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The Reed of God is an inspirational classic written by a British Roman Catholic ecclesiastical artist, Caryll Houselander. This book contains a beautiful meditation on Mary, Mother of God and so much more. Reading this book will bring you closer to Our Blessed Mother, and hence, to Christ Himself. Filled with lyrical prose and touching analogies, the author shows how Mary was the "Reed of God" and that we are all vessels waiting to do God's work, and carrying Christ within us.
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Mortification of Sin is a book by the English theologian John Owen in which he discusses human's unceasing battle against the immorality in them. Owen argues that a believing Christian can't win in this battle on his own, using his strength. He believes that the only way this battle can be won is with the help of God and through the sheer faith. Owen presents convincing case for the importance of mortification establishing some basic and iconic verities concerning the significance of sin in believers and provides answers and instructions on how can these issues can be dealt with the power of the Spirit and through faith in Christ.
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This carefully crafted ebook: "The Complete Works of Fyodor Dostoyevsky: Novels, Short Stories and Autobiographical Writings" is formatted for your eReader with a functional and detailed table of contents. Fyodor Dostoyevsky (1821-1881) was a Russian novelist, short story writer, essayist, journalist and philosopher. His literary works explore human psychology in the troubled political, social, and spiritual atmosphere of 19th-century Russia. Many of his works contain a strong emphasis on Christianity, and its message of absolute love, forgiveness and charity, explored within the realm of the individual, confronted with all of life's hardships and beauty. His major works include Crime and Punishment, The Idiot, Demons and The Brothers Karamazov. Many literary critics rate him as one of the greatest and most prominent psychologists in world literature. His novella Notes from Underground is considered to be one of the first works of existentialist literature. NOVELS: Netochka Nezvanova The Village of Stepanchikovo The House of the Dead Crime and Punishment The Idiot The Possessed (Demons) The Raw Youth (The Adolescent) The Brothers Karamazov The Insulted and the Injured NOVELLAS: Poor Folk The Double The Landlady Uncle's Dream Notes from Underground The Gambler The Permanent Husband SHORT STORIES: The Grand Inquisitor (Chapter from The Brothers Karamazov) Mr. Prohartchin A Novel in Nine Letters Another Man's Wife or, The Husband under the Bed A Faint Heart Polzunkov The Honest Thief The Christmas Tree and The Wedding White Nights A Little Hero An Unpleasant Predicament (A Nasty Story) The Crocodile Bobok The Heavenly Christmas Tree A Gentle Spirit The Peasant Marey The Dream of a Ridiculous Man LETTERS AND MEMOIRS: Letters of Fyodor Michailovitch Dostoyevsky to his Family and Friends Pages from the Journal of an Author, Fyodor Dostoevsky BIOGRAPHY: Fyodor Dostoyevsky, A Study by Aimée Dostoyevsky
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This carefully crafted ebook: "The Complete Works of Charles Dickens" is formatted for your eReader with a functional and detailed table of contents: Novels Oliver Twist The Pickwick Papers Nicholas Nickleby The Old Curiosity Shop Barnaby Rudge Martin Chuzzlewit Dombey and Son David Copperfield Bleak House Hard Times Little Dorrit A Tale of Two Cities Great Expectations Our Mutual Friend The Mystery of Edwin Drood Christmas Novellas A Christmas Carol The Chimes The Cricket on the Hearth The Battle of Life The Haunted Man Short Story Collections Sketches by Boz Sketches of Young Gentlemen Sketches of Young Couples Master Humphrey' Clock Reprinted Pieces The Mudfog Papers Pearl-Fishing (First Series) Pearl-Fishing (Second Series) Christmas Stories Other Stories Children's Books Child's Dream of a Star Holiday Romance Stories About Children Every Child Can Read Dickens's Children Plays The Village Coquettes The Strange Gentleman The Lamplighter Is She His Wife Mr. Nightingale's Diary No Thoroughfare The Frozen Deep Poetry The Loving Ballad of Lord Bateman The Poems and Verses of Charles Dickens Travel Books American Notes Pictures From Italy The Lazy Tour of Two Idle Apprentices Other Works Sunday Under Three Heads A Child's History of England Memoirs of Joseph Grimaldi The Life of Our Lord The Uncommercial Traveller Contributions to "All The Year Round" Contributions to "The Examiner" Miscellaneous Papers Essays & Articles A Coal Miner's Evidence The Lost Arctic Voyagers Frauds on the Fairies Adelaide Anne Procter In Memoriam W. M. Thackeray Speeches of Charles Dickens: Literary and Social Letters of Charles Dickens Criticism CHARLES DICKENS by G. K. Chesterton DICKENS by Sir Adolphus William Ward THE LIFE OF CHARLES DICKENS by John Forster MY FATHER AS I RECALL HIM by Mamie D. Charles Dickens (1812-1870), an English writer and social critic, created some of the world's best-known fictional characters and is regarded as the greatest novelist of the Victorian era.
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This carefully crafted ebook: "Frankenstein (The Uncensored 1818 Edition)" is formatted for your eReader with a functional and detailed table of contents. Frankenstein; or, The Modern Prometheus is the original 1818 'Uncensored' Edition of Frankenstein as first published anonymously in 1818. This original version is much more true to the spirit of the author's original intentions than the heavily revised 1831 edition, edited by Shelley, in part, because of pressure to make the story more conservative. Many scholars prefer the 1818 text to the more common 1831 edition. Frankenstein is a novel written by Mary Shelley about a creature produced by an unorthodox scientific experiment. Shelley started writing the story when she was nineteen, and the novel was published when she was twenty-one. Shelley had travelled in the region of Geneva, where much of the story takes place, and the topics of galvanism and other similar occult ideas were themes of conversation among her companions, particularly her future husband, Percy Shelley. The storyline emerged from a dream. Mary, Percy, Lord Byron, and John Polidori decided to have a competition to see who could write the best horror story. After thinking for weeks about what her possible storyline could be, Shelley dreamt about a scientist who created life and was horrified by what he had made. She then wrote Frankenstein.
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Since the present world war began, we have read a great deal in the newspapers about the coolness of the English under fire. No amount of blitzkrieg seems to be able to quell their pluck. Their graceful acceptance of hardship has been found equal to any inconvenience, such as eating grease for butter, washing one’s face in dishwater, or sleeping in a flooded cellar while being leaped over by rats.




Unfailing “cheerios” are still being exchanged among the homeless in the midst of English ruins. The bombs dropped on Britain in the ceaseless night raids are dismissed with the insouciant phrase, “a lot of bother.” The enemy is still playfully referred to as “Jerry,” as he was in the last war. No quantity of thunderous noise unleashed by the murderous luftwaffe over the London rooftops has been able to quench the song of the nightingale in Berkeley Square.




I say these are splendid things to have happen in our world. One does not need to consult one’s private summary of the present international situation in order to know whether or not to be proud of them. To fail to be proud of them in an emergency where all human nature is at stake, and where that priceless quality in us known as gaiety is in danger of being snuffed out, or, what is worse, being stemmed off into the escapes of the psychiatric clinic and the madhouse, is to disown our own flesh and blood in one of its brightest displays of resourcefulness. To be merry is almost to be divine. And “merry” is England’s loveliest adjective.




As a priest, I have no small pride in noting that it has been left to a young English Catholic girl to spiritualize the qualities of gaiety and grit so characteristic of her race, and to turn them into supernatural channels where they may be of service eternally. For there may or may not “always be an England,” but there will most certainly be the souls of those who are now living there under siege.




The hour into which England is now moving spiritually can no longer be sustained with devices like pleasantry or evasion. It is truthfully, as the author points out, the hour of its passion, the reflected agony of Christ on the Cross. To indicate to her fellow-countrymen the spiritual defense works needed for this time of ultimate travail, has been the patriotic and Christ-like task of this young English girl, and she has done a most wonderful piece of writing. Hers is not an example of coolness under fire, but rather of clarity of vision under fog, a fog more terrible than any yet caused by the floating of pollen across the English Channel.




This book gives evidence of being written in no lamp-light security. The style is somewhat jerky and uneven. There are times when it threatens to become almost jittery. The brilliance of the book is in its flashes. Every other paragraph, or at least every other page, contains a sheer thrust of spiritual wisdom so profound, so sudden and unstudied, that it gives the reader the impression of being himself under siege while he reads. The ramparts of the spirit in the present horror in England are worry, fear, anxiety, horror, pain, separation and death, purified and sanctified by the blood of Christ. It is the blessed hour when each Christian knows he must become a saint or perish.




When the present war is over, the usual horde of nostalgic novelists will descend upon the debris of London, pick about among the ruins, and endeavor to convince us in their drooling post-mortems how horrible human nature can become when it is under the strain of war. But here is a book written by a young English girl while the guns were blazing. And it is full of nervous courage and impatient heroism. It scintillates with little sparkles of charm and tenderness which only an intensely spiritual person can achieve. For instance, telling a child, anxious to make a sacrifice, that to make a simple sign of the cross is a sacrifice. Or urging troubled souls unsatisfied with their own spiritual condition, to say as a nightly prayer, “Dear God, my name is mud!” Or again,—and this is a bit of ascetical shrewdness beyond compare—designating scrupulosity as “an exaggerated sense of responsibility.”




It is difficult for us American Catholics to know where the claims of our own country conflict with the law of universal charity in this present war. But this book transcends the area of this conflict. It is a message to the clearly spiritual part of us that is neither American nor English, but deeper than all nationality. I might call it our Adam-and-Evish selves by way of a true, if somewhat forced phrase. And in view of the fact that someday the war may come to us too in terms' of the “passion of Christ,” any of us who cannot read this book with sympathy, admiration and profit, deserves to have not only his name called mud, but his mind as well.




Leonard Feeney, S.J.
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For us, the war is the Passion of Christ. There is no need now to dwell on its cruelty, we shall not be able to forget that. To the natural eye it seems that out of this war nothing could possibly result but bitterness, hatred and ruin; and indeed, nothing else could result from it were it not for one Person—Jesus Christ, our Lord.




Because He has made us “other Christs.” because His life continues in each one of us, there is nothing that any one of us can suffer which is not the Passion He suffered. Our redemption, although it was achieved completely by Our Lord, does, by a special loving mercy of His, go on in us. It is one unbroken act which goes on in the mystical body of Christ on earth, which we are.




These things are mysterious, we can’t understand them with our brains, but now everyone is going to learn to understand them in sorrow, in courage, and in sacrifice. Now the time has come fox each of us to prove our Christhood.




Not one of us is alone. All are one in Christ, and we can be strong in the realization that we are together and that we share in all and every grace of one another. We are one, not only with each other, but with all the Church, the saints in Heaven, the faithful on earth and the souls in Purgatory, and we have, all of us, the strength of our adored King, Christ, as our sword: His strength and His meekness, ’ His love and His forgiveness.




Some of us, perhaps all of us, will feel sometimes hopelessly alone; certain griefs that we shall know make one utterly alone even in the midst of real friends; certain circumstances which will become fairly general give us the loneliness of homesickness, and events may cut us off from one another physically. But there is not a single thing that any one of us can do which does not affect every other Catholic, which is not, in a mysterious way, his deed too.




The martyrs of Siberia, often without Sacraments or Catholic contact for years, have told others of the joy they derived from awareness of their oneness with all other Christians. A certain priest said, in Siberia, before his long martyrdom was consummated in death, “On Saturdays, I was always happy, as so many Catholic children made my confession.”




WE MUST MAKE COMPLETE SACRIFICE




We have realized on the natural plane that we can win the war only if we are united; we must be united with one another and with our Allies, and every single one of us must go all out for our single purpose. We must put by all else, and be ready to give all we have, to the very last drop of our blood, to bring about our one single purpose. That purpose is to gain and keep freedom.




If such an extreme is our duty to one another as human creatures, how much more is it our duty and our honor to give all we have and are, united in our Christhood, for the Kingdom of God. This is not a special war, a sideline, a mere analogy for Catholics; no, freedom is the possession of the inward Kingdom; and to keep it, and keep it as Christ would keep it, is the heart of the whole war. We are doing the same as all the rest, but because of the unmerited grace of faith, our responsibility is greater, we have to do it with a deeper understanding.




LOVE




I do not hesitate to speak as if it were the last time and to echo Christ's own final words to His apostles, His last commandment: “Little children, love one another.” He said it to His apostles when they were going to be scattered about the world, and each in turn to suffer for Him.




This is the first and last vocation of every Christian, to love, and all other vocations are only a shell in which this vocation, to love, is protected. So whatever part each of you plays in the war, it must be done only as a channel through which love is poured. Love alone, love only, cap save us from being swamped and swept away by the evil passions that war must let loose—hate, fear, despair.




And love can and will save the world, because this war is Christ's Passion in us, and if we dare now to act by faith and to pledge ourselves to let His love be as strong in us as His pain is, then it will bear fruit, in proportion to its magnitude of grief.




Love, and love alone, can make life welcome to us; we can help one another by love, as never before, and nothing else can comfort, encourage, be patient, and heal, as love can do now.




Therefore, we are now at the beginning of the Way of the Cross, with Our Lord leading us; we have to walk in His steps; in this “dry wood” foretold by Him, we must have our eyes on the “green wood,” on the Christ-Passion in which all things already are new, our first springtide, for which we are again sowing seed, and in this He is our great example of love.




IMITATE CHRIST IN HIS LOVE




We can imitate Him literally. He was mocked and crowned with thorns: He remained silent. If our determination to love our enemy, to include the enemy in our prayer and sacrifice, is at moments beyond us, we can imitate His gentle silence, and go on, go on wearing a crown of thorns in our mind. He welcomed His cross and took it up Himself and put it on His shoulder to carry it. We can face the war in His spirit, not glad of suffering for suffering’s sake, but glad that, since suffer we must, we can carry our share of the cross as a loving work for each other to help our common redemption. We can think, too, that the load the soldiers carry is the cross, and the same applies to the weight of stretchers, and to all the heavy material loads; they, too, are part of the weight of the one great cross laid on us. We can imitate Him by welcoming it, and if it seems too heavy at times we can still turn to Him and say: “We praise Thee and bless Thee, O Jesus Christ, because by Thy holy cross Thou hast redeemed the world.”




He was stripped naked. We also can be stripped of all we have, and not only of our material goods, but of our ambitions, the closeness of friends, our hope of human joy; in this we can, like Our Lord, prepare for sacrifice.




He was sacrificed on the cross. Some will literally imitate Him in His death, and all of us know that when a Christian dies it is Christ Who is dying, and His love has overcome death.




All of us can literally imitate Him in the wholeness of sacrifice, in offering all that we are—and that, stripped of our selfishness—to God, as an act of adoration to God and of love for one another.
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Very soon the shortage of paper will become acute, and all the means that we have relied upon, consciously and unconsciously, for so many years to state our Faith and offer it to the world, will end—all material means, anyway, telephones, wireless, cars and aeroplanes, printing and so on; all things which Christ never had the use of when He lived on earth and faced the whole world with His tidings of great joy.




What means did Christ have, and what means did He use? He had only Himself: His soul and body, His joy and suffering, the infinitesimal amount of work He could get into one limited lifetime, the words He spoke, the hands He used, the prayers He said. He had Himself, His life and death, and that is all.




And what means did Christ leave to His apostles when it seemed, as it most certainly did seem, that He was defeated, the cause lost? Did He say: “Clearly this thing can't be done by love, by individuals with only themselves, so I will give them machinery and power, and tremendous success!” No, He gave them just His own divine Spirit, the “Comforter” as He called it. He came, through His spirit, to live in them, and that His presence in them might be ever renewed He gave them His body in the Host and His grace through the sacraments.




He did not choose to live a new, different and more successful kind of life in His apostles, or to avoid a repetition of His violent death; no, all but one were martyred, all were poor and generally alone and persecuted, and none had as much success as a popular preacher on a modern wireless.




Yet, these kept the Kingdom; and after them, in age after age, the saints who have walked in their footsteps have done so, and they have done so in only one way, because there is only one way, the way of Christ. “I am the Way, the Truth and the Life.”




Today, we may despair of practically everything, of all the world's traditions, of all material things, of success of any sort as we know it, but there is one thing which is not now endangered, but is on the eve—no, the very morning,—of resurrection. That one thing is the only thing that matters: Christ, the life of Christ, in the soul of man.




The fact that we are being put back into the position of the apostles is a safeguard to our faith, because the enemies that assail Christianity are not only the evil forces that are apparent to all, but the subtle temptations that a prosperous world never ceases to propose to individual Christians, the gradual loss of the sharp edge of the uncompromising simplicity of the love of Christ. Now it is clear, our faith will be kept alive as it was kept alive in the days when our forefathers shed their blood on this dear English soil, to hand it on bright and burning to us.
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