done so.
At ten o’clock I went to the Sistine Chapel to attend Mass offered by Cardinal Pacca; the Cardinal Deacons received Communion at this mass. After the mass, the Pope went in his portable chair to the room which had been prepared in the upper part of the facade of Saint Peter’s, where there is a great balcony from which the Pope gave that Solemn Blessing of which everyone justifiably speaks. The prelates and cardinals had gone there first; I threaded my way through to get a glimpse of the square which presented a superb spectacle, since it was jammed with an enormous crowd of people, all looking up toward the balcony where the Supreme Pontiff was to appear and solemnly bless the city and the world. The whole garrison was arranged in battle formation, and behind the troops several rows of carriages and still another crowd of people put the finishing touches to this living and truly imposing image. Once I had seen this spectacle, I was undecided whether to go down into the crowd to get a panoramic view of the great balcony, from which the Pope was to appear, raised on the high portable chair, surrounded by his attendants, or whether I should stay in the Pope’s path to get a closer look at him, to examine his vestments, his tiara, the chair on which he was raised, the two great plumed fans, etc. I decided to stay, but think I made a mistake.
While the Pope was giving the blessing, everyone’s eyes were fixed on the Pontiff and the devotion of all those present were truly remarkable. He had scarcely stopped singing, when joyful shouts, the fanfare and the troop’s music, the canon on the Castel Sant’Angelo and the sound of all the bells, all at once produced a sort of confusion which stirred my soul and proclaimed the solemnity of this act and the feelings it inspired. The Pope removed his vestments, and re-ascended his portable seat to return to his apartments where we followed him, after once more receiving his blessing as he passed.
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26: The Pope has prolonged the Jubilee till the last day of the month. He recommended a triduo in several churches out of gratitude for the favours received from God during the Holy Year. The most outstanding preachers have been selected to rouse by their preaching grateful feelings we owe to the Lord. Archbishop Marchetti of Ancyra in partibus is, during these three days, preaching in the church of Saint Charles al Cor so. I really wanted to hear this prelate who has preached in all the missions given in Rome for the past forty years. In the down-to-earth talk he gave, I noticed great ease and use of appropriate language. Nevertheless, I found it far too familiar. You could call it a conversation in which the prelate recalled all the missions in which he taken part, pointing out the state of people at each of those times. He wanted to highlight God’s favours etc. He concluded with a meditation on Jesus our Lord, giving us an example of scorn for riches, pleasures and honours. That was good.
To the Archpriest Adinolfi, Under-Secretary for the Congregation of Bishops and Regulars.

50:XIII in Oblate Writings

During the audience with Father de Mazenod on December 20, the Pope granted several privileges to the Congregation.

Adinolfi

Rome, 

December 26, 1825.

Reverend Archpriest,

Your conversation is so interesting and I derive so much pleasure in talking with you that I want to be on my guard lest I become a burden to you by making my visits too close together. That is why I decided to write to you today to bring to your attention a very important circumstance in our matter, which would seem essential to mention to the Cardinal Ponent and the other Cardinals of the Congregation.

The fact is this.

Our Holy Father the Pope, through a resolution which closely resembles what we call vivae vocis oraculum, in the audience which he deigned to honour me with on the 20th of this month:

1 authorized the members of our Society to continue to live in the Society in conformity with the Rules previously approved by the seven bishops;

2 approved that dispensation from the simple vows of chastity, poverty and obedience as well as from the oath and vow of perseverance that are taken in the Society, be reserved to the Superior General and the Sovereign Pontiff.

3 confirmed that the one appointed Superior General by the Society is truly such.

Moreover, by a rescript in good and proper form, His Holiness granted a plenary indulgence to each member of the Society on the day of his vows and annually on the anniversary of this oblation: this is the name we use among ourselves for profession.

I wish you well for the festive season and a little rest. I will come for your instructions only on Thursday morning so as not to disturb you during the feast-days.

Please accept, etc.
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27: Today, I did not go back to Saint Charles but was at the Minerva
 to hear Father Jablot
, a Dominican. I was really moved by his talk, excellent from every point of view, full of doctrine set forth precisely and admirably clear, even though he treated lofty topics, such as the nature of the Word through whom all things were made. Whatever was dogmatic in his discourse did not prohibit movements of most touching piety. As he recalled God’s favours, he brought out the majesty of this sovereign Being with admirable elegance, and knew how to mix the pathetic with it, by using the example of the text from scripture where David commanded that his son Absalom be spared. God, who wanted to provide means for sinners to return home to him during this holy time, commanded nature, illnesses, angels and death, to spare them, etc. It was superb. Referring then everything to Jesus Christ, he brought out the gift of the Incarnation, which raised human beings above the angels. He showed that, through the Incarnation and the application of the merits of Jesus Christ for the forgiveness of sins, the situation of fallen man was preferable to that of man in the state of innocence. He compared the weakness of Adam giving in to a mere suggestion, while an innumerable crowd of faithful, though the Redeemer’s strength, daily resist both the most unbridled passions and every kind of temptation, while thousands of martyrs suffered death amidst most frightening torments and shed their blood to the very last drop rather than sin. He was beautiful and rich in every aspect of his discourse. Nor did he forget to point out again that in the state of innocence, the man who should fall could not have had the same help as the sinner who finds in the Redeemers’ merits the remedy for his iniquity, etc. He was just as exact and clear in the explanation he gave on indulgences; and the meditation was just as fine as the rest of the instruction.

The church was crammed with people and at Rome, three quarters of a congregation are formed
 by men; for, they can say what they like, the immense majority of the inhabitants of these regions are truly religious, and since my arrival in Italy, but especially at Rome, I have been greatly edified by everything I have seen.
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28:I was so pleased with Father Jabalot that I could not resist going back to the Minerva today. His instruction was of a totally different nature, but excellent nevertheless. He explained the meaning of a Jubilee indulgence and what a person had to do to gain it, from which he concluded that many of those who thought they had received it, in fact, did not. It was a solid, clear instruction. The purpose of the meditation was to encourage the faithful to give up sin. It came from a true missionary, strong and touching. Father Jabalot began by showing from Scripture that there was a limit to sin after which there is no pardon to hope for, that is, after which God withdraws himself. First, he quoted God’s promise to Abraham to give him the country of the Amorrheans when those people had filled up the measure of their iniquities. Then he quoted Hosea and two other prophets: I will pardon, says the Lord, up to the third sin; but not the fourth, etc. It would take too long to analyse these good instructions; I will note only that the preacher did not shout or make outlandish gestures, as people in France seem to think that Italian preachers do. Everything was noble and perfectly in accord with dignified preaching.
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29: My first visit was to the Archpriest Adinolfi whom I found in bed. Then, I went to the Holy Office to see Archbishop Mazio who gave me a little booklet written by the same Father Jabalot about the Jews in their relations with Christian countries. This little gift came just at the right time: since I had to dine this evening at the Dean of the Rota’s place, along with Father Jabalot, Cardinal Turriozzi
, the suffragan Bishop of Olmutz and others, I hurriedly read the booklet as I walked along in order to be able to speak about it to the author, beside whom I intended to take my place. He is a most distinguished man in learning and regularity; he is a French son and brother; Archbishop Turchi
 of Parma introduced him to preaching and ordained him to the priesthood. He is a great admirer of our Lamennais and well acquainted with our literature. I was very happy to have met him and will not let him leave for Bologna, where he is going to preach Lenten missions, without seeing him again.
This morning, I saw Cardinal Pacca again, with whom I had a long conversation about our business matter. He is the Prefect of the Congregation which must decide on it.

At last I found the Redemptorist Fathers’ house. I stopped there for quite a while. It was lucky that I went there today. The person with whom I spoke the most freely is leaving this evening for Naples with several of his companions who just finished giving missions in the Velletri diocese for the past five months. He urgently invited me to go and visit the tomb of Blessed Alphonsus. I admit that I am strongly tempted to make this pilgrimage before leaving Italy. I will beg the Blessed to enlighten me as to what I should do. The cause of his canonisation is going forward, possibly within a year we will have the consolation of seeing him declared a saint
. I gave this Father two copies of our litanies which he really liked and begged him to ask Father General for some relics of the Blessed for the Church in Marseilles and for the Mission House. While I was waiting, I picked up some holy cards with his image. I will go back to these Fathers, even though I am not happy with the Procurator General
, who lives in the guest house. Actually, it is only his appearance which is against him; down deep, he is a good man, even though rather poorly educated, but strongly committed to his blessed Father, whom he knew, since he had received him into the Congregation.
To Father Tempier at Marseilles.

214:VI in Oblate Writings

Reproaches Father Tempier for writing so little. Visits to cardinals. Cardinal Pedicini has been named ponent of the cause. The manuscript of the Rules will have to be read by some ten Cardinals. Letters from France against the approbation of the Rules. Good wishes for the New Year.

L.J.C.

Tempier

Rome, 

December 29, 1825.

Here we go, given that your letters have to be waited for; I should have received one, dear friend, yesterday at the latest, and that is with an extra two days of grace, for I have received nothing more after the one you wrote on the 7th and that was not worth half a letter. Happily my good uncle has had the kindness to make up for it and the beloved X
, coming likewise to your aid, has helped to hide the poverty of your offering. I thank them doubly each of them both for the pleasure they gave me and for the service they rendered to you in filling up the immense space you had left blank in your letter. I have made my sentiments clear to you on this subject in one of my letters and will not dwell again on this matter. I think you ought to be pleased with the last account I rendered and there is much to be pleased with indeed. I am at present quietly getting ready for further operations; for one must remember the saying of St Ignatius that in affairs one must act as if success depended on our skill and to put in God all our confidence as if all our efforts could produce nothing. I admit nonetheless that after all that has happened up to now, I count only on the help of God and if I do my part, it is to observe formalities and not seem to tempt God. I have nothing more to tell you. I will have to leave you time to meditate a little on the ways of Providence and to thank God. When I think of it, I find everything in the responses made to me by the sovereign Pontiff. Is it not what they call the vivae vocis oraculum ? Laws here can be abrogated by this kind of decision. Strictly speaking, we need nothing more; we must hope that the remainder will also come. In the meanwhile, I am calling on the Cardinals who are summoned to give their opinion. Making an approach to one in particular seemed to me a very thorny matter
; human prudence might perhaps have required that I make an exception in his regard but not to see him and make him inimical to the cause which depends on me would amount to the same thing. So I have been to see him without revealing to him my inmost thoughts - that would not have made my visit agreeable to him. What I foresaw happened, he was very appreciative of my gesture and subito invited me to dinner. That was the embarrassing part of the affair but you know I have a certain noblesse of soul which makes me defy opinion: I would have thought it cowardly to refuse, so I accepted. I am not any less a good royalist for that and an infinitely better royalist than those who could blame and denounce me if they knew.

I was not able to see Cardinal Pacca today, although I went to his house to speak to him of our affair. He is Prefect of the Congregation of which the one of whom I have just spoken is a member with several others. Tomorrow I will dine at the house of my Dean with another whom I would have willingly taken as ponent if they had not forewarned me that, in a similar case, he upset everything by putting his own ideas into it. The risk to run was too great. We have turned our eyes to another, whom I do not know, but who is said to be more amenable. The Archpriest Adinolfi was to see him today on behalf of the Pope; I shall know tomorrow if he has undertaken to make the report for the Cardinal ponent is the one we would call the rapporteur.
December 29 - I have been once more to see Cardinal Pacca to brief him and to ask him at the same time for a letter of recommendation to Cardinal Pedicini whom we have chosen as ponent for our cause. The Cardinal seems to have entered quite well into our views and he has promised the letter I requested for Cardinal Pedicini who is his friend, his compatriot and his relative. I have also seen Archbishop Marchetti of Ancyra, who has just been named secretary of the Congregation, and have apprised him of the affair as well. It was not the first time we had seen each other. He confirmed what had been told to me by the Archpriest Adinolfi, who performed until the time of his nomination the functions of secretary, but he told me more, that is, that the Holy Father had spoken of me in the most satisfying manner, not to say flattering. So much the better if that may contribute to the success of the affair.

I ought to say however that on leaving the Archbishop, I met the Archpriest at his door; I do not know if he was indisposed to see me with the one who has become his chief but he told me that matters had worsened a little, that he had been told he was not necessary, etc. “Who said that?” I queried, “Is it one of the Cardinals of the Congregation” “No, they are agents of France.
” Eh! Why should anyone consult the agents, otherwise known as the commissionnaires? Why speak to them of an affair which does not concern them? It would be funny if the opinion of an agent prevailed over my reasons and the recommendation of the Head of the Church who has said: I will it - voglio. As we were at the threshold of the door and there was reason to believe that he had a cold since yesterday he was in bed at midday, we separated because of that.

I reflected as I walked along and took the firm resolution not to sleep on the matter but to go back and see the Archbishop who henceforth will be our representative in audience with the Pope and to go and inform Cardinal Pedicini as soon as I had the letter of Cardinal Pacca. This letter has been handed to me this evening and tomorrow I shall not fail to proceed to the address of His Eminence who must have been alerted today by M. the Archpriest for he by now should have carried out the orders he had received from the Pope. This man’s remark gives me some anxiety. I shall leave nothing undone to attenuate the impression it can make on the mind of the Archbishop Secretary and on the Cardinal ponent. I perceive also that he had put some scraps of paper here and there in the book. I propose to beg the Cardinal ponent to be good enough to consult me on the articles that the Archpriest might have noted, in order to be enlightened by the explanations that I will hurry to translate the memoir that I have presented into French so that it may make more of an impression on those who know this language, but Cardinal Pedicini does not know it.

Unfortunately it happens that tomorrow is precisely the day of our great feast. They plan to have the Forty Hours in our church. Before exposing the holy sacrament, they will have a procession outside and I will not be able to dispense myself from taking part in it. There is a formal invitation to the refectory and for eight days they have prayed me not to make any other engagement elsewhere. These two things will retain me exactly at the times which would be the most opportune to go and make acquaintance with my Cardinal. I shall see, however, if it is possible to reconcile everything. Be assured that I spare nothing to arrange matters so that they will go well but it takes many steps and much worrying. I cannot conceive how it happens that there are people in the world who, when able to do good without giving themselves much trouble, or at least support it and render service at the same time, nevertheless prefer to disoblige us by impeding the work of God. Nonetheless we have to be polite to these people because they could hurt us still more and we would incur the reproach of having given occasion for even a little opposition when such great interests are at stake...

December 30
 - Here I am, back from my visit to Cardinal Pedicini. I found him busy reading the book; the translation of my petition which I read to him had the effect only of adding to the good opinion that he was beginning to form on the question. The Cardinal is an upright man; he has promised to expedite matters as much as he can on his side and to put it through before others that he has on hand. But what a procedure to follow! When he will have read (the dossier) and made his report, he has to send it on to Cardinal Fesch who will pass it to Cardinal Haeffelin, he on to Cardinal Bertazzoli, Cardinal Bertazzoli to Cardinal Pallotta, Cardinal Pallotta to Cardinal Turiozzi, Cardinal Turiozzi to Cardinal Pacca, who will return it to Cardinal Pedicini. Cardinal Pedicini will speak of it to the Pope, then the Congregation will assemble and decide. What do you say to this business? They could take a shorter way but so it goes. Now calculate fifteen days per head; until then I stay here. It is enough to make me succumb to a depression. I shall overlook nothing to push ahead but it will not be an easy matter. I ought to say in defence of the Archpriest that I do not believe that he has given an unfortunate impression; I have not even seen any more little bits of paper in the book. I shall not fail to return after tomorrow to see my Cardinal to press him hard; but, Lord, when shall I get away from here?

I am wholly in spirit with you. When going to gain my last jubilee at Saint Mary Major, I conversed with you the whole time I was on my way and united myself to what you were doing at that very time at Aix and at Marseilles. It was at the beginning of nightfall. Adieu.

December 31 - I content myself today with wishing you a happy New Year. I was much taken up with you all and very consolingly during this night, before the Blessed Sacrament, which remains exposed two nights during the Forty Hours; again this morning at holy Mass and afterwards during my hour of adoration. I have an advantage that you do not have for I always know approximately what you are doing, knowing your ways and customs. This is a small delight, an enjoyment which consoles me a little in my forced and overly prolonged exile. Present to my good uncle my good wishes and my obedience. X... knows that he is always included in my embracing words. I recommend to him the principal guest of the episcopal palace. I adore him from here in the place which he occupies in the palace and do so very often, but I would wish to encounter there my faithful and beloved X... in whose keeping I have left him. Let him always make his oraison and adoration in the chapel and let him be found there at other times during the day. Adieu.
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30: Visited Archbishop Marchetti, who has become secretary of the Congregation for Bishops and Regulars, to bring him up to date on our business matter. Visit to the French Ambassador to ask pardon for not having responded to his invitation yesterday; it was the third time I have had to refuse.
I made use of the Pope’s indult which grants me a plenary indulgence to those who visit the four basilicas; I visited them with Monsignor d’Isoard and, God willing, we will end up tomorrow gaining the last jubilee indulgence which the Pope grants to anyone who visits one of the four basilicas.
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31: Visited Cardinal Pedicini
, to inform him about the matter on which he is to report. Forty hours devotion in our church. The last jubilee indulgence which I hoped to gain by going to visit Saint Mary Major, the closest basilica to our dwelling.
I visited the noviciate of our hosts on the occasion of the feast. A novice gave us a sermon near the delightful crib they had lit up. I was pleased with his talk. In their noviciate they have the room in which the Blessed Cardinal Joseph Marie Tomasi lived for forty years; they made it into a chapel. I entered it with the respect which must necessarily be linked with the memory of the humble virtues the holy religious constantly, I could even say assiduously, practiced in this same place. I usually make my thanksgiving in the little gallery where he habitually made his, but with what confusion due to the difference in our sentiments! In spite of that, I was glad to be there, it is an added support; when someone is poor, he does not neglect anything which would lift him even a little out of his profound misery.
� YENVEUX, IV, 122; VIII, 68.


� YENVEUX VIII, 68 gives as date of the first paragraph: 1825. For the two lines of the second, he notes: January or February, 1825 YENVEUX IV, 122. The first of January fell on a Friday. These two lines would then be situated at the end of the year 1824. We group these two excerpts under the notation 1824-1825.


� The reference could be to Bernard. We know, from the letters of 1824, that his conduct was a matter of concern to Fathers de Mazenod and Courtès. They even gave him a change of house by sending him to the Calvary at Marseilles Letters to Courtès, August 25 and November 9, 1824, February 21, 1825.


� YENVEUX, III, 36. Brother Martin was then subdeacon. According to the following letter, Yenveux might have misunderstood the name of the one to whom this letter was destined.


� MS. Yenveux: their.


� YENVEUX, VII, 95.


� The name is difficult to read in Yenveux: Martin or Marcou. We believe that it is Marcou who was priest Yenveux writes “p. M.” and whose family lived in Aix, while Martin was a Scholastic brother who came from Gap.


� YENVEUX. VII. 60*. 270.


� He perhaps refers to Jourdan, the only Oblate then deceased.


� YENVEUX, IV, 12.


� YENVEUX, VII, 55.


� YENVEUX, IV, 122.


� The copyist employed by Yenveux has written these three words in an illegible or faulty manner. It is known from the letter of February 4th to Mme de Mazenod that he refers to Aubagne, Cassis and Gémenos.


� YENVEUX, 11, 135.


� YENVEUX, IV, 11.


� The Yenveux text has t’en donna.


� Father Albini was to leave in several days for the mission of Puyloubier which he preached with Fathers Mye and Honorat February 29 - March 25. Cf.: Missions O.M.I., 1897, pp. 222-228. However he had the time to translate almost everything before his departure. He wrote to the Founder on February 26th: “I have worked day and night to translate a large part of our Constitutions. The work has been done somewhat hastily; I would have wished to go over it but not having had the time, our good Father Courtès will be able, I hope, to look after this...” Orig., archives of the Postulation.


� YENVEUX, IV, 13; VI, 143.


� In the first part of the Rules, Art. 9, par. 2, ch. 3, deals with confessions heard late in the evening during missions. In the second part of Manuscript IV, it deals with direction to be given to the superior.


� This concerns art. 6, par. I, ch. 4 in the first part of Manuscript IV Definitive French text of the Rules.


� RAMBERT, 11, 662; YENVEUX, I, 81, 94; IV, 228. Father Vachon had accompanied Fathers Mye, Touche and Suzanne on the mission of St-Bonnet January, February 1825. Cf Missions O.M.I.. 1897, p. 226.


� This text is without a date in YENVEUX, I, 94.


� YENVEUX, I, 87; IV, 13.


� The particular regulations for the missions forms paragraph 2 of Chapter II of the first part. Chapter III of the second part has as its subject: Other principal observances.


� First Latin text of the Rules: Par. I, cap. 3, par. 2, art. I.


� YENVEUX, II, 87 quotes these excerpts as coming from the letter of March 12th.


� YENVEUX, I, 108. The mission of Puyloubier in the diocese of Aix was preached by Fathers Mye, Honorat and Albini. Cf: Missions O.M.I., 1897, pp. 227-228.


� YENVEUX, VII, 36*, 39*.


� YENVEUX, II, 10, 146; III, 138; REY, I, 341; RAMBERT, I, 401.


� As the project of the establishment at Pons near Nice had fallen through, the Founder wished to make sure he could meet the desires of the parish priest of Alais in the diocese of Nimes. He left on April 5th with Father Suzanne. He reveals the situation in this letter of April 7th. On the 11th, he again saw Bishop de Chaffoy who wanted to have missionaries as soon as possible and to provide a house close to the major seminary. The paragraphs of this letter were possibly written at an interval of several days. By the middle of May, Fathers Mye, Honorat and Guibert were already at Nimes.


� In the 19th century, it was the custom to write Alais in stead of Alès. This first paragraph YENVEUX, II, 146 is dated in 1826 but according to the context, the letter must have been that of April 7, 1825.


� The copyist of Yenveux has written: “M. Ayect”. In the Almanach of the Clergy of France, 1825, this name does not exist amongst the canons and rectors of the diocese of Nimes. According to the context, the reference is to M. Laresche, canon, secretary at the bishop’s house.


� RAMBERT I, 341 quotes an excerpt from this paragraph which he dates as of January 7, 1825.


� In YENVEUX II, 10 this third paragraph bears the date of April 2. It is a continuation of the letter of April 7.


� Orig.: Aix, Boisgelin Hotel MJ 1-I.


� Father de Mazenod and his uncle, Bishop Fortuné, left Aix on May 9. They went to attend the coronation of Charles X on May 29. The trip was prolonged at Paris due to the sickness and death, on June 26, of Caroline de Boisgelin who was boarding with the Ladies of the Sacred Heart.


� The Founder had gone to Nimes at the beginning of April and accepted to send some Missionaries there (Mie, Honorat and Guibert) who would reside in a house near the major seminary.


� Canon and Bishop’s Secretary.


� Bishop Chaffoy.


� Father Honorat and Brother Guibert were at Aix, and that is why the Founder invited Father Courtès not to let them leave without speaking about it to Father Tempier at Marseilles.


� YENVEUX, IV, 166.


� Bishop Fortuné de Mazenod and Eugene left for Paris on May 9th to assist at the enthronement of Charles X on the 29th. Yenveux omits mention of the month. It certainly was May 21, before the Sunday of the Trinity, May 29.


� The Mazenods lodged at Paris with the Ladies of the Sacred Heart, rue de Varennes, where their niece, Marie Caroline de Boisgelin, was boarding. Stricken with consumption of the lungs, the doctors gave no hope of cure.


� YENVEUX, V, 264-265; RAMBERT, I, 406-407.


� YENVEUX, V, 265; RAMBERT, I, 407.


� YENVEUX, 11, 11-13; VI, 63; RAMBERT, I, 402.


� Matt. 9, 38; Luke 10, 2.


� Romans 10, 17.


� YENVEUX, III, 235.


� Fourth letter written by Father Tempier while the Founder was at Paris. In this letter, no longer extant, Father Tempier counselled Father de Mazenod to become coadjutor of his uncle, if this position was proposed to him, or again to accept “anything else” subject of last sentence, that is to say, no doubt, another see. The meaning of this letter, especially of the last sentence, must have been understandable to Father Tempier but for others, including ourselves, it seems obscure. This was perhaps intentional, so as to avoid any indiscretion.


� That is to say: without too much repugnance.


� REY, I, 324, 345.


� Following the scholastic year of 1823-1824, M. Caire had renounced the role of superior of the minor seminary at Marseilles.


� YENVEUX, I, 68, 102-103; II, 57; V, 210, 223; RAMBERT, I, 402.


� YENVEUX, VIII, 259.


� Some novices left in 1825 but Father de Mazenod probably refers to Father Vachon who left in November.


� YENVEUX IV, 128.


� We do not know the exact circumstances of this letter. Several novices left in 1825; two Fathers, originally from the diocese of Digne, did not give satisfaction and left the Congregation: Vachon and Touche, cf. Mazenod to Tempier, June 22, 1825 and Mazenod to Touche, September 11. 1825.


� YENVEUX, IV, 169.


� YENVEUX, I, 155; 11, 10, 57; V, 38, 225, 230.


� YENVEUX, IV, 136-137.


� This memoir of seventeen pages was addressed to the Minister of Ecclesiastical Affairs.


� JEANCARD, 384-385; REY, I, 458.


� She was thirteen years old.


� REY, I, 344-345.


� YENVEUX, VI, 31; RAMBERT, I, 408; REY, I, 341, footnote.


� This would seem to be a touch of humour. Faced with this expenditure which seems exorbitant, the Founder wants to jest: “This would be something the Minister of Worship should see to!” In his letter of June 28, he had already both complained and made fun of the Ministers who were centralizing the slightest issue in Paris!


� YENVEUX, IV, 163. The Founder returned to Marseilles on July 31.


� YENVEUX, IX, 129; PAGUELLE DE FOLLENAY, I, 137-138; RAMBERT, I, 408; REY, I, 345; Missions O.M.I., 1886, 284.


� YENVEUX, VIII, 38.


� Three applicants began novitiate in the month of September, 1825: Jean Pierre Lagier, François Cailas and Gustave Reynier.


� YENVEUX, IX, 122; PAGUELLE DE FOLLENAY, I, 138-139; RAMBERT, I, 409; REY, I, 346.


� YENVEUX, V, 220; PAGUELLE DE FOLLENAY, I, 145-146.


� Father Guibert replied with humility: “ I have just received your letter to which you ask me to hurry my reply. I do so immediately so as not to add a second fault to the first. Father Jeancard has done nothing but repeat my statements in stronger terms... I ask God’s pardon for the sin I have committed and yours, my very dear Father, for the grief I have caused you and I am disposed to ask pardon from Father Honorat whom I have offended and to receive any other penance that you will wish to impose on me” PAGUELLE DE FOLLENAY, I, 146-147.


� YENVEUX, IX. 121; PAGUELLE DE FOLLENAY, I, 162-164.


� YENVEUX, III, 64.


� YENVEUX, II, 70; REY, I, 346. Father de Mazenod went to spend several days at Nimes while the Fathers were on mission at St-André de Majencoules. He had brought with him Father Marcou who replaced Father Honorat, named superior of Notre Dame du Laus.


� YENVEUX, IV, 122.


� YENVEUX, III, 91. Father Tempier made a canonical visitation at Notre Dame du Laus in October, 1825. Cf.: Missions O.M.I., 1897, pp. 220, 326. He stopped at Gap and at Digne where be obtained from Bishop Arbaud and Bishop Miollis their approbation of the Society in these dioceses. After the foundation at Nimes, outside Provence, the Missionaries of Provence were called Oblates of Saint Charles.


� YENVEUX, II, 64.


� YENVEUX I 110-111.


� Relations with the Pastors of Aix during the first ten years of the Congregation had been very poor. cf. J. Pielorz, Les rapports du Fondateur avec les Curés d’Aix (1823-1826), in Etudes Oblates. Vol. 19 (1960), pp. 147-171, 328-367 and Vol.20 (1961), pp. 39-60. That is why the Founder was touched by the invitation of the Pastors to preach the jubilee and why he put ten Missionaries at their disposal. He would have preferred, however, to see his sons taken up solely with Missions. He wrote to Father Courtès on July 22, 1826: was very upset that they attached so much value to celebrate the jubilee at Aix. If, instead of that parade, we had evangelized the most abandoned poor people, God would have been glorified and we would have been filled with blessings


� RAMBERT, I, 413.


� Father de Mazenod left for Aix on October 26. He spent some days in prayer with the community which was assembled for the annual retreat. On October 30, he left Aix for Rome where he wished to obtain from the Holy Father the approbation of the Rules.


� Missions O.M.I., 1872, 153-156; RAMBERT, I, 415-416.


� Missions O.M.I., 1872, 156-160.


� The Founder here copied the Latin text of the approbation of Bishop C. A. de Richery, text published by P. E. Duval: Ecrits du Fondateur, première approbation pontificale des Constitutions et Règles, in Missions O.M.I., 1952, doc. n. 6.


� Fr. sentir le grailion, which literally means “to smell of burning fat.”


� Missions O.M.I., 1872, 161-164.


� Saturday the 5th.


� Monday the 7th.


� Tuesday the 8th.


� Luigi Maria Fortunato Guala 1775-1848 had founded in 1818 the “convitto ecclesiastico” of Turin. United with him then was the entire community of the Oblates of the Virgin Mary.


� Missions O.M.I., 1872, 164-167.


� Archbishop C. Chiaverotti, O.S.B., of Turin.


� Monday the 14th.


� Missions O.M.I., 1872, 167-171.


� Bull Auctorem fidei of Pius VI, August 28, 1794, condemning the Synod of Pistoia. De poenit, par. 10, n. LXV: “Propositio enuntians irregularem strepitum novarum institutionum, quae dictae sunt exercitia, vel missiones... forte numquam, aut saltem perraro eo pertingere, ut absolutam conversionem operentur, et exteriores illos commotionis actus, qui apparuere, nil aliud fuisse quam transeuntia naturalis concussionis fulgura. Temeraria, male sonans, perniciosa, mori pie, salutariter per Ecclesiam frequentato, et in Verbo Dei fundato injuriosa”.


� This conference with Lanteri, founder of the Oblates of the Virgin Mary, was on the subject of the union of the two Societies.


� Alexander of Angennes, bishop of Alessandria.


� C. J. Sappa Milanesi, bishop of Acqui.


� King Carlo Felice and Queen Cristina.


� Louis Lambruschini, Archbishop of Genoa.


� 1 Missions O.M.I., 1872, 171-173; YENVEUX, IV, 18; VI, 86; VIII, 58-59, 313;


RAMBERT, I, 418.


� This refers to the misconduct of Father Vachon, who quit in November, and of some novices. There were then several who did not make their vows: Bouthour, J. L. Collomb, F. C. Marin, J. Martin, G. J. Mazoudier.


� Father de Mazenod began his letter to Father Tempier on November 26,1825, with these words: “My very dear friend, I arrived this morning at Rome”. In his letters of November 26 and December 3, he described his trip, cf. Oblate Writings, vol. 6, pp. 199-205.


� Founded in 1551 by the Jesuits; it was a house for secondary school and ecclesiastical studies, open to secular and religious clergy. After the Society was suppressed in1773, the building became the seat of the Roman seminary, and was returned to the Society on May 17,1824 by a brief of Leo XII. After 1870, the Italian government turnedit into a secondary school, now the famous Visconti.


� Luigi Taparelli d’Azeglio SJ. (1793-1862): the first rector after the college was returned to Jesuit hands in 1824.


� Etienne Dumouchel S.J. was made director of the observatory of the Roman college a few years before this.


� JJ. Xavier d’Isoard, then dean of the Rota, was born at Aix on October 23, 1766.He was named an assessor to the Rota for France in 1803, ordained a priest in 1825, elevated to the cardinalate in 1827, and named Archbishop of Auch in 1828. He died on October 7, 1839, shortly after being named Archbishop of Lyons.


� The Founder wrote it like that in French. It is the Gesu, the church built from 1568 to 1587 where the body of Saint Ignatius and the arm of Saint Francis Xavier are found.


� Novitiate and house of studies for the “Gentlemen of Saint Vincent de Paul”, near the Quirinal (cf. Oblate Writings 6, page 202). Founded in 1617 and installed at the Saint Lazarus priory at Paris in 1632, which is the source of the name Lazarists given to the Priests of the Mission. In France, especially at Marseilles, they were also called Priests of the Mission of France, cf. J. Leflon, Eugene de Mazenod II, p. 601, note 18.


� Dom Augustin de Lestrange (1754-1827). He is considered to be the restorer of his Order in France after the revolution. On March 28, 1817, he spent a few days at Aix, at the Mission of Provence, and celebrated Mass for the members of the Society of Christian Youth in Aix.


� Manuscript: Crosa. The Marquis de Croza was the chargé d’affaires for the King of Sardinia-Piedmont at Rome. No doubt the Founder knew him at the College of Nobles at Turin; he wrote him a letter in 1829, cf. Oblate Writings 13, p. 90-91.


� Father de Mazenod often refers to Jules Ferrucci who was, it seems, the agent of the Bishop of Marseilles with the Roman Congregations.


� Jean-Louis de Leissegues de Rozaven, S.J. (1772-1851) was the Jesuit Assistant General for France since 1820.


� Anne-Adrien, Duke of Montmorency-Laval.


� At that time, the Bishop of Fossombrone was Bishop Luigi Ugolini.


� This description is a surprise. When you leave the city centre as the Founder did here, the Coliseum is on the left and Constantine’s arch is on the right.


� This last line of the manuscript’s first page continues with “in the f’. The corner of the sheet has disappeared; we don’t know what word completed the sentence. Already in 1872, the editor couldn’t decipher the word and omitted “in the f”.


� Manuscript: “par” — through.


� Lord, where are you going?


� I am going to Rome to be crucified again.


� The Founder spoke of this Cistercian monk in his letter to Father Tempier on December 3, 1825, without naming him, cf. Oblate Writings 6, pp. 203-204.


� Father Francesco Baccari, named Vicar General of the Priests of the Mission for the houses outside France by a brief of Pope Pius VII on May 22, 1821.


� Charles Vincent de Paul Boujard.


� The abbé Carlo Fea (1753-1836), an archaeologist, named commissioner for antiquities by Pius VII.


� The manuscript left a blank, which we filled in.


� Ms: Antomarchi. Father Stefano Antommarchi was not the Servile General but Vicar General from 1814 to 1823.


� Anne de Baudemont (1764-1834) was a Sister of St. Clare before the Revolution. In 1802, she joined Madame Barat to found the Ladies of the Sacred Heart. She was Superior of the Ladies at Amiens when the Founder celebrated his first Mass in their chapel on December 25,1811. Along with the Abbé Sambucy, the convent’s chaplain, she prepared the Constitutions which were not accepted by Father Varin SJ. and MotherBarat. She left the Ladies of the Sacred Heart in 1816 and joined, at Rome, two ex-Ursulines and ex-Ladies of the Sacred Heart who had opened at Rome the year before a school in the convent of Saint Denis at the Quatro Fontane, occupied by the French Trinitarians before 1793 and property of France since then. The Abbé Sambucy composed a rule for them inspired by that of Saint Basil. That is why the Founder here calls them the Basilian Ladies and, on March 12, referred to them as the Ladies of Saint Denis. Poor and few in number, in 1834 they joined the Notre Dame Order of the future Saint Jeanne de Lestonnac. Cf. Jeanne de Charry R.S.C.J., Histoire des constitutions de la Society du Sacre-Coeur. La formation de I’Institut, 1974, 2 vols.


� Eugene had already known the Abbé J.B. Louis-Etienne de Sambucy-Saint-Esteve at Paris and Amiens in 1811, cf. Oblate Writings 14, p. 230 and J. Leflon, Eugene de Mazenod I, p. 381. In 1814, this Abbé left Amiens where he was chaplain at the Ladies of the Sacred Heart and became secretary to Monsignor de Pressigny, the French Ambassador to Rome. In 1825, after having displeased the Holy See, he had to leave Rome and return to France


� Ms.: Calasance. Father de Mazenod spoke about him in his letters to Father Tempier on December 3 and 6, 1825, and on January 3 and 5, 1826. cf. Oblate Writings 6, pp. 202 and 207; 7, pp. 4 and 8.


� Mgr Raffaele Mazio (1765-1832), named assessor to the Holy Office by Leo XII in 1824 and cardinal by Pius VIII in 1830. Later on, the Founder added in the margin of the manuscript: “died a cardinal”.


� Gioacchino Ventura (1792-1861), speaker and writer, who in 1825 was a professor of church law at the University of Rome. He was Superior General of the Theatines from 1830 to 1833.


� Soon after his arrival in Rome, Philip Neri founded the “Archconfraternity of Pilgrims and Convalescents”, to receive pilgrims especially during Holy Years. In 1588, Pope Paul IV gave the society Saint Benedict’s church in Arenula, which took the name Trinity of the Pilgrims, along with the adjacent hospice, not far from the ponte Sisto at the entrance to the via dei Pettinari.


� Jesus, Joseph and Mary, I give you my heart and my soul.


� Lorenzo Mattei (1748-1833). Patriarch of Antioch in partibus, was secretary for the “Holy Visits” to the churches of Rome. Named Cardinal in 1833, he died the same year. Following that, the Founder wrote in the margin: “died as a Cardinal in”.


� Missions O.M.I., 1872, 174-177; RAMBERT, I, 417.


� Thursday, November 24.


� Ms.: has the feminine form instead of the masculine.


� Ms.: the floor.


� Ms.: Palleoti. It is Gabriel Peleotto, Cardinal in 1565, with the title of San Martino ai Monti.


� There was a Cardinal Francesco Saverio Zelada, titular of Saint Martin, but he was no longer alive in 1825, having died in 1801, at age 84.


� Ms.: The feminine form in French.


� Placido Zurla (1769-1834), Cardinal in 1823, Vicar to His Holiness for the diocese of Rome in 1824.


� Emanuele De Gregorio (1758-1839), named Cardinal in 1816.


� The Founder had made the trip from Genoa to Rome with Father Pizzi S.J., cf.Oblate Writings 6, pp. 195, 199, 203. The Caravita oratory had been built in 1633 by Father Gravita whose name had been misspelled.


� Giovanni Marchetti (1753-1832), Archbishop of Ancyra in 1814, named Secretary for the Congregation of Bishops and Regulars at the beginning of 1826.


� Luigi Ruffo Scilla (1750-1832), Giulio Gabrielli (1748-1822), Cesare Brancadoro(1755-1837) and Alfonso Muzzarelli (1749-1813).


� Missions O.M.I., 1872, 178-18 I; YENVEUX, IV, 66; VII, 6*; VIII, 42, 57, 69, 309; RAMBERT, I, 418-420; REY, I, 356.


� Pietro Caprano (1759-1834), named Secretary of Propaganda in 1823 and Prefect in 1826. Cardinal in 1828.


� At Marseilles there was a small community of Eastern Rite Catholics. They attended Saint Nicholas de Myre church. The Patriarch of Lebanon changed the pastors without informing Bishop Fortune^ He found them ignorant and asked advice from the Congregation of the Propaganda on how to deal with them, cf. Eugene’s letter of April 25,1827 to Bishop Caprano


� Charles Joseph Benoit d’Argenteau (1787-1870), named titular Bishop of Tyre in 1826. He was the Nuncio in Bavaria.


� Orig.: Rome, Vatican Secret Archives, Bishops and Regular Clergy: Marseilles 1846.


� The Founder wrote or at least completed the composition of this petition on December 8. Cf. Diary for December 8 and letter of Mazenod to Tempier. December 9, 1825.


� Cardinal F.X. Castiglioni. Grand Penitentiary.


� Rafaele Riario, Cardinal in 1477 at 17 years of age.


� Annibale Caro (1507-1566).


� Ms.: “and since this would be (or is known to be) a fast day”


� Bishop J.B.M. Antoine de Latil, Archbishop of Reims from 1824 to 1839.


� Missions O.M.I., 1872, 181-186; YENVEUX, IV, 42; V, 131, 192; VII, 265; RAMBERT, I, 420-422.


� Zurla, Cardinal Vicar, who will give Father de Mazenod his celebret


� Archbishop Caprano, secretary of Propaganda.


� Cardinal Della Somaglia, Secretary of State.


� Giulio Maria Delia Somaglia (1744-1830), Secretary of State from 1823 to 1828.


� Undoubtedly Agnes of Jesus of Langeac (1602-1634), a Dominican nun whose virtues were declared heroic in 1808 by Pope Pius VII, beatified on November 20, 1994.


� Joseph Girard, a priest of the Clermont diocese. He had spent several months in Marseilles. On May 5, 1825, Bishop Fortuné de Mazenod, on learning that he was leaving for Rome, had written to the Cardinal Vicar of His Holiness that “this priest is avisionary, given to the greatest illusions in matters of doctrine and mysticism, and possibly even is guilty in moral matters”. On June 13, 1825, Father Tempier clearly stated that Girard was the father of a child born to one of the religious women who lived with him. Cf. Reg. des lettres administratives, Archives of the Archbishop’s house in Marseilles.


� Bernard Chabrier (1743-1827), OFM Conv. official French confessor in Saint Peter’s


� Degoiser: means to talk or speak excessively.


� Bishop C.A. Henry Duvalk de Dampierre, Bishop of Clermont from 1802 to1833.


� Ms.: Montenard. Bruno Monteinard, the Minime in charge of the church Trinita-dei-Monti, cf. April 4 and 6, 1826.


� Benedetto Barberini, Chamberlain for Popes Pius VII and Leo XII, named Cardinal in 1826.


� We are omitting the rather vague ending of this sentence: “which they were apparently making on their seats”.


� This is the only time that Father de Mazenod mentions him in his writings.


� A clerical dignity. Prelates who have the right to wear a red cloak on certain occasions.


� Antonio Despuig y Dameto (+1813), born at Palma de Maiorca.


� Bartolomeo Pacca (1756-1844), then Pro-Datary and Prefect of the Congregation for Bishops and Regulars.


� Father de Mazenod met this Abbé again on December 20. From the context, this priest must have been from Marseilles or Aix; there is no mention of his name in the necrology of the clergy of Marseilles in the last century


� Luigi Ercolani (1758-1825), named cardinal in 1816.


� Angelo d’Acri, (+1739) a capuchin. This name is omitted in the manuscript.


� Luigi Lambruschini (1776-1854), Archbishop of Genoa from 1819 to 1827, then Nuncio at Paris from 1827 to 1831, Cardinal in 1831, Secretary of State in 1836.


� Cesare Guerrieri-Gonzaga (1742-1832), named Cardinal in 1819, was Pro-secretary of the “Memoriali” at that time.


� Luigi Fortis (1749-1829), Jesuit General, elected in 1820.


� Bartolomeo Antonio Collucci (1753-1830).


� Ms.: Tommasi. Giuseppe Maria Tomasi, of the Theatine Regular clergy (1649-1713), cardinal, beatified in 1803, canonized on October 12, 1986.


� Don Bartolo Zinelli, born in 1772, entered the Society of Faith in 1799. Died in1802 in the Saint Sylvestre house at the Quirinal which belonged to that Society for a fewyears before its dissolution in 1806.


� Ms.: Galeffi. Pietro Francesco Galleffi (1770-1837), made Cardinal in 1803. At that time he was Camerlengo.


� Pierre-Louis-Jean-Casimir de Blacas d'Aulps (1771-1839), Ambassador to Naples at that time.


� Missions O.M.I., 1872, 186-190; YENVEUX, III, 6, 188; IV, 205; V, 261; RAMBERT, I, 422-423.


� Giuseppe Mancini, Archbishop of Siena from 1824 to 1856.


� Joachim Briz O.P., 67th Master of the Order from 1825 to 1831, named Bishop of Segovia in 1832.


� The Founder wrote in the margin: the Archpriest Adinolfi, Pro-Secretary of the Congregation for Bishops and Regulars.


� Antonio Sala (1762-1839) who will be named Cardinal in 1831.


� It seems he knew him during his seminary in Pans, cf. Rey I, 110 and 381.


� The Founder did not write the name.


� Missions O.M.I., 1872, 190-202; YENVEUX, I, 30, 45*; III, 185-186; RAMBERT, I, 429-435; REY, I, 362-365.


� Mgr. d’Isoard.


� Joachim Briz, general of the Dominicans.


� Father Guibert.


� A man without dignity.


� Orig.: Rome. Postulation Archives, DM XII 2a.


� Cardinal Pedicini.


� Monsignor Adinolfi had concluded his report to the Pope saying that he should praise the rules. The Holy Father replied: “My intention is not only to praise these rules, but to approve them”, cf. Oblate Writings 6, p. 223.


� Orig.: Rome, Postulation Archives DM 12 2a.


� Church of Saint Mary of the Minerva, served by the Dominican Fathers.


� Francesco Ferdinando Jabalot, at that time Vice-Procurator for the Dominicans. He was Master General of the Order from 1832 to his death in 1834.


� Ms.: has the singular of form.


� Fabrizio Turriozzi (1755-1826), Cardinal since 1823.


� Adeodato Turchi (1724-1803) Franciscan Conventual, Archbishop of Parma from


1788 to 1803.


� Brief of beatification: September 6, 1816; canonisation: May 26, 1839.


� Giuseppe Mautone (1765-1845).


� Missions O.M.I, 1872, 202-208; YENVEUX, II, 105.


� It is not known whom the Founder designated by this X, mentioned two more times at the letter. YENVEUX It, 105 quotes some lines of this letter of December 28: “Pay scrupulous attention to this dear little child. I abhor the colleges because of the fear they instil in me in the matter of morals. In the name of God, take all the precautions you can...”


� According to the context, he refers to a visit to Card. Fesch, uncle of Napoleon, who had retired to Rome upon the fall of the Emperor.


� Bishops Arbaud, de Bausset and Miollis wrote to Cardinal Castiglioni future Pius VIII and to the Pope on December 8 saying that, on reflection, the statutes of the Oblates appeared to them as unacceptable. They contained several dispositions contrary to the rights of Bishops and the civil laws of France. It was probably the contents of these letters which came to be known and divulged by the “agents of France”.


� 5 According to the Journal of the Founder, this visit to Cardinal Pedicini took place on December 31.


� Carlo Pedicini (1769-1843), Cardinal in 1823: at that time he was Prefect of the Congregation for Church Immunity. He had been named Ponent or Reporter of the commission of cardinals assigned to study the rules.





