Sermon of the Good Father on
Final Impenitence

(LEBP 2202b)
*


      "Ego vado et quaeritis me, et in peccato vestro moriemini". "I am going away and you will look for me, but you will die in your sin.” (John 8:21)

      What a bolt out of the blue for guilty France, for this impenitent city and perhaps for you and me, my brothers! Everywhere else in the teaching of Jesus Christ, there is a kind of severity mixed with kindness, consolation with reproach, warning with promise, mercy with justice. According to the beautiful reflection of Saint Ambrose, God often takes upon himself qualities and names which only sustain and increase our hope. Are we in darkness? He is our light. Are we wandering? He is our Shepherd. Are we afflicted? He is our consoler. Are we cast down? He is our strength? Are we overcome by some awful sickness and near death? He is our physician, our resurrection, our life. But to hear what he says in this text, one can only groan and tremble. I see that light being extinguished, that shepherd withdrawing, that consoler becoming irritated, that strength weakening, that physician being repelled, that principle of resurrection and life becoming an occasion of reprobation and ruin. I am leaving, you are no longer worthy of me. I abandon you, you will die in your sins.

     Who of you, my brothers, will not awaken at the sound of that thunder? And whether these words are warnings, or whether you hear them as prophecies and threats, who of you will not wither in fear, given what is before us? Temples destroyed, signs of our Redemption pulled down, altars overturned, the morality of God reviled and degraded, the faith almost extinguished in the hearts of everyone. Tell me, who of you will not tremble in such a great misfortune as that of searching uselessly for God and dying in one’s sin?

     Abandonment of God, which was once the just chastisement for the crimes of the Jews, the almost complete impenitence of corrupt England and the schism and heresy of the proud and impious Orient, when it comes to us would this be the worse that he has in the storehouse of his vengeance? And yet with a blindness, which we can not deplore sufficiently, we are impervious to it. Nevertheless there is nothing so terrible, nothing as fatal as final impenitence and we do not dread it one bit. That is my first part. There is nothing as ordinary, nothing as easy, these days than to die this way and we are not on our guard. That is my second part.

     My God, enlighten my mind and touch my heart. Melt the ice there and shatter the hardness. Can I go on living seeing the evil that is desolating your heritage and ours? Adorable Savior, even if all abandon you, do not allow this same misfortune to befall this small number. Let us die after this discourse rather than let us go on living only to die impenitent. This is the grace that we must ask through the intercession of Mary. Ave Maria.
First Part

     Three things tell us how great and terrible is the misfortune of an impenitent sinner. He is miserable considering the greatness of his loss. He loses God who abandons him and withdraws his graces. He is miserable because of the uselessness of his pursuits. He seeks God but there is such a great chaos between God and him that he can not cross to where He is. He is miserable considering all the evil upon him. I am referring to the mortal union of his death and his sins. He dies in his sin and if the simple statement of these sad words in no way frightens you, what I have told you is only too true, that there is nothing more terrible or more fatal than final impenitence and yet you do not grasp it. But let us not dwell on that, perhaps the grace of the Lord will trouble the fatal repose of your consciences, as I begin to give proof of these great and important truths. 

     So God withdraws from a sinner who suddenly sees himself deprived of a good that he formerly had so many rights to. Listen to this example and tremble. Henry VIII, King of England, at the point of death took a large cup filled with wine and after drinking, looked at the Lords of his court around his bed and cried with a deep sigh, “My dear friends, we have lost everything.”

     My brothers, what new secret did that famous apostate have to want to die drunk so as not to die in despair, as if in the stupor of wine he could drown the many enormous crimes that he had committed and whose fatal results we still see in our unfortunate country? What strange words and what gloomy thoughts for a reprobate, who began to open his eyes just when death was about to close them for him and who, sensing the greatness of his loss, confessed that in loosing God he had lost everything! “Amici perdidimus omnia.” But what am I saying? We do not have to go to foreign countries to look for proofs of such a terrible thing, we have among us a Philippe d'Orléans, a Dampierre, a Cus​tine, a Péthion, a Marat, a Le Scève and so many others. Not only have they, like Agag, lost the long and magnificent meals during which they got so fat that they appeared just to be a mass of flesh. Not only have they lost, like Achab, Jezebel and those infamous adulterers they took after they repudiated their legitimate wife. Not only have they lost, like Jeroboam, the cruel pleasure of raising profane altars on the ruins of those of the true God and seeing the blood of so many martyrs flow on the scaffolds. They have also lost the consolation of a religion which they formerly defended so fiercely and professed so religiously, the consolation of dying in the true faith and the happiness that one finds under God’s protection which is now withdrawn from them. My brothers, what can one lose when one possesses God and what does one not lose when one abandons him?

      It is true that there are people who find God even though they do not search for him. Thus Saul found him when he least suspected it or rather when he was only looking to persecute his true servants. That was a completely gratuitous act of mercy. There are those who find him after searching for him. Thus Mary and Joseph found Jesus in the Temple and the bride in the Song of Songs her spouse after looking among the city guards. That is an effect of grace working and the will cooperating. But there are those who even though they search for him do not find him. There are those, for the bit of effort their weak and unstable will makes, for the bit of desire they conceive to be united to him after being separated by their disorder, who are frustrated in their attempts. That is an effect of his dreadful justice. He wants them to feel in his distance the evil that there is in separating themselves from him by the wrong use of freedom. And that is but the beginning of his anger and the gateway to the flood of his vengeance. For, alas! What will it be like when after searching for God uselessly, they become enraged and die miserably in their sin? That is the mortal state of those whom God abandons. That becomes their great misfortune. They testified with their mouth that they loved him and heaved a thousand false sighs at him. But it was only phony submission that their tongue offered him. As their heart lacked the righteousness necessary to search for him in good faith and to walk in the path of his commandments, they were not faithful in keeping his covenant. Therefore it is just that this covenant be broken and as the only thing creating this commerce of friendship and protection between Creator and creature is the covenant, it is just that it be abandoned in spite of their false and hypocritical searching. As God says in Isaiah to a sinful soul, “Is it I that have rejected you? Rather it is you who left me first. Therefore go where you want and know that it is your crimes that force me to repudiate you.” My God, where will such a forsaken soul go? All she has is her sin and a commitment to death. She goes to the abyss of eternal torment and we are not afraid.

     Note well, my brothers, that we can die in our sin in three ways: by obstinacy, by surprise and by illusion. By obstinacy when we do not want to forsake perverse habits, like Cain, or when we refuse to apply the remedy of penance, like Judas. By surprise, when we die suddenly, promising ourselves a long life, like Agag and Baltazar. By illusion, when we have a beautiful idea of a future conversion or false penance, like Saul. Isn’t the number of Christians infinite who die in one of these three ways? My brothers, who would believe that he would fall into final impenitence by furor and despair, by an unshakable will to not convert and a dogged attachment to his perversity, if we did not have before our eyes that horde of apostates and impious who, still drenched in the blood of God that they profaned, wallow in their crime and finish in a rage after being cursed by God? Such are these bloody men, who wanting to eternalize their hatred, let the whole universe know that they bear a grudge against angels and men, against kings and heaven. But death approaches quickly. They are pygmies that God is going to grind to a powder. Such are these countless swindlers of orphans and widows, these sacrilegious usurers who take up arms of iron and fire against sacred temples, who, struck on the forehead like Goliath, like him fall on their face by an invincible attachment to their plunder. More criminal than Achab, they do not sense that the fate of eternal reprobation is going to fall on them. It is over, death approaches and there they are forever in the burning abyss of eternity.

       The number of those who die suddenly is even incomparably greater, for without speaking here of that countless multitude of unfortunate youth who perish in war and shipwreck, how many in our own life times are those who die in the prime of life, as they leave a party of debauchery when they had promised themselves long and happy health? How many have we known who, after planning great projects, possessing beautiful properties and immense incomes, which they expected five years ago to enjoy in peace, heard that terrible sentence, “ You fool, you will die this very night.” And how many have found themselves in the same state as Balthazar, surrounded by his corrupt troops, surprised by death and summoned before the judgment seat of God?

      In vain Saint Peter warned them that “God would come by night like a thief to surprise them!” In vain the Holy Spirit predicted that “they would be taken as birds in a net.” In vain would a thousand homey and foreign examples make them grasp that they would not have a happier destiny than an infinity of others that they knew. None of these instructions, none of these threats had any effect on them. Unfaithful to God’s graces, insensible to their consciences’ remorse, deaf to so much advice and instruction, they finally found that for not profiting from the evil of another, they served as examples in their turn, and as the demon “gave them sparkling baubles,” they were taken by surprise like those whose fatal destiny had no effect on them. O God, how frequent are these examples, how many are the sinners who fall into impenitence by surprise!

     But don’t they also fall in another way? Yes, my brothers, and it is what I call deceit and illusion. A sinner who “laughs at God during his life, in the end finds God laughing at him.” (at the moment of death) And what is stranger is that the sinner is the first to deceive himself. He believed that he could put off his conversion and postpone his penance until he was older and he fell into a state where he was unable either to do the works of penance or have the spirit. This is a strange illusion and even more deplorable is that there are practically no sinners who do not let themselves go that way and who mistaking the shadow for the body fall from real penance to false penance. O God, what blindness! What perversity and what misfortune!

     What will it be like indeed for the one who does penance at the point of death, who weeps, who moans, who is mortified by the fever burning him up, the weakness striking him down, the sorrow of death all around him, the violence of the pain he feels? If the greatest saints, in spite of themselves, were indulgent toward their bodies when sick, what will it be like for a sensual woman, who always treats her body like an idol, to mistreat it on her death bed? If a Saint Francis, who crucified his flesh all during his life by cruel austerities, wanted to reconcile with it before dying, what will it be like for a sinner who always lived in peace with his flesh? Will he declare war when it is struck down by weakness and mortal sickness?

     I hear you answering me already that God does not demand satisfactions then, that sincere sorrow for having offended him can supply for a lack of austerity and that provided one has the spirit of penance one is dispensed from the works of penance. Ah, my brothers, is it so easy to have the spirit of penance and to produce that sorrow? It must be supernatural, voluntary, sovereign, entire. The grace, the spirit and the heart must concur. Briefly, it demands the whole man. And yet what is this man capable of at the time? He hardly understands what is said to him in the midst of his restlessness, his difficulties, and his troubles. Horrible illusion, you are the loss of Christians; you are the cause of impenitence.

     Have you ever comeback from the door of death, my brothers? And if God once restored you to health after a sickness that was thought to be fatal, tell me in conscience, did you then think of him? Did you have true sorrow for your faults? Isn’t it true that in your despondency you thought of nothing, that in the violence of your torment, you were not aware of how bad off you were, that they administered the sacraments to you almost without your being aware, that a purely servile fear
was the only thing that led to your conversion without real love of God and that acting without reflection, you did a thousand things that you would not even remember if someone did not tell you that you had done them? And if you had died in that state, would you not have died impenitent? And wouldn’t you have been lost because of that beautiful illusion? May your own experience or the example of others make you wiser in the future and may you fear the misfortune of loosing God, of looking for him and not finding him, of dying in your sin more than all the world. But let us see what the paths that lead to this final impenitence are. That is the subject of my second part.
Second Part


     There are three ways that lead to final impenitence, common and ordinary ways, ways that are much more dangerous and fatal than we often perceive them to be. The first is a relentless attachment to the world. There are always and there will always be an invincible opposition between Jesus Christ and the world. They are opposed in what they hate and in what they love. The world hates poverty and Jesus Christ loves it so that he wanted to be born, to live and to die as a poor man. The world hates contempt and abuse and Jesus Christ wanted to be despised and offended. The world hates mortification and suffering and Jesus Christ loves them so that after a penitential life of thirty three years he wanted to finish it on a cross. They are opposed in what they flee and what they seek. The world seeks glory and Jesus Christ flees it. The world seeks company and enjoyments and Jesus Christ withdraws to the desert. If I don’t stop I could go on and on. You can only be predestined in as much as you are conformed to Jesus and you will never resemble him as long as you live according to the spirit of the world, his irreconcilable enemy. Oh how many people take this broad path! There are even some here who, in spite of the punishment upon them, still live according to the spirit of the world! How many still prefer deceit, avarice, fits of anger, resentment, pride, impiousness, libertinage, the soft and dissolute life of this world to the simplicity, the poverty, the meekness, the patience, the humility, the piety, the mortifications of Jesus Christ. Therefore tremble, sinful souls, souls always hardened, tremble.

     But there is a second way even more ordinary and more dangerous. It is voluntary infidelity and a kind of apostasy. “If I had not come into the world,” says Jesus Christ in the Gospel, “and if I had not done miracles in their presence that only I have done, they would have no sin.” My brothers, are you not as guilty as the Jews? You whom neither the doctrine, the miracles, the examples, the instruction, the promises or the threats of an irritated God have been able to move; you who have received so many graces that they never did. And if you truly believed that Jesus Christ is for you who he really is, your council, your guide, your law giver, your sovereign, your model, you would correspond with his graces. Listen to what he says to you, “If I am your council, why do you not consult me? If I am your guide, why do you not follow me? If I am your lawgiver, why do you not obey me? If I am your sovereign, why do you not honor me? If I am your model, why do you not imitate me? But your perverse behavior proclaims your infidelity and because of that you will die in your sins.” "In peccato vestro moriemini." 

     Let us finish. There is a third way which leads immediately to final impenitence. It is the last sin that one commits, a sin in which one dies without penance and without forgiveness, a sin which is not remitted either in this world or in the next. God says, “I will be reconciled with Israel after the three crimes it commits but I will never forgive them the fourth,” because they have sold and put to death the Just One. The first was to adore the golden calf. After forty years of persecution, misery and affliction, God gave them marks of his mercy and goodness. The second was to make covenants with the idolaters who were their neighbors and to bend the knee before the idols. After suffering slavery, famine and long wars, God forgave them. The third was to put to death the priests and prophets at the time of Manasses and the other kings. This sin was punished by plague and the loss of their possessions and freedom during the sixty years of captivity in Babylon. That was forgiven them.
Up to that point the limit had not been reached. The sad decree of the complete ruin of that nation had not been executed, "super tribus sceleribus Israel". But when they added to those crimes the death of God whom they sold and attached to the cross, there was no more mercy for them. They were mercilessly chastised by the Romans who took away their kingdom and their priesthood. They died impenitent and became the eternal victims of the vengeance of a God whom they had so offended. "Super quatuor non convertam eum".

     Now what was done with that great people, is the same not done every day toward every person who is guilty? Do you want to be convinced of that? It is when the measure of his sins is complete, it is when the mercy of God grows weary and no longer wants to bear the burden of his iniquities, a burden that he often calls in Scripture the burden of Babylon, of Moab, of Damascus, of Egypt, of Tyre, a burden that he casts far from him and that he lets fall into the bottomless abyss of eternity. My dear listeners, isn’t this something that should make us tremble and say to God in the bitterness of our soul, “Perhaps the limit of our sinfulness will soon be reached, our malice will soon be consummated. It is too long, O my God, that we offend you, that we abuse your mercy, and if, in your furor, you had caught us when we committed our very first mortal sin, how many years would we be burn in that place of torment? The angels only offended you in thought and that very instant you deemed them guilty and they were cursed. Cain only committed one crime. Saul only disobeyed twice and the measure was reached. Therefore, O my God, never allow that the days you give us serve to increase our ingratitude and put the seal on our reprobation. Alas, my brothers, we languish, perhaps we still groan in our sin, as if the fatal delay of our conversion was not even a greater sin that our sin itself.

     However, O my God, it seems that it must really have cost you to lose a creature as perfect as the angel at the very moment she went forth from your hands; that if in spite of that, you sacrificed it to your anger, what vengeance will you not cause to explode against the impenitent mortal? See him lying on his bed of pain, despair in his soul, as he sees his crimes and the horror of his life. He senses the approach of his God who is going to come, not as a Savior, but as judge and avenger. No, he tells himself, no, my sins are too great, too many, too infamous. There is no longer mercy for me. I am lost. In vain they call him back to himself. In vain they open the treasures of divine goodness to him. The source is dried up for him. His haggard eyes, the crime and rage in his heart, he is tormented. The moment comes, he grits his teeth, he expires. The body lying on the bed is but a foul cadaver and his soul is already judged and separated forever from God, cursed by God, covered by demons and dragged to the depths of the abyss, into the devouring flames, forever overwhelmed with remorse and fruitless regret. O cursed impenitence, o death in sin!

     My God, preserve me from such a death. It is the only tragedy that I fear. If I have the misfortune to sin again, punish me in this world. Strike, take your vengeance on this earth. Let all the scourges of your anger fall on me in this life and give me mercy when I die. I say no more. I am changed. Cursed forever be his deceitful promises, no more attachment to this world, no more attachment to myself. I love you, O my God. I would rather die right now than live in your displeasure. I am resolved to suffer a thousand deaths than to displease you for an instant by the death that sin causes to my soul. Oh, my God! Oh, my Father, if I live, may I only live so as to mourn my iniquity, to appease your anger, to implore your great mercy, so to die the death of the Saints and live forever the life of the elect. I desire it of you in nomine Patris et Filii et Spiritus Sancti.


Amen.
------------------------------

� This original is in the Good Father’s handwriting with the title “on final impenitence, 1794.” That would indicate to us when it was written and preached, without a doubt in Poitiers.
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