
  

 

This is a great marvel. The lily is Saint 
Philomena. Still young, she knew and 
appreciated virginity at its true worth. 
Next to her heavenly treasure of purity, 
the Emperor’s hand, the throne’s majesty 
and the honors attached to high rank, 
all goods and glory of this world 
meant nothing.  
 
 

Let the World  

See Saint Philomena 
and Blush!  

 
At a tender age, Philomena vowed 
her perpetual virginity to her Spouse. 
The most cruel death did not dissuade 
her. She received the crown and halo. 
Now, she is to rest for a while; for 
soon the day will come when her 
dormancy will cease. Mother without 
ceasing to be virgin, she will spiritually 
beget with Jesus Christ a family of 
virgins made in her model. After a 
century of mud and putrefaction, it is 
for you that God in His Infinite Mercy 
has destined this grace. The worldly 
know the narrow obligations the law of 
God imposes upon them and they flee. 

They persuade themselves that, sur-
rounded by temptation and weakness 
of flesh, these laws of purity are made 
only for Religious or those in cloisters. 
Hence, they abandon themselves 
to liberty, or rather the license of 
excess, and dare to cross the limits 
of modesty and decency. Providence 
uses the perfect purity of a virgin to 
confound and condemn this notion, 
and places her upon the holy altars.  

 
You may feel that her position, life 
circumstances and age never put her 
in contact with the dangers which 
surround us. On the contrary, never did 
we see a lily surrounded by more thorns; 
never was seduction more capable 
of weakening a young heart, more 

powerful on the imagination, more 
able to attain its goal, than what was 
proposed to this virgin. She knew no 
cloister other than her father’s palace. 
The period in which she lived was 
pagan and moral standards corrupt. 
To see a world ruler humiliate himself 
at her feet and present her with the 
most flattering propositions, but also 
to be threatened with the rigors of the 
most dreadful torments, to hear the 
sobs of her father, the piercing cries of 
her mother... this was a reality for  
Philomena: to be separated from 
everything which she held most 
dear and faced with the frightening 
prospect of a grievous future.  

 
These are not little showers or waves 
which come to fall on the security 
of her virginity; they are rivers over-
flowing and roaring. The very ocean 
hurls itself against her. The struggle is 
short. The greater the peril, the more 
the Power of God will manifest itself. 
Virginity has triumphed and the unruly 
floods which rolled against her with 
so much violence have been turned 
back against themselves. Such is the 
victory of faith.  


