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BOOK I
Great art Thou, O Lord, and greatly to be pra�sed; great �s Thy

power, and Thy w�sdom �nf�n�te. And Thee would man pra�se; man,
but a part�cle of Thy creat�on; man, that bears about h�m h�s
mortal�ty, the w�tness of h�s s�n, the w�tness that Thou res�stest the
proud: yet would man pra�se Thee; he, but a part�cle of Thy creat�on.
Thou awakest us to del�ght �n Thy pra�se; for Thou madest us for
Thyself, and our heart �s restless, unt�l �t repose �n Thee. Grant me,
Lord, to know and understand wh�ch �s f�rst, to call on Thee or to
pra�se Thee? and, aga�n, to know Thee or to call on Thee? for who
can call on Thee, not know�ng Thee? for he that knoweth Thee not,
may call on Thee as other than Thou art. Or, �s �t rather, that we call
on Thee that we may know Thee? but how shall they call on H�m �n
whom they have not bel�eved? or how shall they bel�eve w�thout a
preacher? and they that seek the Lord shall pra�se H�m: for they that
seek shall f�nd H�m, and they that f�nd shall pra�se H�m. I w�ll seek
Thee, Lord, by call�ng on Thee; and w�ll call on Thee, bel�ev�ng �n
Thee; for to us hast Thou been preached. My fa�th, Lord, shall call on
Thee, wh�ch Thou hast g�ven me, wherew�th Thou hast �nsp�red me,
through the Incarnat�on of Thy Son, through the m�n�stry of the
Preacher.

And how shall I call upon my God, my God and Lord, s�nce, when I
call for H�m, I shall be call�ng H�m to myself? and what room �s there
w�th�n me, wh�ther my God can come �nto me? wh�ther can God
come �nto me, God who made heaven and earth? �s there, �ndeed, O
Lord my God, aught �n me that can conta�n Thee? do then heaven
and earth, wh�ch Thou hast made, and where�n Thou hast made me,
conta�n Thee? or, because noth�ng wh�ch ex�sts could ex�st w�thout
Thee, doth therefore whatever ex�sts conta�n Thee? S�nce, then, I
too ex�st, why do I seek that Thou shouldest enter �nto me, who were
not, wert Thou not �n me? Why? because I am not gone down �n hell,
and yet Thou art there also. For �f I go down �nto hell, Thou art there.



I could not be then, O my God, could not be at all, wert Thou not �n
me; or, rather, unless I were �n Thee, of whom are all th�ngs, by
whom are all th�ngs, �n whom are all th�ngs? Even so, Lord, even so.
Wh�ther do I call Thee, s�nce I am �n Thee? or whence canst Thou
enter �nto me? for wh�ther can I go beyond heaven and earth, that
thence my God should come �nto me, who hath sa�d, I f�ll the heaven
and the earth.

Do the heaven and earth then conta�n Thee, s�nce Thou f�llest
them? or dost Thou f�ll them and yet overflow, s�nce they do not
conta�n Thee? And wh�ther, when the heaven and the earth are f�lled,
pourest Thou forth the rema�nder of Thyself? or hast Thou no need
that aught conta�n Thee, who conta�nest all th�ngs, s�nce what Thou
f�llest Thou f�llest by conta�n�ng �t? for the vessels wh�ch Thou f�llest
uphold Thee not, s�nce, though they were broken, Thou wert not
poured out. And when Thou art poured out on us, Thou art not cast
down, but Thou upl�ftest us; Thou art not d�ss�pated, but Thou
gatherest us. But Thou who f�llest all th�ngs, f�llest Thou them w�th
Thy whole self? or, s�nce all th�ngs cannot conta�n Thee wholly, do
they conta�n part of Thee? and all at once the same part? or each �ts
own part, the greater more, the smaller less? And �s, then one part of
Thee greater, another less? or, art Thou wholly every where, wh�le
noth�ng conta�ns Thee wholly?

What art Thou then, my God? what, but the Lord God? For who �s
Lord but the Lord? or who �s God save our God? Most h�ghest, most
good, most potent, most omn�potent; most merc�ful, yet most just;
most h�dden, yet most present; most beaut�ful, yet most strong,
stable, yet �ncomprehens�ble; unchangeable, yet all-chang�ng; never
new, never old; all-renew�ng, and br�ng�ng age upon the proud, and
they know �t not; ever work�ng, ever at rest; st�ll gather�ng, yet
noth�ng lack�ng; support�ng, f�ll�ng, and overspread�ng; creat�ng,
nour�sh�ng, and matur�ng; seek�ng, yet hav�ng all th�ngs. Thou lovest,
w�thout pass�on; art jealous, w�thout anx�ety; repentest, yet gr�evest
not; art angry, yet serene; changest Thy works, Thy purpose
unchanged; rece�vest aga�n what Thou f�ndest, yet d�dst never lose;
never �n need, yet rejo�c�ng �n ga�ns; never covetous, yet exact�ng
usury. Thou rece�vest over and above, that Thou mayest owe; and
who hath aught that �s not Th�ne? Thou payest debts, ow�ng noth�ng;



rem�ttest debts, los�ng noth�ng. And what had I now sa�d, my God,
my l�fe, my holy joy? or what sa�th any man when he speaks of
Thee? Yet woe to h�m that speaketh not, s�nce mute are even the
most eloquent.

Oh! that I m�ght repose on Thee! Oh! that Thou wouldest enter �nto
my heart, and �nebr�ate �t, that I may forget my �lls, and embrace
Thee, my sole good! What art Thou to me? In Thy p�ty, teach me to
utter �t. Or what am I to Thee that Thou demandest my love, and, �f I
g�ve �t not, art wroth w�th me, and threatenest me w�th gr�evous
woes? Is �t then a sl�ght woe to love Thee not? Oh! for Thy merc�es'
sake, tell me, O Lord my God, what Thou art unto me. Say unto my
soul, I am thy salvat�on. So speak, that I may hear. Behold, Lord, my
heart �s before Thee; open Thou the ears thereof, and say unto my
soul, I am thy salvat�on. After th�s vo�ce let me haste, and take hold
on Thee. H�de not Thy face from me. Let me d�e—lest I d�e—only let
me see Thy face.

Narrow �s the mans�on of my soul; enlarge Thou �t, that Thou
mayest enter �n. It �s ru�nous; repa�r Thou �t. It has that w�th�n wh�ch
must offend Th�ne eyes; I confess and know �t. But who shall cleanse
�t? or to whom should I cry, save Thee? Lord, cleanse me from my
secret faults, and spare Thy servant from the power of the enemy. I
bel�eve, and therefore do I speak. Lord, Thou knowest. Have I not
confessed aga�nst myself my transgress�ons unto Thee, and Thou,
my God, hast forg�ven the �n�qu�ty of my heart? I contend not �n
judgment w�th Thee, who art the truth; I fear to dece�ve myself; lest
m�ne �n�qu�ty l�e unto �tself. Therefore I contend not �n judgment w�th
Thee; for �f Thou, Lord, shouldest mark �n�qu�t�es, O Lord, who shall
ab�de �t?

Yet suffer me to speak unto Thy mercy, me, dust and ashes. Yet
suffer me to speak, s�nce I speak to Thy mercy, and not to scornful
man. Thou too, perhaps, desp�sest me, yet w�lt Thou return and have
compass�on upon me. For what would I say, O Lord my God, but that
I know not whence I came �nto th�s dy�ng l�fe (shall I call �t?) or l�v�ng
death. Then �mmed�ately d�d the comforts of Thy compass�on take
me up, as I heard (for I remember �t not) from the parents of my
flesh, out of whose substance Thou d�dst somet�me fash�on me.



Thus there rece�ved me the comforts of woman's m�lk. For ne�ther
my mother nor my nurses stored the�r own breasts for me; but Thou
d�dst bestow the food of my �nfancy through them, accord�ng to
Th�ne ord�nance, whereby Thou d�str�butest Thy r�ches through the
h�dden spr�ngs of all th�ngs. Thou also gavest me to des�re no more
than Thou gavest; and to my nurses w�ll�ngly to g�ve me what Thou
gavest them. For they, w�th a heaven-taught affect�on, w�ll�ngly gave
me what they abounded w�th from Thee. For th�s my good from
them, was good for them. Nor, �ndeed, from them was �t, but through
them; for from Thee, O God, are all good th�ngs, and from my God �s
all my health. Th�s I s�nce learned, Thou, through these Thy g�fts,
w�th�n me and w�thout, procla�m�ng Thyself unto me. For then I knew
but to suck; to repose �n what pleased, and cry at what offended my
flesh; noth�ng more.

Afterwards I began to sm�le; f�rst �n sleep, then wak�ng: for so �t
was told me of myself, and I bel�eved �t; for we see the l�ke �n other
�nfants, though of myself I remember �t not. Thus, l�ttle by l�ttle, I
became consc�ous where I was; and to have a w�sh to express my
w�shes to those who could content them, and I could not; for the
w�shes were w�th�n me, and they w�thout; nor could they by any
sense of the�rs enter w�th�n my sp�r�t. So I flung about at random
l�mbs and vo�ce, mak�ng the few s�gns I could, and such as I could,
l�ke, though �n truth very l�ttle l�ke, what I w�shed. And when I was not
presently obeyed (my w�shes be�ng hurtful or un�ntell�g�ble), then I
was �nd�gnant w�th my elders for not subm�tt�ng to me, w�th those
ow�ng me no serv�ce, for not serv�ng me; and avenged myself on
them by tears. Such have I learnt �nfants to be from observ�ng them;
and that I was myself such, they, all unconsc�ous, have shown me
better than my nurses who knew �t.

And, lo! my �nfancy d�ed long s�nce, and I l�ve. But Thou, Lord, who
for ever l�vest, and �n whom noth�ng d�es: for before the foundat�on of
the worlds, and before all that can be called "before," Thou art, and
art God and Lord of all wh�ch Thou hast created: �n Thee ab�de, f�xed
for ever, the f�rst causes of all th�ngs unab�d�ng; and of all th�ngs
changeable, the spr�ngs ab�de �n Thee unchangeable: and �n Thee
l�ve the eternal reasons of all th�ngs unreason�ng and temporal. Say,
Lord, to me, Thy suppl�ant; say, all-p�ty�ng, to me, Thy p�t�able one;



say, d�d my �nfancy succeed another age of m�ne that d�ed before �t?
was �t that wh�ch I spent w�th�n my mother's womb? for of that I have
heard somewhat, and have myself seen women w�th ch�ld? and what
before that l�fe aga�n, O God my joy, was I any where or any body?
For th�s have I none to tell me, ne�ther father nor mother, nor
exper�ence of others, nor m�ne own memory. Dost Thou mock me for
ask�ng th�s, and b�d me pra�se Thee and acknowledge Thee, for that
I do know?

I acknowledge Thee, Lord of heaven and earth, and pra�se Thee
for my f�rst rud�ments of be�ng, and my �nfancy, whereof I remember
noth�ng; for Thou hast appo�nted that man should from others guess
much as to h�mself; and bel�eve much on the strength of weak
females. Even then I had be�ng and l�fe, and (at my �nfancy's close) I
could seek for s�gns whereby to make known to others my
sensat�ons. Whence could such a be�ng be, save from Thee, Lord?
Shall any be h�s own art�f�cer? or can there elsewhere be der�ved
any ve�n, wh�ch may stream essence and l�fe �nto us, save from thee,
O Lord, �n whom essence and l�fe are one? for Thou Thyself art
supremely Essence and L�fe. For Thou art most h�gh, and art not
changed, ne�ther �n Thee doth to-day come to a close; yet �n Thee
doth �t come to a close; because all such th�ngs also are �n Thee. For
they had no way to pass away, unless Thou upheldest them. And
s�nce Thy years fa�l not, Thy years are one to-day. How many of ours
and our fathers' years have flowed away through Thy "to-day," and
from �t rece�ved the measure and the mould of such be�ng as they
had; and st�ll others shall flow away, and so rece�ve the mould of
the�r degree of be�ng. But Thou art st�ll the same, and all th�ngs of
tomorrow, and all beyond, and all of yesterday, and all beh�nd �t,
Thou hast done to-day. What �s �t to me, though any comprehend not
th�s? Let h�m also rejo�ce and say, What th�ng �s th�s? Let h�m rejo�ce
even thus! and be content rather by not d�scover�ng to d�scover
Thee, than by d�scover�ng not to d�scover Thee.

Hear, O God. Alas, for man's s�n! So sa�th man, and Thou p�t�est
h�m; for Thou madest h�m, but s�n �n h�m Thou madest not. Who
rem�ndeth me of the s�ns of my �nfancy? for �n Thy s�ght none �s pure
from s�n, not even the �nfant whose l�fe �s but a day upon the earth.
Who rem�ndeth me? doth not each l�ttle �nfant, �n whom I see what of



myself I remember not? What then was my s�n? was �t that I hung
upon the breast and cr�ed? for should I now so do for food su�table to
my age, justly should I be laughed at and reproved. What I then d�d
was worthy reproof; but s�nce I could not understand reproof, custom
and reason forbade me to be reproved. For those hab�ts, when
grown, we root out and cast away. Now no man, though he prunes,
w�tt�ngly casts away what �s good. Or was �t then good, even for a
wh�le, to cry for what, �f g�ven, would hurt? b�tterly to resent, that
persons free, and �ts own elders, yea, the very authors of �ts b�rth,
served �t not? that many bes�des, w�ser than �t, obeyed not the nod of
�ts good pleasure? to do �ts best to str�ke and hurt, because
commands were not obeyed, wh�ch had been obeyed to �ts hurt?
The weakness then of �nfant l�mbs, not �ts w�ll, �s �ts �nnocence.
Myself have seen and known even a baby env�ous; �t could not
speak, yet �t turned pale and looked b�tterly on �ts foster-brother. Who
knows not th�s? Mothers and nurses tell you that they allay these
th�ngs by I know not what remed�es. Is that too �nnocence, when the
founta�n of m�lk �s flow�ng �n r�ch abundance, not to endure one to
share �t, though �n extremest need, and whose very l�fe as yet
depends thereon? We bear gently w�th all th�s, not as be�ng no or
sl�ght ev�ls, but because they w�ll d�sappear as years �ncrease; for,
though tolerated now, the very same tempers are utterly �ntolerable
when found �n r�per years.

Thou, then, O Lord my God, who gavest l�fe to th�s my �nfancy,
furn�sh�ng thus w�th senses (as we see) the frame Thou gavest,
compact�ng �ts l�mbs, ornament�ng �ts proport�ons, and, for �ts general
good and safety, �mplant�ng �n �t all v�tal funct�ons, Thou commandest
me to pra�se Thee �n these th�ngs, to confess unto Thee, and s�ng
unto Thy name, Thou most H�ghest. For Thou art God, Alm�ghty and
Good, even hadst Thou done nought but only th�s, wh�ch none could
do but Thou: whose Un�ty �s the mould of all th�ngs; who out of Thy
own fa�rness makest all th�ngs fa�r; and orderest all th�ngs by Thy
law. Th�s age then, Lord, whereof I have no remembrance, wh�ch I
take on others' word, and guess from other �nfants that I have
passed, true though the guess be, I am yet loth to count �n th�s l�fe of
m�ne wh�ch I l�ve �n th�s world. For no less than that wh�ch I spent �n
my mother's womb, �s �t h�d from me �n the shadows of forgetfulness.



But �f I was shapen �n �n�qu�ty, and �n s�n d�d my mother conce�ve me,
where, I beseech Thee, O my God, where, Lord, or when, was I Thy
servant gu�ltless? But, lo! that per�od I pass by; and what have I now
to do w�th that, of wh�ch I can recall no vest�ge?

Pass�ng hence from �nfancy, I came to boyhood, or rather �t came
to me, d�splac�ng �nfancy. Nor d�d that depart,—(for wh�ther went �t?)
—and yet �t was no more. For I was no longer a speechless �nfant,
but a speak�ng boy. Th�s I remember; and have s�nce observed how I
learned to speak. It was not that my elders taught me words (as,
soon after, other learn�ng) �n any set method; but I, long�ng by cr�es
and broken accents and var�ous mot�ons of my l�mbs to express my
thoughts, that so I m�ght have my w�ll, and yet unable to express all I
w�lled, or to whom I w�lled, d�d myself, by the understand�ng wh�ch
Thou, my God, gavest me, pract�se the sounds �n my memory. When
they named any th�ng, and as they spoke turned towards �t, I saw
and remembered that they called what they would po�nt out by the
name they uttered. And that they meant th�s th�ng and no other was
pla�n from the mot�on of the�r body, the natural language, as �t were,
of all nat�ons, expressed by the countenance, glances of the eye,
gestures of the l�mbs, and tones of the vo�ce, �nd�cat�ng the
affect�ons of the m�nd, as �t pursues, possesses, rejects, or shuns.
And thus by constantly hear�ng words, as they occurred �n var�ous
sentences, I collected gradually for what they stood; and hav�ng
broken �n my mouth to these s�gns, I thereby gave utterance to my
w�ll. Thus I exchanged w�th those about me these current s�gns of
our w�lls, and so launched deeper �nto the stormy �ntercourse of
human l�fe, yet depend�ng on parental author�ty and the beck of
elders.

O God my God, what m�ser�es and mocker�es d�d I now
exper�ence, when obed�ence to my teachers was proposed to me, as
proper �n a boy, �n order that �n th�s world I m�ght prosper, and excel
�n tongue-sc�ence, wh�ch should serve to the "pra�se of men," and to
dece�tful r�ches. Next I was put to school to get learn�ng, �n wh�ch I
(poor wretch) knew not what use there was; and yet, �f �dle �n
learn�ng, I was beaten. For th�s was judged r�ght by our forefathers;
and many, pass�ng the same course before us, framed for us weary
paths, through wh�ch we were fa�n to pass; mult�ply�ng to�l and gr�ef



upon the sons of Adam. But, Lord, we found that men called upon
Thee, and we learnt from them to th�nk of Thee (accord�ng to our
powers) as of some great One, who, though h�dden from our senses,
couldest hear and help us. For so I began, as a boy, to pray to Thee,
my a�d and refuge; and broke the fetters of my tongue to call on
Thee, pray�ng Thee, though small, yet w�th no small earnestness,
that I m�ght not be beaten at school. And when Thou heardest me
not (not thereby g�v�ng me over to folly), my elders, yea my very
parents, who yet w�shed me no �ll, mocked my str�pes, my then great
and gr�evous �ll.

Is there, Lord, any of soul so great, and cleav�ng to Thee w�th so
�ntense affect�on (for a sort of stup�d�ty w�ll �n a way do �t); but �s there
any one who, from cleav�ng devoutly to Thee, �s endued w�th so
great a sp�r�t, that he can th�nk as l�ghtly of the racks and hooks and
other torments (aga�nst wh�ch, throughout all lands, men call on
Thee w�th extreme dread), mock�ng at those by whom they are
feared most b�tterly, as our parents mocked the torments wh�ch we
suffered �n boyhood from our masters? For we feared not our
torments less; nor prayed we less to Thee to escape them. And yet
we s�nned, �n wr�t�ng or read�ng or study�ng less than was exacted of
us. For we wanted not, O Lord, memory or capac�ty, whereof Thy w�ll
gave enough for our age; but our sole del�ght was play; and for th�s
we were pun�shed by those who yet themselves were do�ng the l�ke.
But elder folks' �dleness �s called "bus�ness"; that of boys, be�ng
really the same, �s pun�shed by those elders; and none
comm�serates e�ther boys or men. For w�ll any of sound d�scret�on
approve of my be�ng beaten as a boy, because, by play�ng a ball, I
made less progress �n stud�es wh�ch I was to learn, only that, as a
man, I m�ght play more unbeseem�ngly? and what else d�d he who
beat me? who, �f worsted �n some tr�fl�ng d�scuss�on w�th h�s fellow-
tutor, was more emb�ttered and jealous than I when beaten at ball by
a play-fellow?
And yet, I sinned herein, O Lord God, the Creator and Disposer of all
things in nature, of sin the Disposer only, O Lord my God, I sinned in
transgressing the commands of my parents and those of my masters. For
what they, with whatever motive, would have me learn, I might afterwards
have put to good use. For I disobeyed, not from a better choice, but
from love of play, loving the pride of victory in my contests, and to
have my ears tickled with lying fables, that they might itch the more;



the same curiosity flashing from my eyes more and more, for the shows
and games of my elders. Yet those who give these shows are in such
esteem, that almost all wish the same for their children, and yet are
very willing that they should be beaten, if those very games detain them
from the studies, whereby they would have them attain to be the givers
of them. Look with pity, Lord, on these things, and deliver us who call
upon Thee now; deliver those too who call not on Thee yet, that they may
call on Thee, and Thou mayest deliver them.

  As a boy, then, I had already heard of an eternal life, promised
us through the humility of the Lord our God stooping to our pride; and
even from the womb of my mother, who greatly hoped in Thee, I was sealed
with the mark of His cross and salted with His salt. Thou sawest, Lord,
how while yet a boy, being seized on a time with sudden oppression of
the stomach, and like near to death—Thou sawest, my God (for Thou wert
my keeper), with what eagerness and what faith I sought, from the pious
care of my mother and Thy Church, the mother of us all, the baptism of
Thy Christ, my God and Lord. Whereupon the mother of my flesh, being
much troubled (since, with a heart pure in Thy faith, she even more
lovingly travailed in birth of my salvation), would in eager haste
have provided for my consecration and cleansing by the health-giving
sacraments, confessing Thee, Lord Jesus, for the remission of sins,
unless I had suddenly recovered. And so, as if I must needs be
again polluted should I live, my cleansing was deferred, because the
defilements of sin would, after that washing, bring greater and more
perilous guilt. I then already believed: and my mother, and the whole
household, except my father: yet did not he prevail over the power of my
mother's piety in me, that as he did not yet believe, so neither
should I. For it was her earnest care that Thou my God, rather than he,
shouldest be my father; and in this Thou didst aid her to prevail over
her husband, whom she, the better, obeyed, therein also obeying Thee,
who hast so commanded.

  I beseech Thee, my God, I would fain know, if so Thou willest, for
what purpose my baptism was then deferred? was it for my good that the
rein was laid loose, as it were, upon me, for me to sin? or was it not
laid loose? If not, why does it still echo in our ears on all sides,
"Let him alone, let him do as he will, for he is not yet baptised?" but
as to bodily health, no one says, "Let him be worse wounded, for he is
not yet healed." How much better then, had I been at once healed; and
then, by my friends' and my own, my soul's recovered health had been
kept safe in Thy keeping who gavest it. Better truly. But how many and
great waves of temptation seemed to hang over me after my boyhood! These
my mother foresaw; and preferred to expose to them the clay whence I
might afterwards be moulded, than the very cast, when made.

  In boyhood itself, however (so much less dreaded for me than youth),
I loved not study, and hated to be forced to it. Yet I was forced; and
this was well done towards me, but I did not well; for, unless forced, I
had not learnt. But no one doth well against his will, even though what
he doth, be well. Yet neither did they well who forced me, but what was
well came to me from Thee, my God. For they were regardless how I should
employ what they forced me to learn, except to satiate the insatiate
desires of a wealthy beggary, and a shameful glory. But Thou, by whom
the very hairs of our head are numbered, didst use for my good the error
of all who urged me to learn; and my own, who would not learn, Thou
didst use for my punishment—a fit penalty for one, so small a boy and



so great a sinner. So by those who did not well, Thou didst well for me;
and by my own sin Thou didst justly punish me. For Thou hast commanded,
and so it is, that every inordinate affection should be its own
punishment.

But why d�d I so much hate the Greek, wh�ch I stud�ed as a boy? I
do not yet fully know. For the Lat�n I loved; not what my f�rst masters,
but what the so-called grammar�ans taught me. For those f�rst
lessons, read�ng, wr�t�ng and ar�thmet�c, I thought as great a burden
and penalty as any Greek. And yet whence was th�s too, but from the
s�n and van�ty of th�s l�fe, because I was flesh, and a breath that
passeth away and cometh not aga�n? For those f�rst lessons were
better certa�nly, because more certa�n; by them I obta�ned, and st�ll
reta�n, the power of read�ng what I f�nd wr�tten, and myself wr�t�ng
what I w�ll; whereas �n the others, I was forced to learn the
wander�ngs of one Aeneas, forgetful of my own, and to weep for
dead D�do, because she k�lled herself for love; the wh�le, w�th dry
eyes, I endured my m�serable self dy�ng among these th�ngs, far
from Thee, O God my l�fe.

For what more m�serable than a m�serable be�ng who
comm�serates not h�mself; weep�ng the death of D�do for love to
Aeneas, but weep�ng not h�s own death for want of love to Thee, O
God. Thou l�ght of my heart, Thou bread of my �nmost soul, Thou
Power who g�vest v�gour to my m�nd, who qu�ckenest my thoughts, I
loved Thee not. I comm�tted forn�cat�on aga�nst Thee, and all around
me thus forn�cat�ng there echoed "Well done! well done!" for the
fr�endsh�p of th�s world �s forn�cat�on aga�nst Thee; and "Well done!
well done!" echoes on t�ll one �s ashamed not to be thus a man. And
for all th�s I wept not, I who wept for D�do sla�n, and "seek�ng by the
sword a stroke and wound extreme," myself seek�ng the wh�le a
worse extreme, the extremest and lowest of Thy creatures, hav�ng
forsaken Thee, earth pass�ng �nto the earth. And �f forb�d to read all
th�s, I was gr�eved that I m�ght not read what gr�eved me. Madness
l�ke th�s �s thought a h�gher and a r�cher learn�ng, than that by wh�ch I
learned to read and wr�te.

But now, my God, cry Thou aloud �n my soul; and let Thy truth tell
me, "Not so, not so. Far better was that f�rst study." For, lo, I would
read�ly forget the wander�ngs of Aeneas and all the rest, rather than
how to read and wr�te. But over the entrance of the Grammar School



�s a va�l drawn! true; yet �s th�s not so much an emblem of aught
recond�te, as a cloak of error. Let not those, whom I no longer fear,
cry out aga�nst me, wh�le I confess to Thee, my God, whatever my
soul w�ll, and acqu�esce �n the condemnat�on of my ev�l ways, that I
may love Thy good ways. Let not e�ther buyers or sellers of
grammar-learn�ng cry out aga�nst me. For �f I quest�on them whether
�t be true that Aeneas came on a t�me to Carthage, as the poet tells,
the less learned w�ll reply that they know not, the more learned that
he never d�d. But should I ask w�th what letters the name "Aeneas" �s
wr�tten, every one who has learnt th�s w�ll answer me ar�ght, as to the
s�gns wh�ch men have convent�onally settled. If, aga�n, I should ask
wh�ch m�ght be forgotten w�th least detr�ment to the concerns of l�fe,
read�ng and wr�t�ng or these poet�c f�ct�ons? who does not foresee
what all must answer who have not wholly forgotten themselves? I
s�nned, then, when as a boy I preferred those empty to those more
prof�table stud�es, or rather loved the one and hated the other. "One
and one, two"; "two and two, four"; th�s was to me a hateful
s�ngsong: "the wooden horse l�ned w�th armed men," and "the
burn�ng of Troy," and "Creusa's shade and sad s�m�l�tude," were the
cho�ce spectacle of my van�ty.

Why then d�d I hate the Greek class�cs, wh�ch have the l�ke tales?
For Homer also cur�ously wove the l�ke f�ct�ons, and �s most sweetly
va�n, yet was he b�tter to my boy�sh taste. And so I suppose would
V�rg�l be to Grec�an ch�ldren, when forced to learn h�m as I was
Homer. D�ff�culty, �n truth, the d�ff�culty of a fore�gn tongue, dashed,
as �t were, w�th gall all the sweetness of Grec�an fable. For not one
word of �t d�d I understand, and to make me understand I was urged
vehemently w�th cruel threats and pun�shments. T�me was also (as
an �nfant) I knew no Lat�n; but th�s I learned w�thout fear or suffer�ng,
by mere observat�on, am�d the caresses of my nursery and jests of
fr�ends, sm�l�ng and sport�vely encourag�ng me. Th�s I learned
w�thout any pressure of pun�shment to urge me on, for my heart
urged me to g�ve b�rth to �ts concept�ons, wh�ch I could only do by
learn�ng words not of those who taught, but of those who talked w�th
me; �n whose ears also I gave b�rth to the thoughts, whatever I
conce�ved. No doubt, then, that a free cur�os�ty has more force �n our
learn�ng these th�ngs, than a fr�ghtful enforcement. Only th�s



enforcement restra�ns the rov�ngs of that freedom, through Thy laws,
O my God, Thy laws, from the master's cane to the martyr's tr�als,
be�ng able to temper for us a wholesome b�tter, recall�ng us to
Thyself from that deadly pleasure wh�ch lures us from Thee.

Hear, Lord, my prayer; let not my soul fa�nt under Thy d�sc�pl�ne,
nor let me fa�nt �n confess�ng unto Thee all Thy merc�es, whereby
Thou hast drawn me out of all my most ev�l ways, that Thou m�ghtest
become a del�ght to me above all the allurements wh�ch I once
pursued; that I may most ent�rely love Thee, and clasp Thy hand w�th
all my affect�ons, and Thou mayest yet rescue me from every
temptat�on, even unto the end. For lo, O Lord, my K�ng and my God,
for Thy serv�ce be whatever useful th�ng my ch�ldhood learned; for
Thy serv�ce, that I speak, wr�te, read, reckon. For Thou d�dst grant
me Thy d�sc�pl�ne, wh�le I was learn�ng van�t�es; and my s�n of
del�ght�ng �n those van�t�es Thou hast forg�ven. In them, �ndeed, I
learnt many a useful word, but these may as well be learned �n
th�ngs not va�n; and that �s the safe path for the steps of youth.

But woe �s thee, thou torrent of human custom! Who shall stand
aga�nst thee? how long shalt thou not be dr�ed up? how long roll the
sons of Eve �nto that huge and h�deous ocean, wh�ch even they
scarcely overpass who cl�mb the cross? D�d not I read �n thee of
Jove the thunderer and the adulterer? both, doubtless, he could not
be; but so the fe�gned thunder m�ght countenance and pander to real
adultery. And now wh�ch of our gowned masters lends a sober ear to
one who from the�r own school cr�es out, "These were Homer's
f�ct�ons, transferr�ng th�ngs human to the gods; would he had brought
down th�ngs d�v�ne to us!" Yet more truly had he sa�d, "These are
�ndeed h�s f�ct�ons; but attr�but�ng a d�v�ne nature to w�cked men, that
cr�mes m�ght be no longer cr�mes, and whoso comm�ts them m�ght
seem to �m�tate not abandoned men, but the celest�al gods."

And yet, thou hell�sh torrent, �nto thee are cast the sons of men
w�th r�ch rewards, for compass�ng such learn�ng; and a great
solemn�ty �s made of �t, when th�s �s go�ng on �n the forum, w�th�n
s�ght of laws appo�nt�ng a salary bes�de the scholar's payments; and
thou lashest thy rocks and roarest, "Hence words are learnt; hence
eloquence; most necessary to ga�n your ends, or ma�nta�n op�n�ons."



As �f we should have never known such words as "golden shower,"
"lap," "begu�le," "temples of the heavens," or others �n that passage,
unless Terence had brought a lewd youth upon the stage, sett�ng up
Jup�ter as h�s example of seduct�on.
         "Viewing a picture, where the tale was drawn,
         Of Jove's descending in a golden shower
         To Danae's lap a woman to beguile."

And then mark how he exc�tes h�mself to lust as by celest�al
author�ty:
         "And what God?  Great Jove,
         Who shakes heaven's highest temples with his thunder,

         And I, poor mortal man, not do the same!
         I did it, and with all my heart I did it."

Not one wh�t more eas�ly are the words learnt for all th�s v�leness;
but by the�r means the v�leness �s comm�tted w�th less shame. Not
that I blame the words, be�ng, as �t were, cho�ce and prec�ous
vessels; but that w�ne of error wh�ch �s drunk to us �n them by
�ntox�cated teachers; and �f we, too, dr�nk not, we are beaten, and
have no sober judge to whom we may appeal. Yet, O my God (�n
whose presence I now w�thout hurt may remember th�s), all th�s
unhapp�ly I learnt w�ll�ngly w�th great del�ght, and for th�s was
pronounced a hopeful boy.

Bear w�th me, my God, wh�le I say somewhat of my w�t, Thy g�ft,
and on what dotages I wasted �t. For a task was set me, troublesome
enough to my soul, upon terms of pra�se or shame, and fear of
str�pes, to speak the words of Juno, as she raged and mourned that
she could not
        "This Trojan prince from Latinum turn."

Wh�ch words I had heard that Juno never uttered; but we were
forced to go astray �n the footsteps of these poet�c f�ct�ons, and to
say �n prose much what he expressed �n verse. And h�s speak�ng
was most applauded, �n whom the pass�ons of rage and gr�ef were
most preem�nent, and clothed �n the most f�tt�ng language,
ma�nta�n�ng the d�gn�ty of the character. What �s �t to me, O my true
l�fe, my God, that my declamat�on was applauded above so many of
my own age and class? �s not all th�s smoke and w�nd? and was
there noth�ng else whereon to exerc�se my w�t and tongue? Thy
pra�ses, Lord, Thy pra�ses m�ght have stayed the yet tender shoot of



my heart by the prop of Thy Scr�ptures; so had �t not tra�led away
am�d these empty tr�fles, a def�led prey for the fowls of the a�r. For �n
more ways than one do men sacr�f�ce to the rebell�ous angels.

But what marvel that I was thus carr�ed away to van�t�es, and went
out from Thy presence, O my God, when men were set before me as
models, who, �f �n relat�ng some act�on of the�rs, �n �tself not �ll, they
comm�tted some barbar�sm or solec�sm, be�ng censured, were
abashed; but when �n r�ch and adorned and well-ordered d�scourse
they related the�r own d�sordered l�fe, be�ng bepra�sed, they glor�ed?
These th�ngs Thou seest, Lord, and holdest Thy peace; long-
suffer�ng, and plenteous �n mercy and truth. W�lt Thou hold Thy
peace for ever? and even now Thou drawest out of th�s horr�ble gulf
the soul that seeketh Thee, that th�rsteth for Thy pleasures, whose
heart sa�th unto Thee, I have sought Thy face; Thy face, Lord, w�ll I
seek. For darkened affect�ons �s removal from Thee. For �t �s not by
our feet, or change of place, that men leave Thee, or return unto
Thee. Or d�d that Thy younger son look out for horses or char�ots, or
sh�ps, fly w�th v�s�ble w�ngs, or journey by the mot�on of h�s l�mbs,
that he m�ght �n a far country waste �n r�otous l�v�ng all Thou gavest
at h�s departure? a lov�ng Father, when Thou gavest, and more
lov�ng unto h�m, when he returned empty. So then �n lustful, that �s, �n
darkened affect�ons, �s the true d�stance from Thy face.

Behold, O Lord God, yea, behold pat�ently as Thou art wont how
carefully the sons of men observe the covenanted rules of letters
and syllables rece�ved from those who spake before them,
neglect�ng the eternal covenant of everlast�ng salvat�on rece�ved
from Thee. Insomuch, that a teacher or learner of the hered�tary laws
of pronunc�at�on w�ll more offend men by speak�ng w�thout the
asp�rate, of a "uman be�ng," �n desp�te of the laws of grammar, than �f
he, a "human be�ng," hate a "human be�ng" �n desp�te of Th�ne. As �f
any enemy could be more hurtful than the hatred w�th wh�ch he �s
�ncensed aga�nst h�m; or could wound more deeply h�m whom he
persecutes, than he wounds h�s own soul by h�s enm�ty. Assuredly
no sc�ence of letters can be so �nnate as the record of consc�ence,
"that he �s do�ng to another what from another he would be loth to
suffer." How deep are Thy ways, O God, Thou only great, that s�ttest
s�lent on h�gh and by an unwear�ed law d�spens�ng penal bl�ndness



to lawless des�res. In quest of the fame of eloquence, a man
stand�ng before a human judge, surrounded by a human throng,
decla�m�ng aga�nst h�s enemy w�th f�ercest hatred, w�ll take heed
most watchfully, lest, by an error of the tongue, he murder the word
"human be�ng"; but takes no heed, lest, through the fury of h�s sp�r�t,
he murder the real human be�ng.

Th�s was the world at whose gate unhappy I lay �n my boyhood;
th�s the stage where I had feared more to comm�t a barbar�sm, than
hav�ng comm�tted one, to envy those who had not. These th�ngs I
speak and confess to Thee, my God; for wh�ch I had pra�se from
them, whom I then thought �t all v�rtue to please. For I saw not the
abyss of v�leness, where�n I was cast away from Th�ne eyes. Before
them what more foul than I was already, d�spleas�ng even such as
myself? w�th �nnumerable l�es dece�v�ng my tutor, my masters, my
parents, from love of play, eagerness to see va�n shows and
restlessness to �m�tate them! Thefts also I comm�tted, from my
parents' cellar and table, enslaved by greed�ness, or that I m�ght
have to g�ve to boys, who sold me the�r play, wh�ch all the wh�le they
l�ked no less than I. In th�s play, too, I often sought unfa�r conquests,
conquered myself meanwh�le by va�n des�re of preem�nence. And
what could I so �ll endure, or, when I detected �t, upbra�ded I so
f�ercely, as that I was do�ng to others? and for wh�ch �f, detected, I
was upbra�ded, I chose rather to quarrel than to y�eld. And �s th�s the
�nnocence of boyhood? Not so, Lord, not so; I cry Thy mercy, my
God. For these very s�ns, as r�per years succeed, these very s�ns are
transferred from tutors and masters, from nuts and balls and
sparrows, to mag�strates and k�ngs, to gold and manors and slaves,
just as severer pun�shments d�splace the cane. It was the low stature
then of ch�ldhood wh�ch Thou our K�ng d�dst commend as an
emblem of lowl�ness, when Thou sa�dst, Of such �s the k�ngdom of
heaven.

Yet, Lord, to Thee, the Creator and Governor of the un�verse, most
excellent and most good, thanks were due to Thee our God, even
hadst Thou dest�ned for me boyhood only. For even then I was, I
l�ved, and felt; and had an �mplanted prov�dence over my well-be�ng
—a trace of that myster�ous Un�ty whence I was der�ved; I guarded
by the �nward sense the ent�reness of my senses, and �n these



m�nute pursu�ts, and �n my thoughts on th�ngs m�nute, I learnt to
del�ght �n truth, I hated to be dece�ved, had a v�gorous memory, was
g�fted w�th speech, was soothed by fr�endsh�p, avo�ded pa�n,
baseness, �gnorance. In so small a creature, what was not
wonderful, not adm�rable? But all are g�fts of my God: �t was not I
who gave them me; and good these are, and these together are
myself. Good, then, �s He that made me, and He �s my good; and
before H�m w�ll I exult for every good wh�ch of a boy I had. For �t was
my s�n, that not �n H�m, but �n H�s creatures-myself and others—I
sought for pleasures, subl�m�t�es, truths, and so fell headlong �nto
sorrows, confus�ons, errors. Thanks be to Thee, my joy and my glory
and my conf�dence, my God, thanks be to Thee for Thy g�fts; but do
Thou preserve them to me. For so w�lt Thou preserve me, and those
th�ngs shall be enlarged and perfected wh�ch Thou hast g�ven me,
and I myself shall be w�th Thee, s�nce even to be Thou hast g�ven
me.



BOOK II
I w�ll now call to m�nd my past foulness, and the carnal corrupt�ons

of my soul; not because I love them, but that I may love Thee, O my
God. For love of Thy love I do �t; rev�ew�ng my most w�cked ways �n
the very b�tterness of my remembrance, that Thou mayest grow
sweet unto me (Thou sweetness never fa�l�ng, Thou bl�ssful and
assured sweetness); and gather�ng me aga�n out of that my
d�ss�pat�on, where�n I was torn p�ecemeal, wh�le turned from Thee,
the One Good, I lost myself among a mult�pl�c�ty of th�ngs. For I even
burnt �n my youth heretofore, to be sat�ated �n th�ngs below; and I
dared to grow w�ld aga�n, w�th these var�ous and shadowy loves: my
beauty consumed away, and I stank �n Th�ne eyes; pleas�ng myself,
and des�rous to please �n the eyes of men.

And what was �t that I del�ghted �n, but to love, and be loved? but I
kept not the measure of love, of m�nd to m�nd, fr�endsh�p's br�ght
boundary: but out of the muddy concup�scence of the flesh, and the
bubbl�ngs of youth, m�sts fumed up wh�ch beclouded and overcast
my heart, that I could not d�scern the clear br�ghtness of love from
the fog of lustfulness. Both d�d confusedly bo�l �n me, and hurr�ed my
unstayed youth over the prec�p�ce of unholy des�res, and sunk me �n
a gulf of flag�t�ousnesses. Thy wrath had gathered over me, and I
knew �t not. I was grown deaf by the clank�ng of the cha�n of my
mortal�ty, the pun�shment of the pr�de of my soul, and I strayed
further from Thee, and Thou lettest me alone, and I was tossed
about, and wasted, and d�ss�pated, and I bo�led over �n my
forn�cat�ons, and Thou heldest Thy peace, O Thou my tardy joy!
Thou then heldest Thy peace, and I wandered further and further
from Thee, �nto more and more fru�tless seed-plots of sorrows, w�th a
proud dejectedness, and a restless wear�ness.

Oh! that some one had then attempered my d�sorder, and turned
to account the fleet�ng beaut�es of these, the extreme po�nts of Thy
creat�on! had put a bound to the�r pleasureableness, that so the t�des



of my youth m�ght have cast themselves upon the marr�age shore, �f
they could not be calmed, and kept w�th�n the object of a fam�ly, as
Thy law prescr�bes, O Lord: who th�s way formest the offspr�ng of
th�s our death, be�ng able w�th a gentle hand to blunt the thorns
wh�ch were excluded from Thy parad�se? For Thy omn�potency �s not
far from us, even when we be far from Thee. Else ought I more
watchfully to have heeded the vo�ce from the clouds: Nevertheless
such shall have trouble �n the flesh, but I spare you. And �t �s good
for a man not to touch a woman. And, he that �s unmarr�ed th�nketh
of the th�ngs of the Lord, how he may please the Lord; but he that �s
marr�ed careth for the th�ngs of th�s world, how he may please h�s
w�fe.

To these words I should have l�stened more attent�vely, and be�ng
severed for the k�ngdom of heaven's sake, had more happ�ly awa�ted
Thy embraces; but I, poor wretch, foamed l�ke a troubled sea,
follow�ng the rush�ng of my own t�de, forsak�ng Thee, and exceeded
all Thy l�m�ts; yet I escaped not Thy scourges. For what mortal can?
For Thou wert ever w�th me merc�fully r�gorous, and bespr�nkl�ng w�th
most b�tter alloy all my unlawful pleasures: that I m�ght seek
pleasures w�thout alloy. But where to f�nd such, I could not d�scover,
save �n Thee, O Lord, who teachest by sorrow, and woundest us, to
heal; and k�llest us, lest we d�e from Thee. Where was I, and how far
was I ex�led from the del�ghts of Thy house, �n that s�xteenth year of
the age of my flesh, when the madness of lust (to wh�ch human
shamelessness g�veth free l�cence, though unl�censed by Thy laws)
took the rule over me, and I res�gned myself wholly to �t? My fr�ends
meanwh�le took no care by marr�age to save my fall; the�r only care
was that I should learn to speak excellently, and be a persuas�ve
orator.

For that year were my stud�es �nterm�tted: wh�lst after my return
from Madaura (a ne�ghbour c�ty, wh�ther I had journeyed to learn
grammar and rhetor�c), the expenses for a further journey to
Carthage were be�ng prov�ded for me; and that rather by the
resolut�on than the means of my father, who was but a poor freeman
of Thagaste. To whom tell I th�s? not to Thee, my God; but before
Thee to m�ne own k�nd, even to that small port�on of mank�nd as may
l�ght upon these wr�t�ngs of m�ne. And to what purpose? that



whosoever reads th�s, may th�nk out of what depths we are to cry
unto Thee. For what �s nearer to Th�ne ears than a confess�ng heart,
and a l�fe of fa�th? Who d�d not extol my father, for that beyond the
ab�l�ty of h�s means, he would furn�sh h�s son w�th all necessar�es for
a far journey for h�s stud�es' sake? For many far abler c�t�zens d�d no
such th�ng for the�r ch�ldren. But yet th�s same father had no concern
how I grew towards Thee, or how chaste I were; so that I were but
cop�ous �n speech, however barren I were to Thy culture, O God,
who art the only true and good Lord of Thy f�eld, my heart.

But wh�le �n that my s�xteenth year I l�ved w�th my parents, leav�ng
all school for a wh�le (a season of �dleness be�ng �nterposed through
the narrowness of my parents' fortunes), the br�ers of unclean
des�res grew rank over my head, and there was no hand to root
them out. When that my father saw me at the baths, now grow�ng
towards manhood, and endued w�th a restless youthfulness, he, as
already hence ant�c�pat�ng h�s descendants, gladly told �t to my
mother; rejo�c�ng �n that tumult of the senses where�n the world
forgetteth Thee �ts Creator, and becometh enamoured of Thy
creature, �nstead of Thyself, through the fumes of that �nv�s�ble w�ne
of �ts self-w�ll, turn�ng as�de and bow�ng down to the very basest
th�ngs. But �n my mother's breast Thou hadst already begun Thy
temple, and the foundat�on of Thy holy hab�tat�on, whereas my father
was as yet but a Catechumen, and that but recently. She then was
startled w�th a holy fear and trembl�ng; and though I was not as yet
bapt�sed, feared for me those crooked ways �n wh�ch they walk who
turn the�r back to Thee, and not the�r face.

Woe �s me! and dare I say that Thou heldest Thy peace, O my
God, wh�le I wandered further from Thee? D�dst Thou then �ndeed
hold Thy peace to me? And whose but Th�ne were these words
wh�ch by my mother, Thy fa�thful one, Thou sangest �n my ears?
Noth�ng whereof sunk �nto my heart, so as to do �t. For she w�shed,
and I remember �n pr�vate w�th great anx�ety warned me, "not to
comm�t forn�cat�on; but espec�ally never to def�le another man's
w�fe." These seemed to me woman�sh adv�ces, wh�ch I should blush
to obey. But they were Th�ne, and I knew �t not: and I thought Thou
wert s�lent and that �t was she who spake; by whom Thou wert not
s�lent unto me; and �n her wast desp�sed by me, her son, the son of



Thy handma�d, Thy servant. But I knew �t not; and ran headlong w�th
such bl�ndness, that amongst my equals I was ashamed of a less
shamelessness, when I heard them boast of the�r flag�t�ousness,
yea, and the more boast�ng, the more they were degraded: and I
took pleasure, not only �n the pleasure of the deed, but �n the pra�se.
What �s worthy of d�spra�se but v�ce? But I made myself worse than I
was, that I m�ght not be d�spra�sed; and when �n any th�ng I had not
s�nned as the abandoned ones, I would say that I had done what I
had not done, that I m�ght not seem contempt�ble �n proport�on as I
was �nnocent; or of less account, the more chaste.

Behold w�th what compan�ons I walked the streets of Babylon, and
wallowed �n the m�re thereof, as �f �n a bed of sp�ces and prec�ous
o�ntments. And that I m�ght cleave the faster to �ts very centre, the
�nv�s�ble enemy trod me down, and seduced me, for that I was easy
to be seduced. Ne�ther d�d the mother of my flesh (who had now fled
out of the centre of Babylon, yet went more slowly �n the sk�rts
thereof as she adv�sed me to chast�ty, so heed what she had heard
of me from her husband, as to restra�n w�th�n the bounds of conjugal
affect�on, �f �t could not be pared away to the qu�ck) what she felt to
be pest�lent at present and for the future dangerous. She heeded not
th�s, for she feared lest a w�fe should prove a clog and h�ndrance to
my hopes. Not those hopes of the world to come, wh�ch my mother
reposed �n Thee; but the hope of learn�ng, wh�ch both my parents
were too des�rous I should atta�n; my father, because he had next to
no thought of Thee, and of me but va�n conce�ts; my mother,
because she accounted that those usual courses of learn�ng would
not only be no h�ndrance, but even some furtherance towards
atta�n�ng Thee. For thus I conjecture, recall�ng, as well as I may, the
d�spos�t�on of my parents. The re�ns, meant�me, were slackened to
me, beyond all temper of due sever�ty, to spend my t�me �n sport,
yea, even unto d�ssoluteness �n whatsoever I affected. And �n all was
a m�st, �ntercept�ng from me, O my God, the br�ghtness of Thy truth;
and m�ne �n�qu�ty burst out as from very fatness.

Theft �s pun�shed by Thy law, O Lord, and the law wr�tten �n the
hearts of men, wh�ch �n�qu�ty �tself effaces not. For what th�ef w�ll
ab�de a th�ef? not even a r�ch th�ef, one steal�ng through want. Yet I
lusted to th�eve, and d�d �t, compelled by no hunger, nor poverty, but



through a cloyedness of well-do�ng, and a pamperedness of �n�qu�ty.
For I stole that, of wh�ch I had enough, and much better. Nor cared I
to enjoy what I stole, but joyed �n the theft and s�n �tself. A pear tree
there was near our v�neyard, laden w�th fru�t, tempt�ng ne�ther for
colour nor taste. To shake and rob th�s, some lewd young fellows of
us went, late one n�ght (hav�ng accord�ng to our pest�lent custom
prolonged our sports �n the streets t�ll then), and took huge loads, not
for our eat�ng, but to fl�ng to the very hogs, hav�ng only tasted them.
And th�s, but to do what we l�ked only, because �t was m�sl�ked.
Behold my heart, O God, behold my heart, wh�ch Thou hadst p�ty
upon �n the bottom of the bottomless p�t. Now, behold, let my heart
tell Thee what �t sought there, that I should be gratu�tously ev�l,
hav�ng no temptat�on to �ll, but the �ll �tself. It was foul, and I loved �t; I
loved to per�sh, I loved m�ne own fault, not that for wh�ch I was faulty,
but my fault �tself. Foul soul, fall�ng from Thy f�rmament to utter
destruct�on; not seek�ng aught through the shame, but the shame
�tself!

For there �s an attract�veness �n beaut�ful bod�es, �n gold and s�lver,
and all th�ngs; and �n bod�ly touch, sympathy hath much �nfluence,
and each other sense hath h�s proper object answerably tempered.
Worldy honour hath also �ts grace, and the power of overcom�ng,
and of mastery; whence spr�ngs also the th�rst of revenge. But yet, to
obta�n all these, we may not depart from Thee, O Lord, nor decl�ne
from Thy law. The l�fe also wh�ch here we l�ve hath �ts own
enchantment, through a certa�n proport�on of �ts own, and a
correspondence w�th all th�ngs beaut�ful here below. Human
fr�endsh�p also �s endeared w�th a sweet t�e, by reason of the un�ty
formed of many souls. Upon occas�on of all these, and the l�ke, �s s�n
comm�tted, wh�le through an �mmoderate �ncl�nat�on towards these
goods of the lowest order, the better and h�gher are forsaken,—
Thou, our Lord God, Thy truth, and Thy law. For these lower th�ngs
have the�r del�ghts, but not l�ke my God, who made all th�ngs; for �n
H�m doth the r�ghteous del�ght, and He �s the joy of the upr�ght �n
heart.

When, then, we ask why a cr�me was done, we bel�eve �t not,
unless �t appear that there m�ght have been some des�re of obta�n�ng
some of those wh�ch we called lower goods, or a fear of los�ng them.



For they are beaut�ful and comely; although compared w�th those
h�gher and beat�f�c goods, they be abject and low. A man hath
murdered another; why? he loved h�s w�fe or h�s estate; or would rob
for h�s own l�vel�hood; or feared to lose some such th�ngs by h�m; or,
wronged, was on f�re to be revenged. Would any comm�t murder
upon no cause, del�ghted s�mply �n murder�ng? who would bel�eve �t?
for as for that fur�ous and savage man, of whom �t �s sa�d that he was
gratu�tously ev�l and cruel, yet �s the cause ass�gned; "lest" (sa�th he)
"through �dleness hand or heart should grow �nact�ve." And to what
end? that, through that pract�ce of gu�lt, he m�ght, hav�ng taken the
c�ty, atta�n to honours, emp�re, r�ches, and be freed from fear of the
laws, and h�s embarrassments from domest�c needs, and
consc�ousness of v�lla�n�es. So then, not even Cat�l�ne h�mself loved
h�s own v�lla�n�es, but someth�ng else, for whose sake he d�d them.

What then d�d wretched I so love �n thee, thou theft of m�ne, thou
deed of darkness, �n that s�xteenth year of my age? Lovely thou wert
not, because thou wert theft. But art thou any th�ng, that thus I speak
to thee? Fa�r were the pears we stole, because they were Thy
creat�on, Thou fa�rest of all, Creator of all, Thou good God; God, the
sovere�gn good and my true good. Fa�r were those pears, but not
them d�d my wretched soul des�re; for I had store of better, and those
I gathered, only that I m�ght steal. For, when gathered, I flung them
away, my only feast there�n be�ng my own s�n, wh�ch I was pleased
to enjoy. For �f aught of those pears came w�th�n my mouth, what
sweetened �t was the s�n. And now, O Lord my God, I enqu�re what
�n that theft del�ghted me; and behold �t hath no lovel�ness; I mean
not such lovel�ness as �n just�ce and w�sdom; nor such as �s �n the
m�nd and memory, and senses, and an�mal l�fe of man; nor yet as
the stars are glor�ous and beaut�ful �n the�r orbs; or the earth, or sea,
full of embryo-l�fe, replac�ng by �ts b�rth that wh�ch decayeth; nay, nor
even that false and shadowy beauty wh�ch belongeth to dece�v�ng
v�ces.

For so doth pr�de �m�tate exaltedness; whereas Thou alone art
God exalted over all. Amb�t�on, what seeks �t, but honours and glory?
whereas Thou alone art to be honoured above all, and glor�ous for
evermore. The cruelty of the great would fa�n be feared; but who �s to
be feared but God alone, out of whose power what can be wrested



or w�thdrawn? when, or where, or wh�ther, or by whom? The
tendernesses of the wanton would fa�n be counted love: yet �s
noth�ng more tender than Thy char�ty; nor �s aught loved more
healthfully than that Thy truth, br�ght and beaut�ful above all.
Cur�os�ty makes semblance of a des�re of knowledge; whereas Thou
supremely knowest all. Yea, �gnorance and fool�shness �tself �s
cloaked under the name of s�mpl�c�ty and un�njur�ousness; because
noth�ng �s found more s�ngle than Thee: and what less �njur�ous,
s�nce they are h�s own works wh�ch �njure the s�nner? Yea, sloth
would fa�n be at rest; but what stable rest bes�des the Lord? Luxury
affects to be called plenty and abundance; but Thou art the fulness
and never-fa�l�ng plenteousness of �ncorrupt�ble pleasures.
Prod�gal�ty presents a shadow of l�beral�ty: but Thou art the most
overflow�ng G�ver of all good. Covetousness would possess many
th�ngs; and Thou possessest all th�ngs. Envy d�sputes for excellency:
what more excellent than Thou? Anger seeks revenge: who
revenges more justly than Thou? Fear startles at th�ngs unwonted
and sudden, wh�ch endangers th�ngs beloved, and takes forethought
for the�r safety; but to Thee what unwonted or sudden, or who
separateth from Thee what Thou lovest? Or where but w�th Thee �s
unshaken safety? Gr�ef p�nes away for th�ngs lost, the del�ght of �ts
des�res; because �t would have noth�ng taken from �t, as noth�ng can
from Thee.

Thus doth the soul comm�t forn�cat�on, when she turns from Thee,
seek�ng w�thout Thee, what she f�ndeth not pure and unta�nted, t�ll
she returns to Thee. Thus all pervertedly �m�tate Thee, who remove
far from Thee, and l�ft themselves up aga�nst Thee. But even by thus
�m�tat�ng Thee, they �mply Thee to be the Creator of all nature;
whence there �s no place wh�ther altogether to ret�re from Thee.
What then d�d I love �n that theft? and where�n d�d I even corruptly
and pervertedly �m�tate my Lord? D�d I w�sh even by stealth to do
contrary to Thy law, because by power I could not, so that be�ng a
pr�soner, I m�ght m�m�c a ma�med l�berty by do�ng w�th �mpun�ty
th�ngs unperm�tted me, a darkened l�keness of Thy Omn�potency?
Behold, Thy servant, flee�ng from h�s Lord, and obta�n�ng a shadow.
O rottenness, O monstrousness of l�fe, and depth of death! could I
l�ke what I m�ght not, only because I m�ght not?



What shall I render unto the Lord, that, wh�lst my memory recalls
these th�ngs, my soul �s not affr�ghted at them? I w�ll love Thee, O
Lord, and thank Thee, and confess unto Thy name; because Thou
hast forg�ven me these so great and he�nous deeds of m�ne. To Thy
grace I ascr�be �t, and to Thy mercy, that Thou hast melted away my
s�ns as �t were �ce. To Thy grace I ascr�be also whatsoever I have not
done of ev�l; for what m�ght I not have done, who even loved a s�n for
�ts own sake? Yea, all I confess to have been forg�ven me; both what
ev�ls I comm�tted by my own w�lfulness, and what by Thy gu�dance I
comm�tted not. What man �s he, who, we�gh�ng h�s own �nf�rm�ty,
dares to ascr�be h�s pur�ty and �nnocency to h�s own strength; that so
he should love Thee the less, as �f he had less needed Thy mercy,
whereby Thou rem�ttest s�ns to those that turn to Thee? For
whosoever, called by Thee, followed Thy vo�ce, and avo�ded those
th�ngs wh�ch he reads me recall�ng and confess�ng of myself, let h�m
not scorn me, who be�ng s�ck, was cured by that Phys�c�an, through
whose a�d �t was that he was not, or rather was less, s�ck: and for
th�s let h�m love Thee as much, yea and more; s�nce by whom he
sees me to have been recovered from such deep consumpt�on of
s�n, by H�m he sees h�mself to have been from the l�ke consumpt�on
of s�n preserved.

What fru�t had I then (wretched man!) �n those th�ngs, of the
remembrance whereof I am now ashamed? Espec�ally, �n that theft
wh�ch I loved for the theft's sake; and �t too was noth�ng, and
therefore the more m�serable I, who loved �t. Yet alone I had not
done �t: such was I then, I remember, alone I had never done �t. I
loved then �n �t also the company of the accompl�ces, w�th whom I
d�d �t? I d�d not then love noth�ng else but the theft, yea rather I d�d
love noth�ng else; for that c�rcumstance of the company was also
noth�ng. What �s, �n truth? who can teach me, save He that
enl�ghteneth my heart, and d�scovereth �ts dark corners? What �s �t
wh�ch hath come �nto my m�nd to enqu�re, and d�scuss, and
cons�der? For had I then loved the pears I stole, and w�shed to enjoy
them, I m�ght have done �t alone, had the bare comm�ss�on of the
theft suff�ced to atta�n my pleasure; nor needed I have �nflamed the
�tch�ng of my des�res by the exc�tement of accompl�ces. But s�nce my



pleasure was not �n those pears, �t was �n the offence �tself, wh�ch
the company of fellow-s�nners occas�oned.

What then was th�s feel�ng? For of a truth �t was too foul: and woe
was me, who had �t. But yet what was �t? Who can understand h�s
errors? It was the sport, wh�ch as �t were t�ckled our hearts, that we
begu�led those who l�ttle thought what we were do�ng, and much
d�sl�ked �t. Why then was my del�ght of such sort that I d�d �t not
alone? Because none doth ord�nar�ly laugh alone? ord�nar�ly no one;
yet laughter somet�mes masters men alone and s�ngly when no one
whatever �s w�th them, �f anyth�ng very lud�crous presents �tself to
the�r senses or m�nd. Yet I had not done th�s alone; alone I had never
done �t. Behold my God, before Thee, the v�v�d remembrance of my
soul; alone, I had never comm�tted that theft where�n what I stole
pleased me not, but that I stole; nor had �t alone l�ked me to do �t, nor
had I done �t. O fr�endsh�p too unfr�endly! thou �ncomprehens�ble
�nve�gler of the soul, thou greed�ness to do m�sch�ef out of m�rth and
wantonness, thou th�rst of others' loss, w�thout lust of my own ga�n or
revenge: but when �t �s sa�d, "Let's go, let's do �t," we are ashamed
not to be shameless.

Who can d�sentangle that tw�sted and �ntr�cate knott�ness? Foul �s
�t: I hate to th�nk on �t, to look on �t. But Thee I long for, O
R�ghteousness and Innocency, beaut�ful and comely to all pure eyes,
and of a sat�sfact�on unsat�ng. W�th Thee �s rest ent�re, and l�fe
�mperturbable. Whoso enters �nto Thee, enters �nto the joy of h�s
Lord: and shall not fear, and shall do excellently �n the All-Excellent. I
sank away from Thee, and I wandered, O my God, too much astray
from Thee my stay, �n these days of my youth, and I became to
myself a barren land.





BOOK III
To Carthage I came, where there sang all around me �n my ears a

cauldron of unholy loves. I loved not yet, yet I loved to love, and out
of a deep-seated want, I hated myself for want�ng not. I sought what
I m�ght love, �n love w�th lov�ng, and safety I hated, and a way
w�thout snares. For w�th�n me was a fam�ne of that �nward food,
Thyself, my God; yet, through that fam�ne I was not hungered; but
was w�thout all long�ng for �ncorrupt�ble sustenance, not because
f�lled therew�th, but the more empty, the more I loathed �t. For th�s
cause my soul was s�ckly and full of sores, �t m�serably cast �tself
forth, des�r�ng to be scraped by the touch of objects of sense. Yet �f
these had not a soul, they would not be objects of love. To love then,
and to be beloved, was sweet to me; but more, when I obta�ned to
enjoy the person I loved, I def�led, therefore, the spr�ng of fr�endsh�p
w�th the f�lth of concup�scence, and I beclouded �ts br�ghtness w�th
the hell of lustfulness; and thus foul and unseemly, I would fa�n,
through exceed�ng van�ty, be f�ne and courtly. I fell headlong then
�nto the love where�n I longed to be ensnared. My God, my Mercy,
w�th how much gall d�dst Thou out of Thy great goodness bespr�nkle
for me that sweetness? For I was both beloved, and secretly arr�ved
at the bond of enjoy�ng; and was w�th joy fettered w�th sorrow-
br�ng�ng bonds, that I m�ght be scourged w�th the �ron burn�ng rods of
jealousy, and susp�c�ons, and fears, and angers, and quarrels.

Stage-plays also carr�ed me away, full of �mages of my m�ser�es,
and of fuel to my f�re. Why �s �t, that man des�res to be made sad,
behold�ng doleful and trag�cal th�ngs, wh�ch yet h�mself would no
means suffer? yet he des�res as a spectator to feel sorrow at them,
and th�s very sorrow �s h�s pleasure. What �s th�s but a m�serable
madness? for a man �s the more affected w�th these act�ons, the less
free he �s from such affect�ons. Howsoever, when he suffers �n h�s
own person, �t uses to be styled m�sery: when he compass�onates
others, then �t �s mercy. But what sort of compass�on �s th�s for



fe�gned and scen�cal pass�ons? for the aud�tor �s not called on to
rel�eve, but only to gr�eve: and he applauds the actor of these f�ct�ons
the more, the more he gr�eves. And �f the calam�t�es of those persons
(whether of old t�mes, or mere f�ct�on) be so acted, that the spectator
�s not moved to tears, he goes away d�sgusted and cr�t�c�s�ng; but �f
he be moved to pass�on, he stays �ntent, and weeps for joy.

Are gr�efs then too loved? Ver�ly all des�re joy. Or whereas no man
l�kes to be m�serable, �s he yet pleased to be merc�ful? wh�ch
because �t cannot be w�thout pass�on, for th�s reason alone are
pass�ons loved? Th�s also spr�ngs from that ve�n of fr�endsh�p. But
wh�ther goes that ve�n? wh�ther flows �t? wherefore runs �t �nto that
torrent of p�tch bubbl�ng forth those monstrous t�des of foul
lustfulness, �nto wh�ch �t �s w�lfully changed and transformed, be�ng of
�ts own w�ll prec�p�tated and corrupted from �ts heavenly clearness?
Shall compass�on then be put away? by no means. Be gr�efs then
somet�mes loved. But beware of uncleanness, O my soul, under the
guard�ansh�p of my God, the God of our fathers, who �s to be pra�sed
and exalted above all for ever, beware of uncleanness. For I have
not now ceased to p�ty; but then �n the theatres I rejo�ced w�th lovers
when they w�ckedly enjoyed one another, although th�s was
�mag�nary only �n the play. And when they lost one another, as �f very
compass�onate, I sorrowed w�th them, yet had my del�ght �n both. But
now I much more p�ty h�m that rejo�ceth �n h�s w�ckedness, than h�m
who �s thought to suffer hardsh�p, by m�ss�ng some pern�c�ous
pleasure, and the loss of some m�serable fel�c�ty. Th�s certa�nly �s the
truer mercy, but �n �t gr�ef del�ghts not. For though he that gr�eves for
the m�serable, be commended for h�s off�ce of char�ty; yet had he,
who �s genu�nely compass�onate, rather there were noth�ng for h�m
to gr�eve for. For �f good w�ll be �ll w�lled (wh�ch can never be), then
may he, who truly and s�ncerely comm�serates, w�sh there m�ght be
some m�serable, that he m�ght comm�serate. Some sorrow may then
be allowed, none loved. For thus dost Thou, O Lord God, who lovest
souls far more purely than we, and hast more �ncorrupt�bly p�ty on
them, yet are wounded w�th no sorrowfulness. And who �s suff�c�ent
for these th�ngs?

But I, m�serable, then loved to gr�eve, and sought out what to
gr�eve at, when �n another's and that fe�gned and personated m�sery,



that act�ng best pleased me, and attracted me the most vehemently,
wh�ch drew tears from me. What marvel that an unhappy sheep,
stray�ng from Thy flock, and �mpat�ent of Thy keep�ng, I became
�nfected w�th a foul d�sease? And hence the love of gr�efs; not such
as should s�nk deep �nto me; for I loved not to suffer, what I loved to
look on; but such as upon hear�ng the�r f�ct�ons should l�ghtly scratch
the surface; upon wh�ch, as on envenomed na�ls, followed �nflamed
swell�ng, �mpostumes, and a putref�ed sore. My l�fe be�ng such, was
�t l�fe, O my God?

And Thy fa�thful mercy hovered over me afar. Upon how gr�evous
�n�qu�t�es consumed I myself, pursu�ng a sacr�leg�ous cur�os�ty, that
hav�ng forsaken Thee, �t m�ght br�ng me to the treacherous abyss,
and the begu�l�ng serv�ce of dev�ls, to whom I sacr�f�ced my ev�l
act�ons, and �n all these th�ngs Thou d�dst scourge me! I dared even,
wh�le Thy solemn�t�es were celebrated w�th�n the walls of Thy
Church, to des�re, and to compass a bus�ness deserv�ng death for �ts
fru�ts, for wh�ch Thou scourgedst me w�th gr�evous pun�shments,
though noth�ng to my fault, O Thou my exceed�ng mercy, my God,
my refuge from those terr�ble destroyers, among whom I wandered
w�th a st�ff neck, w�thdraw�ng further from Thee, lov�ng m�ne own
ways, and not Th�ne; lov�ng a vagrant l�berty.

Those stud�es also, wh�ch were accounted commendable, had a
v�ew to excell�ng �n the courts of l�t�gat�on; the more bepra�sed, the
craft�er. Such �s men's bl�ndness, glory�ng even �n the�r bl�ndness.
And now I was ch�ef �n the rhetor�c school, whereat I joyed proudly,
and I swelled w�th arrogancy, though (Lord, Thou knowest) far
qu�eter and altogether removed from the subvert�ngs of those
"Subverters" (for th�s �ll-omened and dev�l�sh name was the very
badge of gallantry) among whom I l�ved, w�th a shameless shame
that I was not even as they. W�th them I l�ved, and was somet�mes
del�ghted w�th the�r fr�endsh�p, whose do�ngs I ever d�d abhor—�.e.,
the�r "subvert�ngs," wherew�th they wantonly persecuted the modesty
of strangers, wh�ch they d�sturbed by a gratu�tous jeer�ng, feed�ng
thereon the�r mal�c�ous b�rth. Noth�ng can be l�ker the very act�ons of
dev�ls than these. What then could they be more truly called than
"Subverters"? themselves subverted and altogether perverted f�rst,



the dece�v�ng sp�r�ts secretly der�d�ng and seduc�ng them, where�n
themselves del�ght to jeer at and dece�ve others.

Among such as these, �n that unsettled age of m�ne, learned I
books of eloquence, where�n I des�red to be em�nent, out of a
damnable and va�nglor�ous end, a joy �n human van�ty. In the
ord�nary course of study, I fell upon a certa�n book of C�cero, whose
speech almost all adm�re, not so h�s heart. Th�s book of h�s conta�ns
an exhortat�on to ph�losophy, and �s called "Hortens�us." But th�s
book altered my affect�ons, and turned my prayers to Thyself O Lord;
and made me have other purposes and des�res. Every va�n hope at
once became worthless to me; and I longed w�th an �ncred�bly
burn�ng des�re for an �mmortal�ty of w�sdom, and began now to ar�se,
that I m�ght return to Thee. For not to sharpen my tongue (wh�ch
th�ng I seemed to be purchas�ng w�th my mother's allowances, �n that
my n�neteenth year, my father be�ng dead two years before), not to
sharpen my tongue d�d I employ that book; nor d�d �t �nfuse �nto me
�ts style, but �ts matter.

How d�d I burn then, my God, how d�d I burn to re-mount from
earthly th�ngs to Thee, nor knew I what Thou wouldest do w�th me?
For w�th Thee �s w�sdom. But the love of w�sdom �s �n Greek called
"ph�losophy," w�th wh�ch that book �nflamed me. Some there be that
seduce through ph�losophy, under a great, and smooth, and
honourable name colour�ng and d�sgu�s�ng the�r own errors: and
almost all who �n that and former ages were such, are �n that book
censured and set forth: there also �s made pla�n that wholesome
adv�ce of Thy Sp�r�t, by Thy good and devout servant: Beware lest
any man spo�l you through ph�losophy and va�n dece�t, after the
trad�t�on of men, after the rud�ments of the world, and not after
Chr�st. For �n H�m dwelleth all the fulness of the Godhead bod�ly. And
s�nce at that t�me (Thou, O l�ght of my heart, knowest) Apostol�c
Scr�pture was not known to me, I was del�ghted w�th that exhortat�on,
so far only, that I was thereby strongly roused, and k�ndled, and
�nflamed to love, and seek, and obta�n, and hold, and embrace not
th�s or that sect, but w�sdom �tself whatever �t were; and th�s alone
checked me thus unk�ndled, that the name of Chr�st was not �n �t. For
th�s name, accord�ng to Thy mercy, O Lord, th�s name of my Sav�our
Thy Son, had my tender heart, even w�th my mother's m�lk, devoutly



drunk �n and deeply treasured; and whatsoever was w�thout that
name, though never so learned, pol�shed, or true, took not ent�re
hold of me.

I resolved then to bend my m�nd to the holy Scr�ptures, that I m�ght
see what they were. But behold, I see a th�ng not understood by the
proud, nor la�d open to ch�ldren, lowly �n access, �n �ts recesses lofty,
and ve�led w�th myster�es; and I was not such as could enter �nto �t,
or stoop my neck to follow �ts steps. For not as I now speak, d�d I feel
when I turned to those Scr�ptures; but they seemed to me unworthy
to be compared to the statel�ness of Tully: for my swell�ng pr�de
shrunk from the�r lowl�ness, nor could my sharp w�t p�erce the �nter�or
thereof. Yet were they such as would grow up �n a l�ttle one. But I
d�sda�ned to be a l�ttle one; and, swollen w�th pr�de, took myself to be
a great one.

Therefore I fell among men proudly dot�ng, exceed�ng carnal and
prat�ng, �n whose mouths were the snares of the Dev�l, l�med w�th the
m�xture of the syllables of Thy name, and of our Lord Jesus Chr�st,
and of the Holy Ghost, the Paraclete, our Comforter. These names
departed not out of the�r mouth, but so far forth as the sound only
and the no�se of the tongue, for the heart was vo�d of truth. Yet they
cr�ed out "Truth, Truth," and spake much thereof to me, yet �t was not
�n them: but they spake falsehood, not of Thee only (who truly art
Truth), but even of those elements of th�s world, Thy creatures. And I
�ndeed ought to have passed by even ph�losophers who spake truth
concern�ng them, for love of Thee, my Father, supremely good,
Beauty of all th�ngs beaut�ful. O Truth, Truth, how �nwardly d�d even
then the marrow of my soul pant after Thee, when they often and
d�versely, and �n many and huge books, echoed of Thee to me,
though �t was but an echo? And these were the d�shes where�n to
me, hunger�ng after Thee, they, �nstead of Thee, served up the Sun
and Moon, beaut�ful works of Th�ne, but yet Thy works, not Thyself,
no nor Thy f�rst works. For Thy sp�r�tual works are before these
corporeal works, celest�al though they be, and sh�n�ng. But I
hungered and th�rsted not even after those f�rst works of Th�ne, but
after Thee Thyself, the Truth, �n whom �s no var�ableness, ne�ther
shadow of turn�ng: yet they st�ll set before me �n those d�shes,
gl�tter�ng fantas�es, than wh�ch better were �t to love th�s very sun



(wh�ch �s real to our s�ght at least), than those fantas�es wh�ch by our
eyes dece�ve our m�nd. Yet because I thought them to be Thee, I fed
thereon; not eagerly, for Thou d�dst not �n them taste to me as Thou
art; for Thou wast not these empt�nesses, nor was I nour�shed by
them, but exhausted rather. Food �n sleep shows very l�ke our food
awake; yet are not those asleep nour�shed by �t, for they are asleep.
But those were not even any way l�ke to Thee, as Thou hast now
spoken to me; for those were corporeal fantas�es, false bod�es, than
wh�ch these true bod�es, celest�al or terrestr�al, wh�ch w�th our fleshly
s�ght we behold, are far more certa�n: these th�ngs the beasts and
b�rds d�scern as well as we, and they are more certa�n than when we
fancy them. And aga�n, we do w�th more certa�nty fancy them, than
by them conjecture other vaster and �nf�n�te bod�es wh�ch have no
be�ng. Such empty husks was I then fed on; and was not fed. But
Thou, my soul's Love, �n look�ng for whom I fa�l, that I may become
strong, art ne�ther those bod�es wh�ch we see, though �n heaven; nor
those wh�ch we see not there; for Thou hast created them, nor dost
Thou account them among the ch�efest of Thy works. How far then
art Thou from those fantas�es of m�ne, fantas�es of bod�es wh�ch
altogether are not, than wh�ch the �mages of those bod�es, wh�ch are,
are far more certa�n, and more certa�n st�ll the bod�es themselves,
wh�ch yet Thou art not; no, nor yet the soul, wh�ch �s the l�fe of the
bod�es. So then, better and more certa�n �s the l�fe of the bod�es than
the bod�es. But Thou art the l�fe of souls, the l�fe of l�ves, hav�ng l�fe
�n Thyself; and changest not, l�fe of my soul.

Where then wert Thou then to me, and how far from me? Far
ver�ly was I stray�ng from Thee, barred from the very husks of the
sw�ne, whom w�th husks I fed. For how much better are the fables of
poets and grammar�ans than these snares? For verses, and poems,
and "Medea fly�ng," are more prof�table truly than these men's f�ve
elements, var�ously d�sgu�sed, answer�ng to f�ve dens of darkness,
wh�ch have no be�ng, yet slay the bel�ever. For verses and poems I
can turn to true food, and "Medea fly�ng," though I d�d s�ng, I
ma�nta�ned not; though I heard �t sung, I bel�eved not: but those
th�ngs I d�d bel�eve. Woe, woe, by what steps was I brought down to
the depths of hell! to�l�ng and turmo�l�ng through want of Truth, s�nce
I sought after Thee, my God (to Thee I confess �t, who hadst mercy



on me, not as yet confess�ng), not accord�ng to the understand�ng of
the m�nd, where�n Thou w�lledst that I should excel the beasts, but
accord�ng to the sense of the flesh. But Thou wert more �nward to
me than my most �nward part; and h�gher than my h�ghest. I l�ghted
upon that bold woman, s�mple and knoweth noth�ng, shadowed out
�n Solomon, s�tt�ng at the door, and say�ng, Eat ye bread of secrec�es
w�ll�ngly, and dr�nk ye stolen waters wh�ch are sweet: she seduced
me, because she found my soul dwell�ng abroad �n the eye of my
flesh, and rum�nat�ng on such food as through �t I had devoured.

For other than th�s, that wh�ch really �s I knew not; and was, as �t
were through sharpness of w�t, persuaded to assent to fool�sh
dece�vers, when they asked me, "whence �s ev�l?" "�s God bounded
by a bod�ly shape, and has ha�rs and na�ls?" "are they to be
esteemed r�ghteous who had many w�ves at once, and d�d k�ll men,
and sacr�f�ce l�v�ng creatures?" At wh�ch I, �n my �gnorance, was
much troubled, and depart�ng from the truth, seemed to myself to be
mak�ng towards �t; because as yet I knew not that ev�l was noth�ng
but a pr�vat�on of good, unt�l at last a th�ng ceases altogether to be;
wh�ch how should I see, the s�ght of whose eyes reached only to
bod�es, and of my m�nd to a phantasm? And I knew not God to be a
Sp�r�t, not one who hath parts extended �n length and breadth, or
whose be�ng was bulk; for every bulk �s less �n a part than �n the
whole: and �f �t be �nf�n�te, �t must be less �n such part as �s def�ned
by a certa�n space, than �n �ts �nf�n�tude; and so �s not wholly every
where, as Sp�r�t, as God. And what that should be �n us, by wh�ch we
were l�ke to God, and m�ght be r�ghtly sa�d to be after the �mage of
God, I was altogether �gnorant.

Nor knew I that true �nward r�ghteousness wh�ch judgeth not
accord�ng to custom, but out of the most r�ghtful law of God Alm�ghty,
whereby the ways of places and t�mes were d�sposed accord�ng to
those t�mes and places; �tself meant�me be�ng the same always and
every where, not one th�ng �n one place, and another �n another;
accord�ng to wh�ch Abraham, and Isaac, and Jacob, and Moses, and
Dav�d, were r�ghteous, and all those commended by the mouth of
God; but were judged unr�ghteous by s�lly men, judg�ng out of man's
judgment, and measur�ng by the�r own petty hab�ts, the moral hab�ts
of the whole human race. As �f �n an armory, one �gnorant what were



adapted to each part should cover h�s head w�th greaves, or seek to
be shod w�th a helmet, and compla�n that they f�tted not: or as �f on a
day when bus�ness �s publ�cly stopped �n the afternoon, one were
angered at not be�ng allowed to keep open shop, because he had
been �n the forenoon; or when �n one house he observeth some
servant take a th�ng �n h�s hand, wh�ch the butler �s not suffered to
meddle w�th; or someth�ng perm�tted out of doors, wh�ch �s forb�dden
�n the d�n�ng-room; and should be angry, that �n one house, and one
fam�ly, the same th�ng �s not allotted every where, and to all. Even
such are they who are fretted to hear someth�ng to have been lawful
for r�ghteous men formerly, wh�ch now �s not; or that God, for certa�n
temporal respects, commanded them one th�ng, and these another,
obey�ng both the same r�ghteousness: whereas they see, �n one
man, and one day, and one house, d�fferent th�ngs to be f�t for
d�fferent members, and a th�ng formerly lawful, after a certa�n t�me
not so; �n one corner perm�tted or commanded, but �n another r�ghtly
forb�dden and pun�shed. Is just�ce therefore var�ous or mutable? No,
but the t�mes, over wh�ch �t pres�des, flow not evenly, because they
are t�mes. But men whose days are few upon the earth, for that by
the�r senses they cannot harmon�se the causes of th�ngs �n former
ages and other nat�ons, wh�ch they had not exper�ence of, w�th these
wh�ch they have exper�ence of, whereas �n one and the same body,
day, or fam�ly, they eas�ly see what �s f�tt�ng for each member, and
season, part, and person; to the one they take except�ons, to the
other they subm�t.

These th�ngs I then knew not, nor observed; they struck my s�ght
on all s�des, and I saw them not. I �nd�ted verses, �n wh�ch I m�ght not
place every foot every where, but d�fferently �n d�fferent metres; nor
even �n any one metre the self-same foot �n all places. Yet the art
�tself, by wh�ch I �nd�ted, had not d�fferent pr�nc�ples for these
d�fferent cases, but compr�sed all �n one. St�ll I saw not how that
r�ghteousness, wh�ch good and holy men obeyed, d�d far more
excellently and subl�mely conta�n �n one all those th�ngs wh�ch God
commanded, and �n no part var�ed; although �n vary�ng t�mes �t
prescr�bed not every th�ng at once, but apport�oned and enjo�ned
what was f�t for each. And I �n my bl�ndness, censured the holy
Fathers, not only where�n they made use of th�ngs present as God



commanded and �nsp�red them, but also where�n they were
foretell�ng th�ngs to come, as God was reveal�ng �n them.

Can �t at any t�me or place be unjust to love God w�th all h�s heart,
w�th all h�s soul, and w�th all h�s m�nd; and h�s ne�ghbour as h�mself?
Therefore are those foul offences wh�ch be aga�nst nature, to be
every where and at all t�mes detested and pun�shed; such as were
those of the men of Sodom: wh�ch should all nat�ons comm�t, they
should all stand gu�lty of the same cr�me, by the law of God, wh�ch
hath not so made men that they should so abuse one another. For
even that �ntercourse wh�ch should be between God and us �s
v�olated, when that same nature, of wh�ch He �s Author, �s polluted by
pervers�ty of lust. But those act�ons wh�ch are offences aga�nst the
customs of men, are to be avo�ded accord�ng to the customs
severally preva�l�ng; so that a th�ng agreed upon, and conf�rmed, by
custom or law of any c�ty or nat�on, may not be v�olated at the
lawless pleasure of any, whether nat�ve or fore�gner. For any part
wh�ch harmon�seth not w�th �ts whole, �s offens�ve. But when God
commands a th�ng to be done, aga�nst the customs or compact of
any people, though �t were never by them done heretofore, �t �s to be
done; and �f �nterm�tted, �t �s to be restored; and �f never orda�ned, �s
now to be orda�ned. For lawful �f �t be for a k�ng, �n the state wh�ch he
re�gns over, to command that wh�ch no one before h�m, nor he
h�mself heretofore, had commanded, and to obey h�m cannot be
aga�nst the common weal of the state (nay, �t were aga�nst �t �f he
were not obeyed, for to obey pr�nces �s a general compact of human
soc�ety); how much more unhes�tat�ngly ought we to obey God, �n all
wh�ch He commands, the Ruler of all H�s creatures! For as among
the powers �n man's soc�ety, the greater author�ty �s obeyed �n
preference to the lesser, so must God above all.

So �n acts of v�olence, where there �s a w�sh to hurt, whether by
reproach or �njury; and these e�ther for revenge, as one enemy
aga�nst another; or for some prof�t belong�ng to another, as the
robber to the traveller; or to avo�d some ev�l, as towards one who �s
feared; or through envy, as one less fortunate to one more so, or one
well thr�ven �n any th�ng, to h�m whose be�ng on a par w�th h�mself he
fears, or gr�eves at, or for the mere pleasure at another's pa�n, as
spectators of glad�ators, or der�ders and mockers of others. These



be the heads of �n�qu�ty wh�ch spr�ng from the lust of the flesh, of the
eye, or of rule, e�ther s�ngly, or two comb�ned, or all together; and so
do men l�ve �ll aga�nst the three, and seven, that psaltery of of ten
str�ngs, Thy Ten Commandments, O God, most h�gh, and most
sweet. But what foul offences can there be aga�nst Thee, who canst
not be def�led? or what acts of v�olence aga�nst Thee, who canst not
be harmed? But Thou avengest what men comm�t aga�nst
themselves, see�ng also when they s�n aga�nst Thee, they do
w�ckedly aga�nst the�r own souls, and �n�qu�ty g�ves �tself the l�e, by
corrupt�ng and pervert�ng the�r nature, wh�ch Thou hast created and
orda�ned, or by an �mmoderate use of th�ngs allowed, or �n burn�ng �n
th�ngs unallowed, to that use wh�ch �s aga�nst nature; or are found
gu�lty, rag�ng w�th heart and tongue aga�nst Thee, k�ck�ng aga�nst the
pr�cks; or when, burst�ng the pale of human soc�ety, they boldly joy �n
self-w�lled comb�nat�ons or d�v�s�ons, accord�ng as they have any
object to ga�n or subject of offence. And these th�ngs are done when
Thou art forsaken, O Founta�n of L�fe, who art the only and true
Creator and Governor of the Un�verse, and by a self-w�lled pr�de, any
one false th�ng �s selected therefrom and loved. So then by a humble
devoutness we return to Thee; and Thou cleansest us from our ev�l
hab�ts, and art merc�ful to the�r s�ns who confess, and hearest the
groan�ng of the pr�soner, and loosest us from the cha�ns wh�ch we
made for ourselves, �f we l�ft not up aga�nst Thee the horns of an
unreal l�berty, suffer�ng the loss of all, through covetousness of more,
by lov�ng more our own pr�vate good than Thee, the Good of all.

Am�dst these offences of foulness and v�olence, and so many
�n�qu�t�es, are s�ns of men, who are on the whole mak�ng prof�c�ency;
wh�ch by those that judge r�ghtly, are, after the rule of perfect�on,
d�scommended, yet the persons commended, upon hope of future
fru�t, as �n the green blade of grow�ng corn. And there are some,
resembl�ng offences of foulness or v�olence, wh�ch yet are no s�ns;
because they offend ne�ther Thee, our Lord God, nor human soc�ety;
when, namely, th�ngs f�tt�ng for a g�ven per�od are obta�ned for the
serv�ce of l�fe, and we know not whether out of a lust of hav�ng; or
when th�ngs are, for the sake of correct�on, by const�tuted author�ty
pun�shed, and we know not whether out of a lust of hurt�ng. Many an
act�on then wh�ch �n men's s�ght �s d�sapproved, �s by Thy test�mony



approved; and many, by men pra�sed, are (Thou be�ng w�tness)
condemned: because the show of the act�on, and the m�nd of the
doer, and the unknown ex�gency of the per�od, severally vary. But
when Thou on a sudden commandest an unwonted and unthought of
th�ng, yea, although Thou hast somet�me forb�dden �t, and st�ll for the
t�me h�dest the reason of Thy command, and �t be aga�nst the
ord�nance of some soc�ety of men, who doubts but �t �s to be done,
see�ng that soc�ety of men �s just wh�ch serves Thee? But blessed
are they who know Thy commands! For all th�ngs were done by Thy
servants; e�ther to show forth someth�ng needful for the present, or
to foreshow th�ngs to come.

These th�ngs I be�ng �gnorant of, scoffed at those Thy holy
servants and prophets. And what ga�ned I by scoff�ng at them, but to
be scoffed at by Thee, be�ng �nsens�bly and step by step drawn on to
those foll�es, as to bel�eve that a f�g-tree wept when �t was plucked,
and the tree, �ts mother, shed m�lky tears? Wh�ch f�g notw�thstand�ng
(plucked by some other's, not h�s own, gu�lt) had some Man�chaean
sa�nt eaten, and m�ngled w�th h�s bowels, he should breathe out of �t
angels, yea, there shall burst forth part�cles of d�v�n�ty, at every moan
or groan �n h�s prayer, wh�ch part�cles of the most h�gh and true God
had rema�ned bound �n that f�g, unless they had been set at l�berty
by the teeth or belly of some "Elect" sa�nt! And I, m�serable, bel�eved
that more mercy was to be shown to the fru�ts of the earth than men,
for whom they were created. For �f any one an hungered, not a
Man�chaean, should ask for any, that morsel would seem as �t were
condemned to cap�tal pun�shment, wh�ch should be g�ven h�m.

And Thou sentest Th�ne hand from above, and drewest my soul
out of that profound darkness, my mother, Thy fa�thful one, weep�ng
to Thee for me, more than mothers weep the bod�ly deaths of the�r
ch�ldren. For she, by that fa�th and sp�r�t wh�ch she had from Thee,
d�scerned the death where�n I lay, and Thou heardest her, O Lord;
Thou heardest her, and desp�sedst not her tears, when stream�ng
down, they watered the ground under her eyes �n every place where
she prayed; yea Thou heardest her. For whence was that dream
whereby Thou comfortedst her; so that she allowed me to l�ve w�th
her, and to eat at the same table �n the house, wh�ch she had begun
to shr�nk from, abhorr�ng and detest�ng the blasphem�es of my error?



For she saw herself stand�ng on a certa�n wooden rule, and a sh�n�ng
youth com�ng towards her, cheerful and sm�l�ng upon her, herself
gr�ev�ng, and overwhelmed w�th gr�ef. But he hav�ng (�n order to
�nstruct, as �s the�r wont not to be �nstructed) enqu�red of her the
causes of her gr�ef and da�ly tears, and she answer�ng that she was
bewa�l�ng my perd�t�on, he bade her rest contented, and told her to
look and observe, "That where she was, there was I also." And when
she looked, she saw me stand�ng by her �n the same rule. Whence
was th�s, but that Th�ne ears were towards her heart? O Thou Good
omn�potent, who so carest for every one of us, as �f Thou caredst for
h�m only; and so for all, as �f they were but one!

Whence was th�s also, that when she had told me th�s v�s�on, and I
would fa�n bend �t to mean, "That she rather should not despa�r of
be�ng one day what I was"; she presently, w�thout any hes�tat�on,
repl�es: "No; for �t was not told me that, 'where he, there thou also';
but 'where thou, there he also'?" I confess to Thee, O Lord, that to
the best of my remembrance (and I have oft spoken of th�s), that Thy
answer, through my wak�ng mother,—that she was not perplexed by
the plaus�b�l�ty of my false �nterpretat�on, and so qu�ckly saw what
was to be seen, and wh�ch I certa�nly had not perce�ved before she
spake,—even then moved me more than the dream �tself, by wh�ch a
joy to the holy woman, to be fulf�lled so long after, was, for the
consolat�on of her present angu�sh, so long before fores�gn�f�ed. For
almost n�ne years passed, �n wh�ch I wallowed �n the m�re of that
deep p�t, and the darkness of falsehood, often assay�ng to r�se, but
dashed down the more gr�evously. All wh�ch t�me that chaste, godly,
and sober w�dow (such as Thou lovest), now more cheered w�th
hope, yet no wh�t relax�ng �n her weep�ng and mourn�ng, ceased not
at all hours of her devot�ons to bewa�l my case unto Thee. And her
prayers entered �nto Thy presence; and yet Thou sufferedst me to be
yet �nvolved and re�nvolved �n that darkness.

Thou gavest her meant�me another answer, wh�ch I call to m�nd;
for much I pass by, hast�ng to those th�ngs wh�ch more press me to
confess unto Thee, and much I do not remember. Thou gavest her
then another answer, by a Pr�est of Th�ne, a certa�n B�shop brought
up �n Thy Church, and well stud�ed �n Thy books. Whom when th�s
woman had entreated to vouchsafe to converse w�th me, refute my



errors, unteach me �ll th�ngs, and teach me good th�ngs (for th�s he
was wont to do, when he found persons f�tted to rece�ve �t), he
refused, w�sely, as I afterwards perce�ved. For he answered, that I
was yet unteachable, be�ng puffed up w�th the novelty of that heresy,
and had already perplexed d�vers unsk�lful persons w�th capt�ous
quest�ons, as she had told h�m: "but let h�m alone a wh�le" (sa�th he),
"only pray God for h�m, he w�ll of h�mself by read�ng f�nd what that
error �s, and how great �ts �mp�ety." At the same t�me he told her, how
h�mself, when a l�ttle one, had by h�s seduced mother been
cons�gned over to the Man�chees, and had not only read, but
frequently cop�ed out almost all, the�r books, and had (w�thout any
argument or proof from any one) seen how much that sect was to be
avo�ded; and had avo�ded �t. Wh�ch when he had sa�d, and she
would not be sat�sf�ed, but urged h�m more, w�th entreat�es and many
tears, that he would see me and d�scourse w�th me; he, a l�ttle
d�spleased at her �mportun�ty, sa�th, "Go thy ways and God bless
thee, for �t �s not poss�ble that the son of these tears should per�sh."
Wh�ch answer she took (as she often ment�oned �n her
conversat�ons w�th me) as �f �t had sounded from heaven.



BOOK IV
For th�s space of n�ne years (from my n�neteenth year to my e�ght-

and-twent�eth) we l�ved seduced and seduc�ng, dece�ved and
dece�v�ng, �n d�vers lusts; openly, by sc�ences wh�ch they call l�beral;
secretly, w�th a false-named rel�g�on; here proud, there superst�t�ous,
every where va�n. Here, hunt�ng after the empt�ness of popular
pra�se, down even to theatr�cal applauses, and poet�c pr�zes, and
str�fes for grassy garlands, and the foll�es of shows, and the
�ntemperance of des�res. There, des�r�ng to be cleansed from these
def�lements, by carry�ng food to those who were called "elect" and
"holy," out of wh�ch, �n the workhouse of the�r stomachs, they should
forge for us Angels and Gods, by whom we m�ght be cleansed.
These th�ngs d�d I follow, and pract�se w�th my fr�ends, dece�ved by
me, and w�th me. Let the arrogant mock me, and such as have not
been, to the�r soul's health, str�cken and cast down by Thee, O my
God; but I would st�ll confess to Thee m�ne own shame �n Thy pra�se.
Suffer me, I beseech Thee, and g�ve me grace to go over �n my
present remembrance the wander�ngs of my forepassed t�me, and to
offer unto Thee the sacr�f�ce of thanksg�v�ng. For what am I to myself
w�thout Thee, but a gu�de to m�ne own downfall? or what am I even
at the best, but an �nfant suck�ng the m�lk Thou g�vest, and feed�ng
upon Thee, the food that per�sheth not? But what sort of man �s any
man, see�ng he �s but a man? Let now the strong and the m�ghty
laugh at us, but let us poor and needy confess unto Thee.

In those years I taught rhetor�c, and, overcome by cup�d�ty, made
sale of a loquac�ty to overcome by. Yet I preferred (Lord, Thou
knowest) honest scholars (as they are accounted), and these I,
w�thout art�f�ce, taught art�f�ces, not to be pract�sed aga�nst the l�fe of
the gu�ltless, though somet�mes for the l�fe of the gu�lty. And Thou, O
God, from afar perce�vedst me stumbl�ng �n that sl�ppery course, and
am�d much smoke send�ng out some sparks of fa�thfulness, wh�ch I
showed �n that my gu�dance of such as loved van�ty, and sought after



leas�ng, myself the�r compan�on. In those years I had one,—not �n
that wh�ch �s called lawful marr�age, but whom I had found out �n a
wayward pass�on, vo�d of understand�ng; yet but one, rema�n�ng
fa�thful even to her; �n whom I �n my own case exper�enced what
d�fference there �s betw�xt the self-restra�nt of the marr�age-covenant,
for the sake of �ssue, and the barga�n of a lustful love, where ch�ldren
are born aga�nst the�r parents' w�ll, although, once born, they
constra�n love.

I remember also, that when I had settled to enter the l�sts for a
theatr�cal pr�ze, some w�zard asked me what I would g�ve h�m to w�n;
but I, detest�ng and abhorr�ng such foul myster�es, answered,
"Though the garland were of �mper�shable gold, I would not suffer a
fly to be k�lled to ga�n me �t." For he was to k�ll some l�v�ng creatures
�n h�s sacr�f�ces, and by those honours to �nv�te the dev�ls to favour
me. But th�s �ll also I rejected, not out of a pure love for Thee, O God
of my heart; for I knew not how to love Thee, who knew not how to
conce�ve aught beyond a mater�al br�ghtness. And doth not a soul,
s�gh�ng after such f�ct�ons, comm�t forn�cat�on aga�nst Thee, trust �n
th�ngs unreal, and feed the w�nd? St�ll I would not forsooth have
sacr�f�ces offered to dev�ls for me, to whom I was sacr�f�c�ng myself
by that superst�t�on. For what else �s �t to feed the w�nd, but to feed
them, that �s by go�ng astray to become the�r pleasure and der�s�on?

Those �mpostors then, whom they style Mathemat�c�ans, I
consulted w�thout scruple; because they seemed to use no sacr�f�ce,
nor to pray to any sp�r�t for the�r d�v�nat�ons: wh�ch art, however,
Chr�st�an and true p�ety cons�stently rejects and condemns. For, �t �s
a good th�ng to confess unto Thee, and to say, Have mercy upon
me, heal my soul, for I have s�nned aga�nst Thee; and not to abuse
Thy mercy for a l�cence to s�n, but to remember the Lord's words,
Behold, thou art made whole, s�n no more, lest a worse th�ng come
unto thee. All wh�ch wholesome adv�ce they labour to destroy,
say�ng, "The cause of thy s�n �s �nev�tably determ�ned �n heaven";
and "Th�s d�d Venus, or Saturn, or Mars": that man, forsooth, flesh
and blood, and proud corrupt�on, m�ght be blameless; wh�le the
Creator and Orda�ner of heaven and the stars �s to bear the blame.
And who �s He but our God? the very sweetness and well-spr�ng of



r�ghteousness, who renderest to every man accord�ng to h�s works:
and a broken and contr�te heart w�lt Thou not desp�se.

There was �n those days a w�se man, very sk�lful �n phys�c, and
renowned there�n, who had w�th h�s own proconsular hand put the
Agon�st�c garland upon my d�stempered head, but not as a
phys�c�an: for th�s d�sease Thou only curest, who res�stest the proud,
and g�vest grace to the humble. But d�dst Thou fa�l me even by that
old man, or forbear to heal my soul? For hav�ng become more
acqua�nted w�th h�m, and hang�ng ass�duously and f�xedly on h�s
speech (for though �n s�mple terms, �t was v�v�d, l�vely, and earnest),
when he had gathered by my d�scourse that I was g�ven to the books
of nat�v�ty-casters, he k�ndly and fatherly adv�sed me to cast them
away, and not fru�tlessly bestow a care and d�l�gence, necessary for
useful th�ngs, upon these van�t�es; say�ng, that he had �n h�s earl�est
years stud�ed that art, so as to make �t the profess�on whereby he
should l�ve, and that, understand�ng H�ppocrates, he could soon
have understood such a study as th�s; and yet he had g�ven �t over,
and taken to phys�c, for no other reason but that he found �t utterly
false; and he, a grave man, would not get h�s l�v�ng by delud�ng
people. "But thou," sa�th he, "hast rhetor�c to ma�nta�n thyself by, so
that thou followest th�s of free cho�ce, not of necess�ty: the more then
oughtest thou to g�ve me cred�t here�n, who laboured to acqu�re �t so
perfectly as to get my l�v�ng by �t alone." Of whom when I had
demanded, how then could many true th�ngs be foretold by �t, he
answered me (as he could) "that the force of chance, d�ffused
throughout the whole order of th�ngs, brought th�s about. For �f when
a man by haphazard opens the pages of some poet, who sang and
thought of someth�ng wholly d�fferent, a verse oftent�mes fell out,
wondrously agreeable to the present bus�ness: �t were not to be
wondered at, �f out of the soul of man, unconsc�ous what takes place
�n �t, by some h�gher �nst�nct an answer should be g�ven, by hap, not
by art, correspond�ng to the bus�ness and act�ons of the demander."

And thus much, e�ther from or through h�m, Thou conveyedst to
me, and tracedst �n my memory, what I m�ght hereafter exam�ne for
myself. But at that t�me ne�ther he, nor my dearest Nebr�d�us, a youth
s�ngularly good and of a holy fear, who der�ded the whole body of
d�v�nat�on, could persuade me to cast �t as�de, the author�ty of the



authors sway�ng me yet more, and as yet I had found no certa�n
proof (such as I sought) whereby �t m�ght w�thout all doubt appear,
that what had been truly foretold by those consulted was the result of
haphazard, not of the art of the star-gazers.

In those years when I f�rst began to teach rhetor�c �n my nat�ve
town, I had made one my fr�end, but too dear to me, from a
commun�ty of pursu�ts, of m�ne own age, and, as myself, �n the f�rst
open�ng flower of youth. He had grown up of a ch�ld w�th me, and we
had been both school-fellows and play-fellows. But he was not yet
my fr�end as afterwards, nor even then, as true fr�endsh�p �s; for true
�t cannot be, unless �n such as Thou cementest together, cleav�ng
unto Thee, by that love wh�ch �s shed abroad �n our hearts by the
Holy Ghost, wh�ch �s g�ven unto us. Yet was �t but too sweet, r�pened
by the warmth of k�ndred stud�es: for, from the true fa�th (wh�ch he as
a youth had not soundly and thoroughly �mb�bed), I had warped h�m
also to those superst�t�ous and pern�c�ous fables, for wh�ch my
mother bewa�led me. W�th me he now erred �n m�nd, nor could my
soul be w�thout h�m. But behold Thou wert close on the steps of Thy
fug�t�ves, at once God of vengeance, and Founta�n of merc�es,
turn�ng us to Thyself by wonderful means; Thou tookest that man out
of th�s l�fe, when he had scarce f�lled up one whole year of my
fr�endsh�p, sweet to me above all sweetness of that my l�fe.

Who can recount all Thy pra�ses, wh�ch he hath felt �n h�s one
self? What d�ddest Thou then, my God, and how unsearchable �s the
abyss of Thy judgments? For long, sore s�ck of a fever, he lay
senseless �n a death-sweat; and h�s recovery be�ng despa�red of, he
was bapt�sed, unknow�ng; myself meanwh�le l�ttle regard�ng, and
presum�ng that h�s soul would reta�n rather what �t had rece�ved of
me, not what was wrought on h�s unconsc�ous body. But �t proved far
otherw�se: for he was refreshed, and restored. Forthw�th, as soon as
I could speak w�th h�m (and I could, so soon as he was able, for I
never left h�m, and we hung but too much upon each other), I
essayed to jest w�th h�m, as though he would jest w�th me at that
bapt�sm wh�ch he had rece�ved, when utterly absent �n m�nd and
feel�ng, but had now understood that he had rece�ved. But he so
shrunk from me, as from an enemy; and w�th a wonderful and
sudden freedom bade me, as I would cont�nue h�s fr�end, forbear



such language to h�m. I, all aston�shed and amazed, suppressed all
my emot�ons t�ll he should grow well, and h�s health were strong
enough for me to deal w�th h�m as I would. But he was taken away
from my frenzy, that w�th Thee he m�ght be preserved for my
comfort; a few days after �n my absence, he was attacked aga�n by
the fever, and so departed.

At th�s gr�ef my heart was utterly darkened; and whatever I beheld
was death. My nat�ve country was a torment to me, and my father's
house a strange unhapp�ness; and whatever I had shared w�th h�m,
want�ng h�m, became a d�stract�ng torture. M�ne eyes sought h�m
every where, but he was not granted them; and I hated all places, for
that they had not h�m; nor could they now tell me, "he �s com�ng," as
when he was al�ve and absent. I became a great r�ddle to myself,
and I asked my soul, why she was so sad, and why she d�squ�eted
me sorely: but she knew not what to answer me. And �f I sa�d, Trust
�n God, she very r�ghtly obeyed me not; because that most dear
fr�end, whom she had lost, was, be�ng man, both truer and better
than that phantasm she was b�d to trust �n. Only tears were sweet to
me, for they succeeded my fr�end, �n the dearest of my affect�ons.

And now, Lord, these th�ngs are passed by, and t�me hath
assuaged my wound. May I learn from Thee, who art Truth, and
approach the ear of my heart unto Thy mouth, that Thou mayest tell
me why weep�ng �s sweet to the m�serable? Hast Thou, although
present every where, cast away our m�sery far from Thee? And Thou
ab�dest �n Thyself, but we are tossed about �n d�vers tr�als. And yet
unless we mourned �n Th�ne ears, we should have no hope left.
Whence then �s sweet fru�t gathered from the b�tterness of l�fe, from
groan�ng, tears, s�ghs, and compla�nts? Doth th�s sweeten �t, that we
hope Thou hearest? Th�s �s true of prayer, for there�n �s a long�ng to
approach unto Thee. But �s �t also �n gr�ef for a th�ng lost, and the
sorrow wherew�th I was then overwhelmed? For I ne�ther hoped he
should return to l�fe nor d�d I des�re th�s w�th my tears; but I wept only
and gr�eved. For I was m�serable, and had lost my joy. Or �s weep�ng
�ndeed a b�tter th�ng, and for very loath�ng of the th�ngs wh�ch we
before enjoyed, does �t then, when we shr�nk from them, please us?



But what speak I of these th�ngs? for now �s no t�me to quest�on,
but to confess unto Thee. Wretched I was; and wretched �s every
soul bound by the fr�endsh�p of per�shable th�ngs; he �s torn asunder
when he loses them, and then he feels the wretchedness wh�ch he
had ere yet he lost them. So was �t then w�th me; I wept most b�tterly,
and found my repose �n b�tterness. Thus was I wretched, and that
wretched l�fe I held dearer than my fr�end. For though I would
w�ll�ngly have changed �t, yet was I more unw�ll�ng to part w�th �t than
w�th h�m; yea, I know not whether I would have parted w�th �t even for
h�m, as �s related (�f not fe�gned) of Pylades and Orestes, that they
would gladly have d�ed for each other or together, not to l�ve together
be�ng to them worse than death. But �n me there had ar�sen some
unexpla�ned feel�ng, too contrary to th�s, for at once I loathed
exceed�ngly to l�ve and feared to d�e. I suppose, the more I loved
h�m, the more d�d I hate, and fear (as a most cruel enemy) death,
wh�ch had bereaved me of h�m: and I �mag�ned �t would speed�ly
make an end of all men, s�nce �t had power over h�m. Thus was �t
w�th me, I remember. Behold my heart, O my God, behold and see
�nto me; for well I remember �t, O my Hope, who cleansest me from
the �mpur�ty of such affect�ons, d�rect�ng m�ne eyes towards Thee,
and pluck�ng my feet out of the snare. For I wondered that others,
subject to death, d�d l�ve, s�nce he whom I loved, as �f he should
never d�e, was dead; and I wondered yet more that myself, who was
to h�m a second self, could l�ve, he be�ng dead. Well sa�d one of h�s
fr�end, "Thou half of my soul"; for I felt that my soul and h�s soul were
"one soul �n two bod�es": and therefore was my l�fe a horror to me,
because I would not l�ve halved. And therefore perchance I feared to
d�e, lest he whom I had much loved should d�e wholly.

O madness, wh�ch knowest not how to love men, l�ke men! O
fool�sh man that I then was, endur�ng �mpat�ently the lot of man! I
fretted then, s�ghed, wept, was d�stracted; had ne�ther rest nor
counsel. For I bore about a shattered and bleed�ng soul, �mpat�ent of
be�ng borne by me, yet where to repose �t, I found not. Not �n calm
groves, not �n games and mus�c, nor �n fragrant spots, nor �n cur�ous
banquet�ngs, nor �n the pleasures of the bed and the couch; nor
(f�nally) �n books or poesy, found �t repose. All th�ngs looked ghastly,
yea, the very l�ght; whatsoever was not what he was, was revolt�ng



and hateful, except groan�ng and tears. For �n those alone found I a
l�ttle refreshment. But when my soul was w�thdrawn from them a
huge load of m�sery we�ghed me down. To Thee, O Lord, �t ought to
have been ra�sed, for Thee to l�ghten; I knew �t; but ne�ther could nor
would; the more, s�nce, when I thought of Thee, Thou wert not to me
any sol�d or substant�al th�ng. For Thou wert not Thyself, but a mere
phantom, and my error was my God. If I offered to d�scharge my load
thereon, that �t m�ght rest, �t gl�ded through the vo�d, and came
rush�ng down aga�n on me; and I had rema�ned to myself a hapless
spot, where I could ne�ther be, nor be from thence. For wh�ther
should my heart flee from my heart? Wh�ther should I flee from
myself? Wh�ther not follow myself? And yet I fled out of my country;
for so should m�ne eyes less look for h�m, where they were not wont
to see h�m. And thus from Thagaste, I came to Carthage.

T�mes lose no t�me; nor do they roll �dly by; through our senses
they work strange operat�ons on the m�nd. Behold, they went and
came day by day, and by com�ng and go�ng, �ntroduced �nto my m�nd
other �mag�nat�ons and other remembrances; and l�ttle by l�ttle
patched me up aga�n w�th my old k�nd of del�ghts, unto wh�ch that my
sorrow gave way. And yet there succeeded, not �ndeed other gr�efs,
yet the causes of other gr�efs. For whence had that former gr�ef so
eas�ly reached my very �nmost soul, but that I had poured out my
soul upon the dust, �n lov�ng one that must d�e, as �f he would never
d�e? For what restored and refreshed me ch�efly was the solaces of
other fr�ends, w�th whom I d�d love, what �nstead of Thee I loved; and
th�s was a great fable, and protracted l�e, by whose adulterous
st�mulus, our soul, wh�ch lay �tch�ng �n our ears, was be�ng def�led.
But that fable would not d�e to me, so oft as any of my fr�ends d�ed.
There were other th�ngs wh�ch �n them d�d more take my m�nd; to
talk and jest together, to do k�nd off�ces by turns; to read together
hon�ed books; to play the fool or be earnest together; to d�ssent at
t�mes w�thout d�scontent, as a man m�ght w�th h�s own self; and even
w�th the seldomness of these d�ssent�ngs, to season our more
frequent consent�ngs; somet�mes to teach, and somet�mes learn;
long for the absent w�th �mpat�ence; and welcome the com�ng w�th
joy. These and the l�ke express�ons, proceed�ng out of the hearts of
those that loved and were loved aga�n, by the countenance, the



tongue, the eyes, and a thousand pleas�ng gestures, were so much
fuel to melt our souls together, and out of many make but one.

Th�s �s �t that �s loved �n fr�ends; and so loved, that a man's
consc�ence condemns �tself, �f he love not h�m that loves h�m aga�n,
or love not aga�n h�m that loves h�m, look�ng for noth�ng from h�s
person but �nd�cat�ons of h�s love. Hence that mourn�ng, �f one d�e,
and darken�ngs of sorrows, that steep�ng of the heart �n tears, all
sweetness turned to b�tterness; and upon the loss of l�fe of the dy�ng,
the death of the l�v�ng. Blessed whoso loveth Thee, and h�s fr�end �n
Thee, and h�s enemy for Thee. For he alone loses none dear to h�m,
to whom all are dear �n H�m who cannot be lost. And who �s th�s but
our God, the God that made heaven and earth, and f�lleth them,
because by f�ll�ng them He created them? Thee none loseth, but who
leaveth. And who leaveth Thee, wh�ther goeth or wh�ther fleeth he,
but from Thee well-pleased, to Thee d�spleased? For where doth he
not f�nd Thy law �n h�s own pun�shment? And Thy law �s truth, and
truth Thou.

Turn us, O God of Hosts, show us Thy countenance, and we shall
be whole. For wh�thersoever the soul of man turns �tself, unless
toward Thee, �t �s r�veted upon sorrows, yea though �t �s r�veted on
th�ngs beaut�ful. And yet they, out of Thee, and out of the soul, were
not, unless they were from Thee. They r�se, and set; and by r�s�ng,
they beg�n as �t were to be; they grow, that they may be perfected;
and perfected, they wax old and w�ther; and all grow not old, but all
w�ther. So then when they r�se and tend to be, the more qu�ckly they
grow that they may be, so much the more they haste not to be. Th�s
�s the law of them. Thus much has Thou allotted them, because they
are port�ons of th�ngs, wh�ch ex�st not all at once, but by pass�ng
away and succeed�ng, they together complete that un�verse, whereof
they are port�ons. And even thus �s our speech completed by s�gns
g�v�ng forth a sound: but th�s aga�n �s not perfected unless one word
pass away when �t hath sounded �ts part, that another may succeed.
Out of all these th�ngs let my soul pra�se Thee, O God, Creator of all;
yet let not my soul be r�veted unto these th�ngs w�th the glue of love,
through the senses of the body. For they go wh�ther they were to go,
that they m�ght not be; and they rend her w�th pest�lent long�ngs,
because she longs to be, yet loves to repose �n what she loves. But



�n these th�ngs �s no place of repose; they ab�de not, they flee; and
who can follow them w�th the senses of the flesh? yea, who can
grasp them, when they are hard by? For the sense of the flesh �s
slow, because �t �s the sense of the flesh; and thereby �s �t bounded.
It suff�ceth for that �t was made for; but �t suff�ceth not to stay th�ngs
runn�ng the�r course from the�r appo�nted start�ng-place to the end
appo�nted. For �n Thy Word, by wh�ch they are created, they hear
the�r decree, "hence and h�therto."

Be not fool�sh, O my soul, nor become deaf �n the ear of th�ne
heart w�th the tumult of thy folly. Hearken thou too.

The Word �tself calleth thee to return: and there �s the place of rest
�mperturbable, where love �s not forsaken, �f �tself forsaketh not.
Behold, these th�ngs pass away, that others may replace them, and
so th�s lower un�verse be completed by all h�s parts. But do I depart
any wh�ther? sa�th the Word of God. There f�x thy dwell�ng, trust
there whatsoever thou hast thence, O my soul, at least now thou art
t�red out w�th van�t�es. Entrust Truth, whatsoever thou hast from the
Truth, and thou shalt lose noth�ng; and thy decay shall bloom aga�n,
and all thy d�seases be healed, and thy mortal parts be reformed and
renewed, and bound around thee: nor shall they lay thee wh�ther
themselves descend; but they shall stand fast w�th thee, and ab�de
for ever before God, Who ab�deth and standeth fast for ever.

Why then be perverted and follow thy flesh? Be �t converted and
follow thee. Whatever by her thou hast sense of, �s �n part; and the
whole, whereof these are parts, thou knowest not; and yet they
del�ght thee. But had the sense of thy flesh a capac�ty for
comprehend�ng the whole, and not �tself also, for thy pun�shment,
been justly restr�cted to a part of the whole, thou wouldest, that
whatsoever ex�steth at th�s present, should pass away, that so the
whole m�ght better please thee. For what we speak also, by the
same sense of the flesh thou hearest; yet wouldest not thou have the
syllables stay, but fly away, that others may come, and thou hear the
whole. And so ever, when any one th�ng �s made up of many, all of
wh�ch do not ex�st together, all collect�vely would please more than
they do severally, could all be perce�ved collect�vely. But far better



than these �s He who made all; and He �s our God, nor doth He pass
away, for ne�ther doth aught succeed H�m.

If bod�es please thee, pra�se God on occas�on of them, and turn
back thy love upon the�r Maker; lest �n these th�ngs wh�ch please
thee, thou d�splease. If souls please thee, be they loved �n God: for
they too are mutable, but �n H�m are they f�rmly stabl�shed; else
would they pass, and pass away. In H�m then be they beloved; and
carry unto H�m along w�th thee what souls thou canst, and say to
them, "H�m let us love, H�m let us love: He made these, nor �s He far
off. For He d�d not make them, and so depart, but they are of H�m,
and �n H�m. See there He �s, where truth �s loved. He �s w�th�n the
very heart, yet hath the heart strayed from H�m. Go back �nto your
heart, ye transgressors, and cleave fast to H�m that made you. Stand
w�th H�m, and ye shall stand fast. Rest �n H�m, and ye shall be at
rest. Wh�ther go ye �n rough ways? Wh�ther go ye? The good that
you love �s from H�m; but �t �s good and pleasant through reference
to H�m, and justly shall �t be emb�ttered, because unjustly �s any th�ng
loved wh�ch �s from H�m, �f He be forsaken for �t. To what end then
would ye st�ll and st�ll walk these d�ff�cult and to�lsome ways? There
�s no rest, where ye seek �t. Seek what ye seek; but �t �s not there
where ye seek. Ye seek a blessed l�fe �n the land of death; �t �s not
there. For how should there be a blessed l�fe where l�fe �tself �s not?

"But our true L�fe came down h�ther, and bore our death, and slew
h�m, out of the abundance of H�s own l�fe: and He thundered, call�ng
aloud to us to return hence to H�m �nto that secret place, whence He
came forth to us, f�rst �nto the V�rg�n's womb, where�n He espoused
the human creat�on, our mortal flesh, that �t m�ght not be for ever
mortal, and thence l�ke a br�degroom com�ng out of h�s chamber,
rejo�c�ng as a g�ant to run h�s course. For He l�ngered not, but ran,
call�ng aloud by words, deeds, death, l�fe, descent, ascens�on; cry�ng
aloud to us to return unto H�m. And He departed from our eyes, that
we m�ght return �nto our heart, and there f�nd H�m. For He departed,
and lo, He �s here. He would not be long w�th us, yet left us not; for
He departed th�ther, whence He never parted, because the world
was made by H�m. And �n th�s world He was, and �nto th�s world He
came to save s�nners, unto whom my soul confesseth, and He
healeth �t, for �t hath s�nned aga�nst H�m. O ye sons of men, how long



so slow of heart? Even now, after the descent of L�fe to you, w�ll ye
not ascend and l�ve? But wh�ther ascend ye, when ye are on h�gh,
and set your mouth aga�nst the heavens? Descend, that ye may
ascend, and ascend to God. For ye have fallen, by ascend�ng
aga�nst H�m." Tell them th�s, that they may weep �n the valley of
tears, and so carry them up w�th thee unto God; because out of H�s
sp�r�t thou speakest thus unto them, �f thou speakest, burn�ng w�th
the f�re of char�ty.

These th�ngs I then knew not, and I loved these lower beaut�es,
and I was s�nk�ng to the very depths, and to my fr�ends I sa�d, "Do
we love any th�ng but the beaut�ful? What then �s the beaut�ful? and
what �s beauty? What �s �t that attracts and w�ns us to the th�ngs we
love? for unless there were �n them a grace and beauty, they could
by no means draw us unto them." And I marked and perce�ved that
�n bod�es themselves, there was a beauty, from the�r form�ng a sort
of whole, and aga�n, another from apt and mutual correspondence,
as of a part of the body w�th �ts whole, or a shoe w�th a foot, and the
l�ke. And th�s cons�derat�on sprang up �n my m�nd, out of my �nmost
heart, and I wrote "on the fa�r and f�t," I th�nk, two or three books.
Thou knowest, O Lord, for �t �s gone from me; for I have them not,
but they are strayed from me, I know not how.

But what moved me, O Lord my God, to ded�cate these books
unto H�er�us, an orator of Rome, whom I knew not by face, but loved
for the fame of h�s learn�ng wh�ch was em�nent �n h�m, and some
words of h�s I had heard, wh�ch pleased me? But more d�d he please
me, for that he pleased others, who h�ghly extolled h�m, amazed that
out of a Syr�an, f�rst �nstructed �n Greek eloquence, should
afterwards be formed a wonderful Lat�n orator, and one most learned
�n th�ngs perta�n�ng unto ph�losophy. One �s commended, and,
unseen, he �s loved: doth th�s love enter the heart of the hearer from
the mouth of the commender? Not so. But by one who loveth �s
another k�ndled. For hence he �s loved who �s commended, when the
commender �s bel�eved to extol h�m w�th an unfe�gned heart; that �s,
when one that loves h�m, pra�ses h�m.

For so d�d I then love men, upon the judgment of men, not Th�ne,
O my God, �n Whom no man �s dece�ved. But yet why not for



qual�t�es, l�ke those of a famous char�oteer, or f�ghter w�th beasts �n
the theatre, known far and w�de by a vulgar popular�ty, but far
otherw�se, and earnestly, and so as I would be myself commended?
For I would not be commended or loved, as actors are (though I
myself d�d commend and love them), but had rather be unknown,
than so known; and even hated, than so loved. Where now are the
�mpulses to such var�ous and d�vers k�nds of loves la�d up �n one
soul? Why, s�nce we are equally men, do I love �n another what, �f I
d�d not hate, I should not spurn and cast from myself? For �t holds
not, that as a good horse �s loved by h�m, who would not, though he
m�ght, be that horse, therefore the same may be sa�d of an actor,
who shares our nature. Do I then love �n a man, what I hate to be,
who am a man? Man h�mself �s a great deep, whose very ha�rs Thou
numberest, O Lord, and they fall not to the ground w�thout Thee. And
yet are the ha�rs of h�s head eas�er to be numbered than h�s feel�ngs,
and the beat�ngs of h�s heart.

But that orator was of that sort whom I loved, as w�sh�ng to be
myself such; and I erred through a swell�ng pr�de, and was tossed
about w�th every w�nd, but yet was steered by Thee, though very
secretly. And whence do I know, and whence do I conf�dently
confess unto Thee, that I had loved h�m more for the love of h�s
commenders, than for the very th�ngs for wh�ch he was
commended? Because, had he been unpra�sed, and these self-
same men had d�spra�sed h�m, and w�th d�spra�se and contempt told
the very same th�ngs of h�m, I had never been so k�ndled and exc�ted
to love h�m. And yet the th�ngs had not been other, nor he h�mself
other; but only the feel�ngs of the relators. See where the �mpotent
soul l�es along, that �s not yet stayed up by the sol�d�ty of truth! Just
as the gales of tongues blow from the breast of the op�n�onat�ve, so
�s �t carr�ed th�s way and that, dr�ven forward and backward, and the
l�ght �s overclouded to �t, and the truth unseen. And lo, �t �s before us.
And �t was to me a great matter, that my d�scourse and labours
should be known to that man: wh�ch should he approve, I were the
more k�ndled; but �f he d�sapproved, my empty heart, vo�d of Thy
sol�d�ty, had been wounded. And yet the "fa�r and f�t," whereon I
wrote to h�m, I dwelt on w�th pleasure, and surveyed �t, and adm�red
�t, though none jo�ned there�n.



But I saw not yet, whereon th�s we�ghty matter turned �n Thy
w�sdom, O Thou Omn�potent, who only doest wonders; and my m�nd
ranged through corporeal forms; and "fa�r," I def�ned and
d�st�ngu�shed what �s so �n �tself, and "f�t," whose beauty �s �n
correspondence to some other th�ng: and th�s I supported by
corporeal examples. And I turned to the nature of the m�nd, but the
false not�on wh�ch I had of sp�r�tual th�ngs, let me not see the truth.
Yet the force of truth d�d of �tself flash �nto m�ne eyes, and I turned
away my pant�ng soul from �ncorporeal substance to l�neaments, and
colours, and bulky magn�tudes. And not be�ng able to see these �n
the m�nd, I thought I could not see my m�nd. And whereas �n v�rtue I
loved peace, and �n v�c�ousness I abhorred d�scord; �n the f�rst I
observed a un�ty, but �n the other, a sort of d�v�s�on. And �n that un�ty I
conce�ved the rat�onal soul, and the nature of truth and of the ch�ef
good to cons�st; but �n th�s d�v�s�on I m�serably �mag�ned there to be
some unknown substance of �rrat�onal l�fe, and the nature of the ch�ef
ev�l, wh�ch should not only be a substance, but real l�fe also, and yet
not der�ved from Thee, O my God, of whom are all th�ngs. And yet
that f�rst I called a Monad, as �t had been a soul w�thout sex; but the
latter a Duad;—anger, �n deeds of v�olence, and �n flag�t�ousness,
lust; not know�ng whereof I spake. For I had not known or learned
that ne�ther was ev�l a substance, nor our soul that ch�ef and
unchangeable good.

For as deeds of v�olence ar�se, �f that emot�on of the soul be
corrupted, whence vehement act�on spr�ngs, st�rr�ng �tself �nsolently
and unrul�ly; and lusts, when that affect�on of the soul �s ungoverned,
whereby carnal pleasures are drunk �n, so do errors and false
op�n�ons def�le the conversat�on, �f the reasonable soul �tself be
corrupted; as �t was then �n me, who knew not that �t must be
enl�ghtened by another l�ght, that �t may be partaker of truth, see�ng
�tself �s not that nature of truth. For Thou shalt l�ght my candle, O
Lord my God, Thou shalt enl�ghten my darkness: and of Thy fulness
have we all rece�ved, for Thou art the true l�ght that l�ghteth every
man that cometh �nto the world; for �n Thee there �s no var�ableness,
ne�ther shadow of change.

But I pressed towards Thee, and was thrust from Thee, that I
m�ght taste of death: for thou res�stest the proud. But what prouder,



than for me w�th a strange madness to ma�nta�n myself to be that by
nature wh�ch Thou art? For whereas I was subject to change (so
much be�ng man�fest to me, my very des�re to become w�se, be�ng
the w�sh, of worse to become better), yet chose I rather to �mag�ne
Thee subject to change, and myself not to be that wh�ch Thou art.
Therefore I was repelled by Thee, and Thou res�stedst my va�n
st�ffneckedness, and I �mag�ned corporeal forms, and, myself flesh, I
accused flesh; and, a w�nd that passeth away, I returned not to Thee,
but I passed on and on to th�ngs wh�ch have no be�ng, ne�ther �n
Thee, nor �n me, nor �n the body. Ne�ther were they created for me
by Thy truth, but by my van�ty dev�sed out of th�ngs corporeal. And I
was wont to ask Thy fa�thful l�ttle ones, my fellow-c�t�zens (from
whom, unknown to myself, I stood ex�led), I was wont, prat�ng and
fool�shly, to ask them, "Why then doth the soul err wh�ch God
created?" But I would not be asked, "Why then doth God err?" And I
ma�nta�ned that Thy unchangeable substance d�d err upon
constra�nt, rather than confess that my changeable substance had
gone astray voluntar�ly, and now, �n pun�shment, lay �n error.

I was then some s�x or seven and twenty years old when I wrote
those volumes; revolv�ng w�th�n me corporeal f�ct�ons, buzz�ng �n the
ears of my heart, wh�ch I turned, O sweet truth, to thy �nward melody,
med�tat�ng on the "fa�r and f�t," and long�ng to stand and hearken to
Thee, and to rejo�ce greatly at the Br�degroom's vo�ce, but could not;
for by the vo�ces of m�ne own errors, I was hurr�ed abroad, and
through the we�ght of my own pr�de, I was s�nk�ng �nto the lowest p�t.
For Thou d�dst not make me to hear joy and gladness, nor d�d the
bones exult wh�ch were not yet humbled.

And what d�d �t prof�t me, that scarce twenty years old, a book of
Ar�stotle, wh�ch they call the ten Pred�caments, fall�ng �nto my hands
(on whose very name I hung, as on someth�ng great and d�v�ne, so
often as my rhetor�c master of Carthage, and others, accounted
learned, mouthed �t w�th cheeks burst�ng w�th pr�de), I read and
understood �t una�ded? And on my conferr�ng w�th others, who sa�d
that they scarcely understood �t w�th very able tutors, not only orally
expla�n�ng �t, but draw�ng many th�ngs �n sand, they could tell me no
more of �t than I had learned, read�ng �t by myself. And the book
appeared to me to speak very clearly of substances, such as "man,"



and of the�r qual�t�es, as the f�gure of a man, of what sort �t �s; and
stature, how many feet h�gh; and h�s relat�onsh�p, whose brother he
�s; or where placed; or when born; or whether he stands or s�ts; or be
shod or armed; or does, or suffers anyth�ng; and all the �nnumerable
th�ngs wh�ch m�ght be ranged under these n�ne Pred�caments, of
wh�ch I have g�ven some spec�mens, or under that ch�ef Pred�cament
of Substance.

What d�d all th�s further me, see�ng �t even h�ndered me? when,
�mag�n�ng whatever was, was comprehended under those ten
Pred�caments, I essayed �n such w�se to understand, O my God, Thy
wonderful and unchangeable Un�ty also, as �f Thou also hadst been
subjected to Th�ne own greatness or beauty; so that (as �n bod�es)
they should ex�st �n Thee, as the�r subject: whereas Thou Thyself art
Thy greatness and beauty; but a body �s not great or fa�r �n that �t �s a
body, see�ng that, though �t were less great or fa�r, �t should
notw�thstand�ng be a body. But �t was falsehood wh�ch of Thee I
conce�ved, not truth, f�ct�ons of my m�sery, not the real�t�es of Thy
blessedness. For Thou hadst commanded, and �t was done �n me,
that the earth should br�ng forth br�ars and thorns to me, and that �n
the sweat of my brows I should eat my bread.

And what d�d �t prof�t me, that all the books I could procure of the
so-called l�beral arts, I, the v�le slave of v�le affect�ons, read by
myself, and understood? And I del�ghted �n them, but knew not
whence came all, that there�n was true or certa�n. For I had my back
to the l�ght, and my face to the th�ngs enl�ghtened; whence my face,
w�th wh�ch I d�scerned the th�ngs enl�ghtened, �tself was not
enl�ghtened. Whatever was wr�tten, e�ther on rhetor�c, or log�c,
geometry, mus�c, and ar�thmet�c, by myself w�thout much d�ff�culty or
any �nstructor, I understood, Thou knowest, O Lord my God;
because both qu�ckness of understand�ng, and acuteness �n
d�scern�ng, �s Thy g�ft: yet d�d I not thence sacr�f�ce to Thee. So then
�t served not to my use, but rather to my perd�t�on, s�nce I went about
to get so good a port�on of my substance �nto my own keep�ng; and I
kept not my strength for Thee, but wandered from Thee �nto a far
country, to spend �t upon harlotr�es. For what prof�ted me good
ab�l�t�es, not employed to good uses? For I felt not that those arts
were atta�ned w�th great d�ff�culty, even by the stud�ous and talented,



unt�l I attempted to expla�n them to such; when he most excelled �n
them who followed me not altogether slowly.

But what d�d th�s further me, �mag�n�ng that Thou, O Lord God, the
Truth, wert a vast and br�ght body, and I a fragment of that body?
Perverseness too great! But such was I. Nor do I blush, O my God,
to confess to Thee Thy merc�es towards me, and to call upon Thee,
who blushed not then to profess to men my blasphem�es, and to
bark aga�nst Thee. What prof�ted me then my n�mble w�t �n those
sc�ences and all those most knotty volumes, unravelled by me,
w�thout a�d from human �nstruct�on; see�ng I erred so foully, and w�th
such sacr�leg�ous shamefulness, �n the doctr�ne of p�ety? Or what
h�ndrance was a far slower w�t to Thy l�ttle ones, s�nce they departed
not far from Thee, that �n the nest of Thy Church they m�ght securely
be fledged, and nour�sh the w�ngs of char�ty, by the food of a sound
fa�th. O Lord our God, under the shadow of Thy w�ngs let us hope;
protect us, and carry us. Thou w�lt carry us both when l�ttle, and even
to hoar ha�rs w�lt Thou carry us; for our f�rmness, when �t �s Thou,
then �s �t f�rmness; but when our own, �t �s �nf�rm�ty. Our good ever
l�ves w�th Thee; from wh�ch when we turn away, we are turned as�de.
Let us now, O Lord, return, that we may not be overturned, because
w�th Thee our good l�ves w�thout any decay, wh�ch good art Thou;
nor need we fear, lest there be no place wh�ther to return, because
we fell from �t: for through our absence, our mans�on fell not—Thy
etern�ty.





BOOK V
Accept the sacr�f�ce of my confess�ons from the m�n�stry of my

tongue, wh�ch Thou hast formed and st�rred up to confess unto Thy
name. Heal Thou all my bones, and let them say, O Lord, who �s l�ke
unto Thee? For he who confesses to Thee doth not teach Thee what
takes place w�th�n h�m; see�ng a closed heart closes not out Thy eye,
nor can man's hard-heartedness thrust back Thy hand: for Thou
d�ssolvest �t at Thy w�ll �n p�ty or �n vengeance, and noth�ng can h�de
�tself from Thy heat. But let my soul pra�se Thee, that �t may love
Thee; and let �t confess Thy own merc�es to Thee, that �t may pra�se
Thee. Thy whole creat�on ceaseth not, nor �s s�lent �n Thy pra�ses;
ne�ther the sp�r�t of man w�th vo�ce d�rected unto Thee, nor creat�on
an�mate or �nan�mate, by the vo�ce of those who med�tate thereon:
that so our souls may from the�r wear�ness ar�se towards Thee,
lean�ng on those th�ngs wh�ch Thou hast created, and pass�ng on to
Thyself, who madest them wonderfully; and there �s refreshment and
true strength.

Let the restless, the godless, depart and flee from Thee; yet Thou
seest them, and d�v�dest the darkness. And behold, the un�verse w�th
them �s fa�r, though they are foul. And how have they �njured Thee?
or how have they d�sgraced Thy government, wh�ch, from the
heaven to th�s lowest earth, �s just and perfect? For wh�ther fled they,
when they fled from Thy presence? or where dost not Thou f�nd
them? But they fled, that they m�ght not see Thee see�ng them, and,
bl�nded, m�ght stumble aga�nst Thee (because Thou forsakest
noth�ng Thou hast made); that the unjust, I say, m�ght stumble upon
Thee, and justly be hurt; w�thdraw�ng themselves from thy
gentleness, and stumbl�ng at Thy upr�ghtness, and fall�ng upon the�r
own ruggedness. Ignorant, �n truth, that Thou art every where,
Whom no place encompasseth! and Thou alone art near, even to
those that remove far from Thee. Let them then be turned, and seek
Thee; because not as they have forsaken the�r Creator, hast Thou



forsaken Thy creat�on. Let them be turned and seek Thee; and
behold, Thou art there �n the�r heart, �n the heart of those that
confess to Thee, and cast themselves upon Thee, and weep �n Thy
bosom, after all the�r rugged ways. Then dost Thou gently w�pe away
the�r tears, and they weep the more, and joy �n weep�ng; even for
that Thou, Lord,—not man of flesh and blood, but—Thou, Lord, who
madest them, re-makest and comfortest them. But where was I,
when I was seek�ng Thee? And Thou wert before me, but I had gone
away from Thee; nor d�d I f�nd myself, how much less Thee!

I would lay open before my God that n�ne-and-twent�eth year of
m�ne age. There had then come to Carthage a certa�n B�shop of the
Man�chees, Faustus by name, a great snare of the Dev�l, and many
were entangled by h�m through that lure of h�s smooth language:
wh�ch though I d�d commend, yet could I separate from the truth of
the th�ngs wh�ch I was earnest to learn: nor d�d I so much regard the
serv�ce of oratory as the sc�ence wh�ch th�s Faustus, so pra�sed
among them, set before me to feed upon. Fame had before
bespoken h�m most know�ng �n all valuable learn�ng, and exqu�s�tely
sk�lled �n the l�beral sc�ences. And s�nce I had read and well
remembered much of the ph�losophers, I compared some th�ngs of
the�rs w�th those long fables of the Man�chees, and found the former
the more probable; even although they could only preva�l so far as to
make judgment of th�s lower world, the Lord of �t they could by no
means f�nd out. For Thou art great, O Lord, and hast respect unto
the humble, but the proud Thou beholdest afar off. Nor dost Thou
draw near, but to the contr�te �n heart, nor art found by the proud, no,
not though by cur�ous sk�ll they could number the stars and the sand,
and measure the starry heavens, and track the courses of the
planets.

For w�th the�r understand�ng and w�t, wh�ch Thou bestowedst on
them, they search out these th�ngs; and much have they found out;
and foretold, many years before, ecl�pses of those lum�nar�es, the
sun and moon,—what day and hour, and how many d�g�ts,—nor d�d
the�r calculat�on fa�l; and �t came to pass as they foretold; and they
wrote down the rules they had found out, and these are read at th�s
day, and out of them do others foretell �n what year and month of the
year, and what day of the month, and what hour of the day, and what



part of �ts l�ght, moon or sun �s to be ecl�psed, and so �t shall be, as �t
�s foreshowed. At these th�ngs men, that know not th�s art, marvel
and are aston�shed, and they that know �t, exult, and are puffed up;
and by an ungodly pr�de depart�ng from Thee, and fa�l�ng of Thy l�ght,
they foresee a fa�lure of the sun's l�ght, wh�ch shall be, so long
before, but see not the�r own, wh�ch �s. For they search not
rel�g�ously whence they have the w�t, wherew�th they search out th�s.
And f�nd�ng that Thou madest them, they g�ve not themselves up to
Thee, to preserve what Thou madest, nor sacr�f�ce to Thee what they
have made themselves; nor slay the�r own soar�ng �mag�nat�ons, as
fowls of the a�r, nor the�r own d�v�ng cur�os�t�es (wherew�th, l�ke the
f�shes of the sea, they wander over the unknown paths of the abyss),
nor the�r own luxur�ousness, as beasts of the f�eld, that Thou, Lord, a
consum�ng f�re, mayest burn up those dead cares of the�rs, and re-
create themselves �mmortally.

But they knew not the way, Thy Word, by Whom Thou madest
these th�ngs wh�ch they number, and themselves who number, and
the sense whereby they perce�ve what they number, and the
understand�ng, out of wh�ch they number; or that of Thy w�sdom
there �s no number. But the Only Begotten �s H�mself made unto us
w�sdom, and r�ghteousness, and sanct�f�cat�on, and was numbered
among us, and pa�d tr�bute unto Caesar. They knew not th�s way
whereby to descend to H�m from themselves, and by H�m ascend
unto H�m. They knew not th�s way, and deemed themselves exalted
amongst the stars and sh�n�ng; and behold, they fell upon the earth,
and the�r fool�sh heart was darkened. They d�scourse many th�ngs
truly concern�ng the creature; but Truth, Art�f�cer of the creature, they
seek not p�ously, and therefore f�nd H�m not; or �f they f�nd H�m,
know�ng H�m to be God, they glor�fy H�m not as God, ne�ther are
thankful, but become va�n �n the�r �mag�nat�ons, and profess
themselves to be w�se, attr�but�ng to themselves what �s Th�ne; and
thereby w�th most perverse bl�ndness, study to �mpute to Thee what
�s the�r own, forg�ng l�es of Thee who art the Truth, and chang�ng the
glory of uncorrupt�ble God �nto an �mage made l�ke corrupt�ble man,
and to b�rds, and four-footed beasts, and creep�ng th�ngs, chang�ng
Thy truth �nto a l�e, and worsh�pp�ng and serv�ng the creature more
than the Creator.



Yet many truths concern�ng the creature reta�ned I from these
men, and saw the reason thereof from calculat�ons, the success�on
of t�mes, and the v�s�ble test�mon�es of the stars; and compared them
w�th the say�ng of Man�chaeus, wh�ch �n h�s frenzy he had wr�tten
most largely on these subjects; but d�scovered not any account of
the solst�ces, or equ�noxes, or the ecl�pses of the greater l�ghts, nor
whatever of th�s sort I had learned �n the books of secular
ph�losophy. But I was commanded to bel�eve; and yet �t
corresponded not w�th what had been establ�shed by calculat�ons
and my own s�ght, but was qu�te contrary.

Doth then, O Lord God of truth, whoso knoweth these th�ngs,
therefore please Thee? Surely unhappy �s he who knoweth all these,
and knoweth not Thee: but happy whoso knoweth Thee, though he
know not these. And whoso knoweth both Thee and them �s not the
happ�er for them, but for Thee only, �f, know�ng Thee, he glor�f�es
Thee as God, and �s thankful, and becomes not va�n �n h�s
�mag�nat�ons. For as he �s better off who knows how to possess a
tree, and return thanks to Thee for the use thereof, although he know
not how many cub�ts h�gh �t �s, or how w�de �t spreads, than he that
can measure �t, and count all �ts boughs, and ne�ther owns �t, nor
knows or loves �ts Creator: so a bel�ever, whose all th�s world of
wealth �s, and who hav�ng noth�ng, yet possesseth all th�ngs, by
cleav�ng unto Thee, whom all th�ngs serve, though he know not even
the c�rcles of the Great Bear, yet �s �t folly to doubt but he �s �n a
better state than one who can measure the heavens, and number
the stars, and po�se the elements, yet neglecteth Thee who hast
made all th�ngs �n number, we�ght, and measure.

But yet who bade that Man�chaeus wr�te on these th�ngs also, sk�ll
�n wh�ch was no element of p�ety? For Thou hast sa�d to man,
Behold p�ety and w�sdom; of wh�ch he m�ght be �gnorant, though he
had perfect knowledge of these th�ngs; but these th�ngs, s�nce,
know�ng not, he most �mpudently dared to teach, he pla�nly could
have no knowledge of p�ety. For �t �s van�ty to make profess�on of
these worldly th�ngs even when known; but confess�on to Thee �s
p�ety. Wherefore th�s wanderer to th�s end spake much of these
th�ngs, that conv�cted by those who had truly learned them, �t m�ght
be man�fest what understand�ng he had �n the other abstruser th�ngs.



For he would not have h�mself meanly thought of, but went about to
persuade men, "That the Holy Ghost, the Comforter and Enr�cher of
Thy fa�thful ones, was w�th plenary author�ty personally w�th�n h�m."
When then he was found out to have taught falsely of the heaven
and stars, and of the mot�ons of the sun and moon (although these
th�ngs perta�n not to the doctr�ne of rel�g�on), yet h�s sacr�leg�ous
presumpt�on would become ev�dent enough, see�ng he del�vered
th�ngs wh�ch not only he knew not, but wh�ch were fals�f�ed, w�th so
mad a van�ty of pr�de, that he sought to ascr�be them to h�mself, as
to a d�v�ne person.

For when I hear any Chr�st�an brother �gnorant of these th�ngs, and
m�staken on them, I can pat�ently behold such a man hold�ng h�s
op�n�on; nor do I see that any �gnorance as to the pos�t�on or
character of the corporeal creat�on can �njure h�m, so long as he doth
not bel�eve any th�ng unworthy of Thee, O Lord, the Creator of all.
But �t doth �njure h�m, �f he �mag�ne �t to perta�n to the form of the
doctr�ne of p�ety, and w�ll yet aff�rm that too st�ffly whereof he �s
�gnorant. And yet �s even such an �nf�rm�ty, �n the �nfancy of fa�th,
borne by our mother Char�ty, t�ll the new-born may grow up unto a
perfect man, so as not to be carr�ed about w�th every w�nd of
doctr�ne. But �n h�m who �n such w�se presumed to be the teacher,
source, gu�de, ch�ef of all whom he could so persuade, that whoso
followed h�m thought that he followed, not a mere man, but Thy Holy
Sp�r�t; who would not judge that so great madness, when once
conv�cted of hav�ng taught any th�ng false, were to be detested and
utterly rejected? But I had not as yet clearly ascerta�ned whether the
v�c�ss�tudes of longer and shorter days and n�ghts, and of day and
n�ght �tself, w�th the ecl�pses of the greater l�ghts, and whatever else
of the k�nd I had read of �n other books, m�ght be expla�ned
cons�stently w�th h�s say�ngs; so that, �f they by any means m�ght, �t
should st�ll rema�n a quest�on to me whether �t were so or no; but I
m�ght, on account of h�s reputed sanct�ty, rest my credence upon h�s
author�ty.

And for almost all those n�ne years, where�n w�th unsettled m�nd I
had been the�r d�sc�ple, I had longed but too �ntensely for the com�ng
of th�s Faustus. For the rest of the sect, whom by chance I had
l�ghted upon, when unable to solve my object�ons about these th�ngs,



st�ll held out to me the com�ng of th�s Faustus, by conference w�th
whom these and greater d�ff�cult�es, �f I had them, were to be most
read�ly and abundantly cleared. When then he came, I found h�m a
man of pleas�ng d�scourse, and who could speak fluently and �n
better terms, yet st�ll but the self-same th�ngs wh�ch they were wont
to say. But what ava�led the utmost neatness of the cup-bearer to my
th�rst for a more prec�ous draught? M�ne ears were already cloyed
w�th the l�ke, nor d�d they seem to me therefore better, because
better sa�d; nor therefore true, because eloquent; nor the soul
therefore w�se, because the face was comely, and the language
graceful. But they who held h�m out to me were no good judges of
th�ngs; and therefore to them he appeared understand�ng and w�se,
because �n words pleas�ng. I felt however that another sort of people
were susp�c�ous even of truth, and refused to assent to �t, �f del�vered
�n a smooth and cop�ous d�scourse. But Thou, O my God, hadst
already taught me by wonderful and secret ways, and therefore I
bel�eve that Thou taughtest me, because �t �s truth, nor �s there
bes�des Thee any teacher of truth, where or whencesoever �t may
sh�ne upon us. Of Thyself therefore had I now learned, that ne�ther
ought any th�ng to seem to be spoken truly, because eloquently; nor
therefore falsely, because the utterance of the l�ps �s �nharmon�ous;
nor, aga�n, therefore true, because rudely del�vered; nor therefore
false, because the language �s r�ch; but that w�sdom and folly are as
wholesome and unwholesome food; and adorned or unadorned
phrases as courtly or country vessels; e�ther k�nd of meats may be
served up �n e�ther k�nd of d�shes.

That greed�ness then, wherew�th I had of so long t�me expected
that man, was del�ghted ver�ly w�th h�s act�on and feel�ng when
d�sput�ng, and h�s cho�ce and read�ness of words to clothe h�s �deas.
I was then del�ghted, and, w�th many others and more than they, d�d I
pra�se and extol h�m. It troubled me, however, that �n the assembly of
h�s aud�tors, I was not allowed to put �n and commun�cate those
quest�ons that troubled me, �n fam�l�ar converse w�th h�m. Wh�ch
when I m�ght, and w�th my fr�ends began to engage h�s ears at such
t�mes as �t was not unbecom�ng for h�m to d�scuss w�th me, and had
brought forward such th�ngs as moved me; I found h�m f�rst utterly
�gnorant of l�beral sc�ences, save grammar, and that but �n an



ord�nary way. But because he had read some of Tully's Orat�ons, a
very few books of Seneca, some th�ngs of the poets, and such few
volumes of h�s own sect as were wr�tten �n Lat�n and neatly, and was
da�ly pract�sed �n speak�ng, he acqu�red a certa�n eloquence, wh�ch
proved the more pleas�ng and seduct�ve because under the
gu�dance of a good w�t, and w�th a k�nd of natural gracefulness. Is �t
not thus, as I recall �t, O Lord my God, Thou judge of my
consc�ence? before Thee �s my heart, and my remembrance, Who
d�dst at that t�me d�rect me by the h�dden mystery of Thy prov�dence,
and d�dst set those shameful errors of m�ne before my face, that I
m�ght see and hate them.

For after �t was clear that he was �gnorant of those arts �n wh�ch I
thought he excelled, I began to despa�r of h�s open�ng and solv�ng
the d�ff�cult�es wh�ch perplexed me (of wh�ch �ndeed however
�gnorant, he m�ght have held the truths of p�ety, had he not been a
Man�chee). For the�r books are fraught w�th prol�x fables, of the
heaven, and stars, sun, and moon, and I now no longer thought h�m
able sat�sfactor�ly to dec�de what I much des�red, whether, on
compar�son of these th�ngs w�th the calculat�ons I had elsewhere
read, the account g�ven �n the books of Man�chaeus were preferable,
or at least as good. Wh�ch when I proposed to be cons�dered and
d�scussed, he, so far modestly, shrunk from the burthen. For he
knew that he knew not these th�ngs, and was not ashamed to
confess �t. For he was not one of those talk�ng persons, many of
whom I had endured, who undertook to teach me these th�ngs, and
sa�d noth�ng. But th�s man had a heart, though not r�ght towards
Thee, yet ne�ther altogether treacherous to h�mself. For he was not
altogether �gnorant of h�s own �gnorance, nor would he rashly be
entangled �n a d�spute, whence he could ne�ther retreat nor extr�cate
h�mself fa�rly. Even for th�s I l�ked h�m the better. For fa�rer �s the
modesty of a cand�d m�nd, than the knowledge of those th�ngs wh�ch
I des�red; and such I found h�m, �n all the more d�ff�cult and subt�le
quest�ons.

My zeal for the wr�t�ngs of Man�chaeus be�ng thus blunted, and
despa�r�ng yet more of the�r other teachers, see�ng that �n d�vers
th�ngs wh�ch perplexed me, he, so renowned among them, had so
turned out; I began to engage w�th h�m �n the study of that l�terature,



on wh�ch he also was much set (and wh�ch as rhetor�c-reader I was
at that t�me teach�ng young students at Carthage), and to read w�th
h�m, e�ther what h�mself des�red to hear, or such as I judged f�t for h�s
gen�us. But all my efforts whereby I had purposed to advance �n that
sect, upon knowledge of that man, came utterly to an end; not that I
detached myself from them altogether, but as one f�nd�ng noth�ng
better, I had settled to be content meanwh�le w�th what I had �n
whatever way fallen upon, unless by chance someth�ng more el�g�ble
should dawn upon me. Thus, that Faustus, to so many a snare of
death, had now ne�ther w�ll�ng nor w�tt�ng �t, begun to loosen that
where�n I was taken. For Thy hands, O my God, �n the secret
purpose of Thy prov�dence, d�d not forsake my soul; and out of my
mother's heart's blood, through her tears n�ght and day poured out,
was a sacr�f�ce offered for me unto Thee; and Thou d�dst deal w�th
me by wondrous ways. Thou d�dst �t, O my God: for the steps of a
man are ordered by the Lord, and He shall d�spose h�s way. Or how
shall we obta�n salvat�on, but from Thy hand, re-mak�ng what �t
made?

Thou d�dst deal w�th me, that I should be persuaded to go to
Rome, and to teach there rather, what I was teach�ng at Carthage.
And how I was persuaded to th�s, I w�ll not neglect to confess to
Thee; because here�n also the deepest recesses of Thy w�sdom, and
Thy most present mercy to us, must be cons�dered and confessed. I
d�d not w�sh therefore to go to Rome, because h�gher ga�ns and
h�gher d�gn�t�es were warranted me by my fr�ends who persuaded
me to th�s (though even these th�ngs had at that t�me an �nfluence
over my m�nd), but my ch�ef and almost only reason was, that I
heard that young men stud�ed there more peacefully, and were kept
qu�et under a restra�nt of more regular d�sc�pl�ne; so that they d�d not,
at the�r pleasures, petulantly rush �nto the school of one whose
pup�ls they were not, nor were even adm�tted w�thout h�s perm�ss�on.
Whereas at Carthage there re�gns among the scholars a most
d�sgraceful and unruly l�cence. They burst �n audac�ously, and w�th
gestures almost frant�c, d�sturb all order wh�ch any one hath
establ�shed for the good of h�s scholars. D�vers outrages they
comm�t, w�th a wonderful stol�d�ty, pun�shable by law, d�d not custom
uphold them; that custom ev�nc�ng them to be the more m�serable, �n



that they now do as lawful what by Thy eternal law shall never be
lawful; and they th�nk they do �t unpun�shed, whereas they are
pun�shed w�th the very bl�ndness whereby they do �t, and suffer
�ncomparably worse than what they do. The manners then wh�ch,
when a student, I would not make my own, I was fa�n as a teacher to
endure �n others: and so I was well pleased to go where, all that
knew �t, assured me that the l�ke was not done. But Thou, my refuge
and my port�on �n the land of the l�v�ng; that I m�ght change my
earthly dwell�ng for the salvat�on of my soul, at Carthage d�dst goad
me, that I m�ght thereby be torn from �t; and at Rome d�dst proffer me
allurements, whereby I m�ght be drawn th�ther, by men �n love w�th a
dy�ng l�fe, the one do�ng frant�c, the other prom�s�ng va�n, th�ngs; and,
to correct my steps, d�dst secretly use the�r and my own
perverseness. For both they who d�sturbed my qu�et were bl�nded
w�th a d�sgraceful frenzy, and they who �nv�ted me elsewhere
savoured of earth. And I, who here detested real m�sery, was there
seek�ng unreal happ�ness.

But why I went hence, and went th�ther, Thou knewest, O God, yet
showedst �t ne�ther to me, nor to my mother, who gr�evously
bewa�led my journey, and followed me as far as the sea. But I
dece�ved her, hold�ng me by force, that e�ther she m�ght keep me
back or go w�th me, and I fe�gned that I had a fr�end whom I could
not leave, t�ll he had a fa�r w�nd to sa�l. And I l�ed to my mother, and
such a mother, and escaped: for th�s also hast Thou merc�fully
forg�ven me, preserv�ng me, thus full of execrable def�lements, from
the waters of the sea, for the water of Thy Grace; whereby when I
was cleansed, the streams of my mother's eyes should be dr�ed, w�th
wh�ch for me she da�ly watered the ground under her face. And yet
refus�ng to return w�thout me, I scarcely persuaded her to stay that
n�ght �n a place hard by our sh�p, where was an Oratory �n memory
of the blessed Cypr�an. That n�ght I pr�v�ly departed, but she was not
beh�nd �n weep�ng and prayer. And what, O Lord, was she w�th so
many tears ask�ng of Thee, but that Thou wouldest not suffer me to
sa�l? But Thou, �n the depth of Thy counsels and hear�ng the ma�n
po�nt of her des�re, regardest not what she then asked, that Thou
m�ghtest make me what she ever asked. The w�nd blew and swelled
our sa�ls, and w�thdrew the shore from our s�ght; and she on the



morrow was there, frant�c w�th sorrow, and w�th compla�nts and
groans f�lled Th�ne ears, Who d�dst then d�sregard them; wh�lst
through my des�res, Thou wert hurry�ng me to end all des�re, and the
earthly part of her affect�on to me was chastened by the allotted
scourge of sorrows. For she loved my be�ng w�th her, as mothers do,
but much more than many; and she knew not how great joy Thou
wert about to work for her out of my absence. She knew not;
therefore d�d she weep and wa�l, and by th�s agony there appeared
�n her the �nher�tance of Eve, w�th sorrow seek�ng what �n sorrow she
had brought forth. And yet, after accus�ng my treachery and
hardheartedness, she betook herself aga�n to �ntercede to Thee for
me, went to her wonted place, and I to Rome.

And lo, there was I rece�ved by the scourge of bod�ly s�ckness, and
I was go�ng down to hell, carry�ng all the s�ns wh�ch I had comm�tted,
both aga�nst Thee, and myself, and others, many and gr�evous, over
and above that bond of or�g�nal s�n, whereby we all d�e �n Adam. For
Thou hadst not forg�ven me any of these th�ngs �n Chr�st, nor had He
abol�shed by H�s Cross the enm�ty wh�ch by my s�ns I had �ncurred
w�th Thee. For how should He, by the cruc�f�x�on of a phantasm,
wh�ch I bel�eved H�m to be? So true, then, was the death of my soul,
as that of H�s flesh seemed to me false; and how true the death of
H�s body, so false was the l�fe of my soul, wh�ch d�d not bel�eve �t.
And now the fever he�ghten�ng, I was part�ng and depart�ng for ever.
For had I then parted hence, wh�ther had I departed, but �nto f�re and
torments, such as my m�sdeeds deserved �n the truth of Thy
appo�ntment? And th�s she knew not, yet �n absence prayed for me.
But Thou, everywhere present, heardest her where she was, and,
where I was, hadst compass�on upon me; that I should recover the
health of my body, though frenz�ed as yet �n my sacr�leg�ous heart.
For I d�d not �n all that danger des�re Thy bapt�sm; and I was better
as a boy, when I begged �t of my mother's p�ety, as I have before
rec�ted and confessed. But I had grown up to my own shame, and I
madly scoffed at the prescr�pts of Thy med�c�ne, who wouldest not
suffer me, be�ng such, to d�e a double death. W�th wh�ch wound had
my mother's heart been p�erced, �t could never be healed. For I
cannot express the affect�on she bore to me, and w�th how much



more vehement angu�sh she was now �n labour of me �n the sp�r�t,
than at her ch�ldbear�ng �n the flesh.

I see not then how she should have been healed, had such a
death of m�ne str�cken through the bowels of her love. And where
would have been those her so strong and unceas�ng prayers,
un�nterm�tt�ng to Thee alone? But wouldest Thou, God of merc�es,
desp�se the contr�te and humbled heart of that chaste and sober
w�dow, so frequent �n almsdeeds, so full of duty and serv�ce to Thy
sa�nts, no day �nterm�tt�ng the oblat�on at Th�ne altar, tw�ce a day,
morn�ng and even�ng, w�thout any �nterm�ss�on, com�ng to Thy
church, not for �dle tattl�ngs and old w�ves' fables; but that she m�ght
hear Thee �n Thy d�scourses, and Thou her �n her prayers. Couldest
Thou desp�se and reject from Thy a�d the tears of such an one,
wherew�th she begged of Thee not gold or s�lver, nor any mutable or
pass�ng good, but the salvat�on of her son's soul? Thou, by whose
g�ft she was such? Never, Lord. Yea, Thou wert at hand, and wert
hear�ng and do�ng, �n that order where�n Thou hadst determ�ned
before that �t should be done. Far be �t that Thou shouldest dece�ve
her �n Thy v�s�ons and answers, some whereof I have, some I have
not ment�oned, wh�ch she la�d up �n her fa�thful heart, and ever
pray�ng, urged upon Thee, as Th�ne own handwr�t�ng. For Thou,
because Thy mercy endureth for ever, vouchsafest to those to whom
Thou forg�vest all of the�r debts, to become also a debtor by Thy
prom�ses.

Thou recoveredst me then of that s�ckness, and healedst the son
of Thy handma�d, for the t�me �n body, that he m�ght l�ve, for Thee to
bestow upon h�m a better and more ab�d�ng health. And even then,
at Rome, I jo�ned myself to those dece�v�ng and dece�ved "holy
ones"; not w�th the�r d�sc�ples only (of wh�ch number was he, �n
whose house I had fallen s�ck and recovered); but also w�th those
whom they call "The Elect." For I st�ll thought "that �t was not we that
s�n, but that I know not what other nature s�nned �n us"; and �t
del�ghted my pr�de, to be free from blame; and when I had done any
ev�l, not to confess I had done any, that Thou m�ghtest heal my soul
because �t had s�nned aga�nst Thee: but I loved to excuse �t, and to
accuse I know not what other th�ng, wh�ch was w�th me, but wh�ch I
was not. But �n truth �t was wholly I, and m�ne �mp�ety had d�v�ded me



aga�nst myself: and that s�n was the more �ncurable, whereby I d�d
not judge myself a s�nner; and execrable �n�qu�ty �t was, that I had
rather have Thee, Thee, O God Alm�ghty, to be overcome �n me to
my destruct�on, than myself of Thee to salvat�on. Not as yet then
hadst Thou set a watch before my mouth, and a door of safe keep�ng
around my l�ps, that my heart m�ght not turn as�de to w�cked
speeches, to make excuses of s�ns, w�th men that work �n�qu�ty; and,
therefore, was I st�ll un�ted w�th the�r Elect.

But now despa�r�ng to make prof�c�ency �n that false doctr�ne, even
those th�ngs (w�th wh�ch �f I should f�nd no better, I had resolved to
rest contented) I now held more laxly and carelessly. For there half
arose a thought �n me that those ph�losophers, whom they call
Academ�cs, were w�ser than the rest, for that they held men ought to
doubt everyth�ng, and la�d down that no truth can be comprehended
by man: for so, not then understand�ng even the�r mean�ng, I also
was clearly conv�nced that they thought, as they are commonly
reported. Yet d�d I freely and openly d�scourage that host of m�ne
from that over-conf�dence wh�ch I perce�ved h�m to have �n those
fables, wh�ch the books of Man�chaeus are full of. Yet I l�ved �n more
fam�l�ar fr�endsh�p w�th them, than w�th others who were not of th�s
heresy. Nor d�d I ma�nta�n �t w�th my anc�ent eagerness; st�ll my
�nt�macy w�th that sect (Rome secretly harbour�ng many of them)
made me slower to seek any other way: espec�ally s�nce I despa�red
of f�nd�ng the truth, from wh�ch they had turned me as�de, �n Thy
Church, O Lord of heaven and earth, Creator of all th�ngs v�s�ble and
�nv�s�ble: and �t seemed to me very unseemly to bel�eve Thee to
have the shape of human flesh, and to be bounded by the bod�ly
l�neaments of our members. And because, when I w�shed to th�nk on
my God, I knew not what to th�nk of, but a mass of bod�es (for what
was not such d�d not seem to me to be anyth�ng), th�s was the
greatest, and almost only cause of my �nev�table error.

For hence I bel�eved Ev�l also to be some such k�nd of substance,
and to have �ts own foul and h�deous bulk; whether gross, wh�ch they
called earth, or th�n and subt�le (l�ke the body of the a�r), wh�ch they
�mag�ne to be some mal�gnant m�nd, creep�ng through that earth.
And because a p�ety, such as �t was, constra�ned me to bel�eve that
the good God never created any ev�l nature, I conce�ved two



masses, contrary to one another, both unbounded, but the ev�l
narrower, the good more expans�ve. And from th�s pest�lent
beg�nn�ng, the other sacr�leg�ous conce�ts followed on me. For when
my m�nd endeavoured to recur to the Cathol�c fa�th, I was dr�ven
back, s�nce that was not the Cathol�c fa�th wh�ch I thought to be so.
And I seemed to myself more reverent�al, �f I bel�eved of Thee, my
God (to whom Thy merc�es confess out of my mouth), as
unbounded, at least on other s�des, although on that one where the
mass of ev�l was opposed to Thee, I was constra�ned to confess
Thee bounded; than �f on all s�des I should �mag�ne Thee to be
bounded by the form of a human body. And �t seemed to me better to
bel�eve Thee to have created no ev�l (wh�ch to me �gnorant seemed
not some only, but a bod�ly substance, because I could not conce�ve
of m�nd unless as a subt�le body, and that d�ffused �n def�n�te
spaces), than to bel�eve the nature of ev�l, such as I conce�ved �t,
could come from Thee. Yea, and our Sav�our H�mself, Thy Only
Begotten, I bel�eved to have been reached forth (as �t were) for our
salvat�on, out of the mass of Thy most luc�d substance, so as to
bel�eve noth�ng of H�m, but what I could �mag�ne �n my van�ty. H�s
Nature then, be�ng such, I thought could not be born of the V�rg�n
Mary, w�thout be�ng m�ngled w�th the flesh: and how that wh�ch I had
so f�gured to myself could be m�ngled, and not def�led, I saw not. I
feared therefore to bel�eve H�m born �n the flesh, lest I should be
forced to bel�eve H�m def�led by the flesh. Now w�ll Thy sp�r�tual ones
m�ldly and lov�ngly sm�le upon me, �f they shall read these my
confess�ons. Yet such was I.

Furthermore, what the Man�chees had cr�t�c�sed �n Thy Scr�ptures,
I thought could not be defended; yet at t�mes ver�ly I had a w�sh to
confer upon these several po�nts w�th some one very well sk�lled �n
those books, and to make tr�al what he thought thereon; for the
words of one Help�d�us, as he spoke and d�sputed face to face
aga�nst the sa�d Man�chees, had begun to st�r me even at Carthage:
�n that he had produced th�ngs out of the Scr�ptures, not eas�ly
w�thstood, the Man�chees' answer whereto seemed to me weak. And
th�s answer they l�ked not to g�ve publ�cly, but only to us �n pr�vate. It
was, that the Scr�ptures of the New Testament had been corrupted
by I know not whom, who w�shed to engraff the law of the Jews upon



the Chr�st�an fa�th: yet themselves produced not any uncorrupted
cop�es. But I, conce�v�ng of th�ngs corporeal only, was ma�nly held
down, vehemently oppressed and �n a manner suffocated by those
"masses"; pant�ng under wh�ch after the breath of Thy truth, I could
not breathe �t pure and unta�nted.

I began then d�l�gently to pract�se that for wh�ch I came to Rome,
to teach rhetor�c; and f�rst, to gather some to my house, to whom,
and through whom, I had begun to be known; when lo, I found other
offences comm�tted �n Rome, to wh�ch I was not exposed �n Afr�ca.
True, those "subvert�ngs" by profl�gate young men were not here
pract�sed, as was told me: but on a sudden, sa�d they, to avo�d
pay�ng the�r master's st�pend, a number of youths plot together, and
remove to another;—breakers of fa�th, who for love of money hold
just�ce cheap. These also my heart hated, though not w�th a perfect
hatred: for perchance I hated them more because I was to suffer by
them, than because they d�d th�ngs utterly unlawful. Of a truth such
are base persons, and they go a whor�ng from Thee, lov�ng these
fleet�ng mocker�es of th�ngs temporal, and f�lthy lucre, wh�ch fouls the
hand that grasps �t; hugg�ng the fleet�ng world, and desp�s�ng Thee,
Who ab�dest, and recallest, and forg�vest the adulteress soul of man,
when she returns to Thee. And now I hate such depraved and
crooked persons, though I love them �f corr�g�ble, so as to prefer to
money the learn�ng wh�ch they acqu�re, and to learn�ng, Thee, O
God, the truth and fulness of assured good, and most pure peace.
But then I rather for my own sake m�sl�ked them ev�l, than l�ked and
w�shed them good for Th�ne.

When therefore they of M�lan had sent to Rome to the prefect of
the c�ty, to furn�sh them w�th a rhetor�c reader for the�r c�ty, and sent
h�m at the publ�c expense, I made appl�cat�on (through those very
persons, �ntox�cated w�th Man�chaean van�t�es, to be freed
wherefrom I was to go, ne�ther of us however know�ng �t) that
Symmachus, then prefect of the c�ty, would try me by sett�ng me
some subject, and so send me. To M�lan I came, to Ambrose the
B�shop, known to the whole world as among the best of men, Thy
devout servant; whose eloquent d�scourse d�d then plent�fully
d�spense unto Thy people the flour of Thy wheat, the gladness of
Thy o�l, and the sober �nebr�at�on of Thy w�ne. To h�m was I



unknow�ng led by Thee, that by h�m I m�ght know�ngly be led to
Thee. That man of God rece�ved me as a father, and showed me an
Ep�scopal k�ndness on my com�ng. Thenceforth I began to love h�m,
at f�rst �ndeed not as a teacher of the truth (wh�ch I utterly despa�red
of �n Thy Church), but as a person k�nd towards myself. And I
l�stened d�l�gently to h�m preach�ng to the people, not w�th that �ntent
I ought, but, as �t were, try�ng h�s eloquence, whether �t answered the
fame thereof, or flowed fuller or lower than was reported; and I hung
on h�s words attent�vely; but of the matter I was as a careless and
scornful looker-on; and I was del�ghted w�th the sweetness of h�s
d�scourse, more recond�te, yet �n manner less w�nn�ng and
harmon�ous, than that of Faustus. Of the matter, however, there was
no compar�son; for the one was wander�ng am�d Man�chaean
delus�ons, the other teach�ng salvat�on most soundly. But salvat�on �s
far from s�nners, such as I then stood before h�m; and yet was I
draw�ng nearer by l�ttle and l�ttle, and unconsc�ously.

For though I took no pa�ns to learn what he spake, but only to hear
how he spake (for that empty care alone was left me, despa�r�ng of a
way, open for man, to Thee), yet together w�th the words wh�ch I
would choose, came also �nto my m�nd the th�ngs wh�ch I would
refuse; for I could not separate them. And wh�le I opened my heart to
adm�t "how eloquently he spake," there also entered "how truly he
spake"; but th�s by degrees. For f�rst, these th�ngs also had now
begun to appear to me capable of defence; and the Cathol�c fa�th, for
wh�ch I had thought noth�ng could be sa�d aga�nst the Man�chees'
object�ons, I now thought m�ght be ma�nta�ned w�thout
shamelessness; espec�ally after I had heard one or two places of the
Old Testament resolved, and oftt�mes "�n a f�gure," wh�ch when I
understood l�terally, I was sla�n sp�r�tually. Very many places then of
those books hav�ng been expla�ned, I now blamed my despa�r, �n
bel�ev�ng that no answer could be g�ven to such as hated and
scoffed at the Law and the Prophets. Yet d�d I not therefore then see
that the Cathol�c way was to be held, because �t also could f�nd
learned ma�nta�ners, who could at large and w�th some show of
reason answer object�ons; nor that what I held was therefore to be
condemned, because both s�des could be ma�nta�ned. For the



Cathol�c cause seemed to me �n such sort not vanqu�shed, as st�ll
not as yet to be v�ctor�ous.

Hereupon I earnestly bent my m�nd, to see �f �n any way I could by
any certa�n proof conv�ct the Man�chees of falsehood. Could I once
have conce�ved a sp�r�tual substance, all the�r strongholds had been
beaten down, and cast utterly out of my m�nd; but I could not.
Notw�thstand�ng, concern�ng the frame of th�s world, and the whole
of nature, wh�ch the senses of the flesh can reach to, as I more and
more cons�dered and compared th�ngs, I judged the tenets of most of
the ph�losophers to have been much more probable. So then after
the manner of the Academ�cs (as they are supposed) doubt�ng of
every th�ng, and waver�ng between all, I settled so far, that the
Man�chees were to be abandoned; judg�ng that, even wh�le doubt�ng,
I m�ght not cont�nue �n that sect, to wh�ch I already preferred some of
the ph�losophers; to wh�ch ph�losophers notw�thstand�ng, for that
they were w�thout the sav�ng Name of Chr�st, I utterly refused to
comm�t the cure of my s�ck soul. I determ�ned therefore so long to be
a Catechumen �n the Cathol�c Church, to wh�ch I had been
commended by my parents, t�ll someth�ng certa�n should dawn upon
me, wh�ther I m�ght steer my course.



BOOK VI
O Thou, my hope from my youth, where wert Thou to me, and

wh�ther wert Thou gone? Hadst not Thou created me, and separated
me from the beasts of the f�eld, and fowls of the a�r? Thou hadst
made me w�ser, yet d�d I walk �n darkness, and �n sl�ppery places,
and sought Thee abroad out of myself, and found not the God of my
heart; and had come �nto the depths of the sea, and d�strusted and
despa�red of ever f�nd�ng truth. My mother had now come to me,
resolute through p�ety, follow�ng me over sea and land, �n all per�ls
conf�d�ng �n Thee. For �n per�ls of the sea, she comforted the very
mar�ners (by whom passengers unacqua�nted w�th the deep, use
rather to be comforted when troubled), assur�ng them of a safe
arr�val, because Thou hadst by a v�s�on assured her thereof. She
found me �n gr�evous per�l, through despa�r of ever f�nd�ng truth. But
when I had d�scovered to her that I was now no longer a Man�chee,
though not yet a Cathol�c Chr�st�an, she was not overjoyed, as at
someth�ng unexpected; although she was now assured concern�ng
that part of my m�sery, for wh�ch she bewa�led me as one dead,
though to be reawakened by Thee, carry�ng me forth upon the b�er of
her thoughts, that Thou m�ghtest say to the son of the w�dow, Young
man, I say unto thee, Ar�se; and he should rev�ve, and beg�n to
speak, and Thou shouldest del�ver h�m to h�s mother. Her heart then
was shaken w�th no tumultuous exultat�on, when she heard that what
she da�ly w�th tears des�red of Thee was already �n so great part
real�sed; �n that, though I had not yet atta�ned the truth, I was
rescued from falsehood; but, as be�ng assured, that Thou, Who
hadst prom�sed the whole, wouldest one day g�ve the rest, most
calmly, and w�th a heart full of conf�dence, she repl�ed to me, "She
bel�eved �n Chr�st, that before she departed th�s l�fe, she should see
me a Cathol�c bel�ever." Thus much to me. But to Thee, Founta�n of
merc�es, poured she forth more cop�ous prayers and tears, that Thou
wouldest hasten Thy help, and enl�ghten my darkness; and she
hastened the more eagerly to the Church, and hung upon the l�ps of



Ambrose, pray�ng for the founta�n of that water, wh�ch spr�ngeth up
unto l�fe everlast�ng. But that man she loved as an angel of God,
because she knew that by h�m I had been brought for the present to
that doubtful state of fa�th I now was �n, through wh�ch she
ant�c�pated most conf�dently that I should pass from s�ckness unto
health, after the access, as �t were, of a sharper f�t, wh�ch phys�c�ans
call "the cr�s�s."

When then my mother had once, as she was wont �n Afr�c, brought
to the Churches bu�lt �n memory of the Sa�nts, certa�n cakes, and
bread and w�ne, and was forb�dden by the door-keeper; so soon as
she knew that the B�shop had forb�dden th�s, she so p�ously and
obed�ently embraced h�s w�shes, that I myself wondered how read�ly
she censured her own pract�ce, rather than d�scuss h�s proh�b�t�on.
For w�ne-b�bb�ng d�d not lay s�ege to her sp�r�t, nor d�d love of w�ne
provoke her to hatred of the truth, as �t doth too many (both men and
women), who revolt at a lesson of sobr�ety, as men well-drunk at a
draught m�ngled w�th water. But she, when she had brought her
basket w�th the accustomed fest�val-food, to be but tasted by herself,
and then g�ven away, never jo�ned therew�th more than one small
cup of w�ne, d�luted accord�ng to her own abstem�ous hab�ts, wh�ch
for courtesy she would taste. And �f there were many churches of the
departed sa�nts that were to be honoured �n that manner, she st�ll
carr�ed round that same one cup, to be used every where; and th�s,
though not only made very watery, but unpleasantly heated w�th
carry�ng about, she would d�str�bute to those about her by small s�ps;
for she sought there devot�on, not pleasure. So soon, then, as she
found th�s custom to be forb�dden by that famous preacher and most
p�ous prelate, even to those that would use �t soberly, lest so an
occas�on of excess m�ght be g�ven to the drunken; and for these, as
�t were, ann�versary funeral solemn�t�es d�d much resemble the
superst�t�on of the Gent�les, she most w�ll�ngly forbare �t: and for a
basket f�lled w�th fru�ts of the earth, she had learned to br�ng to the
Churches of the martyrs a breast f�lled w�th more pur�f�ed pet�t�ons,
and to g�ve what she could to the poor; that so the commun�cat�on of
the Lord's Body m�ght be there r�ghtly celebrated, where, after the
example of H�s Pass�on, the martyrs had been sacr�f�ced and
crowned. But yet �t seems to me, O Lord my God, and thus th�nks my



heart of �t �n Thy s�ght, that perhaps she would not so read�ly have
y�elded to the cutt�ng off of th�s custom, had �t been forb�dden by
another, whom she loved not as Ambrose, whom, for my salvat�on,
she loved most ent�rely; and he her aga�n, for her most rel�g�ous
conversat�on, whereby �n good works, so fervent �n sp�r�t, she was
constant at church; so that, when he saw me, he often burst forth
�nto her pra�ses; congratulat�ng me that I had such a mother; not
know�ng what a son she had �n me, who doubted of all these th�ngs,
and �mag�ned the way to l�fe could not be found out.

Nor d�d I yet groan �n my prayers, that Thou wouldest help me; but
my sp�r�t was wholly �ntent on learn�ng, and restless to d�spute. And
Ambrose h�mself, as the world counts happy, I esteemed a happy
man, whom personages so great held �n such honour; only h�s
cel�bacy seemed to me a pa�nful course. But what hope he bore
w�th�n h�m, what struggles he had aga�nst the temptat�ons wh�ch
beset h�s very excellenc�es, or what comfort �n advers�t�es, and what
sweet joys Thy Bread had for the h�dden mouth of h�s sp�r�t, when
chew�ng the cud thereof, I ne�ther could conjecture, nor had
exper�enced. Nor d�d he know the t�des of my feel�ngs, or the abyss
of my danger. For I could not ask of h�m, what I would as I would,
be�ng shut out both from h�s ear and speech by mult�tudes of busy
people, whose weaknesses he served. W�th whom when he was not
taken up (wh�ch was but a l�ttle t�me), he was e�ther refresh�ng h�s
body w�th the sustenance absolutely necessary, or h�s m�nd w�th
read�ng. But when he was read�ng, h�s eye gl�ded over the pages,
and h�s heart searched out the sense, but h�s vo�ce and tongue were
at rest. Oftt�mes when we had come (for no man was forb�dden to
enter, nor was �t h�s wont that any who came should be announced
to h�m), we saw h�m thus read�ng to h�mself, and never otherw�se;
and hav�ng long sat s�lent (for who durst �ntrude on one so �ntent?)
we were fa�n to depart, conjectur�ng that �n the small �nterval wh�ch
he obta�ned, free from the d�n of others' bus�ness, for the recru�t�ng
of h�s m�nd, he was loth to be taken off; and perchance he dreaded
lest �f the author he read should del�ver any th�ng obscurely, some
attent�ve or perplexed hearer should des�re h�m to expound �t, or to
d�scuss some of the harder quest�ons; so that h�s t�me be�ng thus
spent, he could not turn over so many volumes as he des�red;



although the preserv�ng of h�s vo�ce (wh�ch a very l�ttle speak�ng
would weaken) m�ght be the truer reason for h�s read�ng to h�mself.
But w�th what �ntent soever he d�d �t, certa�nly �n such a man �t was
good.

I however certa�nly had no opportun�ty of enqu�r�ng what I w�shed
of that so holy oracle of Th�ne, h�s breast, unless the th�ng m�ght be
answered br�efly. But those t�des �n me, to be poured out to h�m,
requ�red h�s full le�sure, and never found �t. I heard h�m �ndeed every
Lord's day, r�ghtly expound�ng the Word of truth among the people;
and I was more and more conv�nced that all the knots of those crafty
calumn�es, wh�ch those our dece�vers had kn�t aga�nst the D�v�ne
Books, could be unravelled. But when I understood w�thal, that "man
created by Thee, after Th�ne own �mage," was not so understood by
Thy sp�r�tual sons, whom of the Cathol�c Mother Thou hast born
aga�n through grace, as though they bel�eved and conce�ved of Thee
as bounded by human shape (although what a sp�r�tual substance
should be I had not even a fa�nt or shadowy not�on); yet, w�th joy I
blushed at hav�ng so many years barked not aga�nst the Cathol�c
fa�th, but aga�nst the f�ct�ons of carnal �mag�nat�ons. For so rash and
�mp�ous had I been, that what I ought by enqu�r�ng to have learned, I
had pronounced on, condemn�ng. For Thou, Most H�gh, and most
near; most secret, and most present; Who hast not l�mbs some
larger, some smaller, but art wholly every where, and no where �n
space, art not of such corporeal shape, yet hast Thou made man
after Th�ne own �mage; and behold, from head to foot �s he conta�ned
�n space.

Ignorant then how th�s Thy �mage should subs�st, I should have
knocked and proposed the doubt, how �t was to be bel�eved, not
�nsult�ngly opposed �t, as �f bel�eved. Doubt, then, what to hold for
certa�n, the more sharply gnawed my heart, the more ashamed I
was, that so long deluded and dece�ved by the prom�se of
certa�nt�es, I had w�th ch�ld�sh error and vehemence, prated of so
many uncerta�nt�es. For that they were falsehoods became clear to
me later. However I was certa�n that they were uncerta�n, and that I
had formerly accounted them certa�n, when w�th a bl�nd
content�ousness, I accused Thy Cathol�c Church, whom I now
d�scovered, not �ndeed as yet to teach truly, but at least not to teach



that for wh�ch I had gr�evously censured her. So I was confounded,
and converted: and I joyed, O my God, that the One Only Church,
the body of Th�ne Only Son (where�n the name of Chr�st had been
put upon me as an �nfant), had no taste for �nfant�ne conce�ts; nor �n
her sound doctr�ne ma�nta�ned any tenet wh�ch should conf�ne Thee,
the Creator of all, �n space, however great and large, yet bounded
every where by the l�m�ts of a human form.

I joyed also that the old Scr�ptures of the law and the Prophets
were la�d before me, not now to be perused w�th that eye to wh�ch
before they seemed absurd, when I rev�led Thy holy ones for so
th�nk�ng, whereas �ndeed they thought not so: and w�th joy I heard
Ambrose �n h�s sermons to the people, oftent�mes most d�l�gently
recommend th�s text for a rule, The letter k�lleth, but the Sp�r�t g�veth
l�fe; wh�lst he drew as�de the myst�c ve�l, lay�ng open sp�r�tually what,
accord�ng to the letter, seemed to teach someth�ng unsound;
teach�ng here�n noth�ng that offended me, though he taught what I
knew not as yet, whether �t were true. For I kept my heart from
assent�ng to any th�ng, fear�ng to fall headlong; but by hang�ng �n
suspense I was the worse k�lled. For I w�shed to be as assured of the
th�ngs I saw not, as I was that seven and three are ten. For I was not
so mad as to th�nk that even th�s could not be comprehended; but I
des�red to have other th�ngs as clear as th�s, whether th�ngs
corporeal, wh�ch were not present to my senses, or sp�r�tual, whereof
I knew not how to conce�ve, except corporeally. And by bel�ev�ng
m�ght I have been cured, that so the eyes�ght of my soul be�ng
cleared, m�ght �n some way be d�rected to Thy truth, wh�ch ab�deth
always, and �n no part fa�leth. But as �t happens that one who has
tr�ed a bad phys�c�an, fears to trust h�mself w�th a good one, so was �t
w�th the health of my soul, wh�ch could not be healed but by
bel�ev�ng, and lest �t should bel�eve falsehoods, refused to be cured;
res�st�ng Thy hands, Who hast prepared the med�c�nes of fa�th, and
hast appl�ed them to the d�seases of the whole world, and g�ven unto
them so great author�ty.

Be�ng led, however, from th�s to prefer the Cathol�c doctr�ne, I felt
that her proceed�ng was more unassum�ng and honest, �n that she
requ�red to be bel�eved th�ngs not demonstrated (whether �t was that
they could �n themselves be demonstrated but not to certa�n



persons, or could not at all be), whereas among the Man�chees our
credul�ty was mocked by a prom�se of certa�n knowledge, and then
so many most fabulous and absurd th�ngs were �mposed to be
bel�eved, because they could not be demonstrated. Then Thou, O
Lord, l�ttle by l�ttle w�th most tender and most merc�ful hand, touch�ng
and compos�ng my heart, d�dst persuade me—cons�der�ng what
�nnumerable th�ngs I bel�eved, wh�ch I saw not, nor was present
wh�le they were done, as so many th�ngs �n secular h�story, so many
reports of places and of c�t�es, wh�ch I had not seen; so many of
fr�ends, so many of phys�c�ans, so many cont�nually of other men,
wh�ch unless we should bel�eve, we should do noth�ng at all �n th�s
l�fe; lastly, w�th how unshaken an assurance I bel�eved of what
parents I was born, wh�ch I could not know, had I not bel�eved upon
hearsay—cons�der�ng all th�s, Thou d�dst persuade me, that not they
who bel�eved Thy Books (wh�ch Thou hast establ�shed �n so great
author�ty among almost all nat�ons), but they who bel�eved them not,
were to be blamed; and that they were not to be heard, who should
say to me, "How knowest thou those Scr�ptures to have been
�mparted unto mank�nd by the Sp�r�t of the one true and most true
God?" For th�s very th�ng was of all most to be bel�eved, s�nce no
content�ousness of blasphemous quest�on�ngs, of all that mult�tude
wh�ch I had read �n the self-contrad�ct�ng ph�losophers, could wr�ng
th�s bel�ef from me, "That Thou art" whatsoever Thou wert (what I
knew not), and "That the government of human th�ngs belongs to
Thee."

Th�s I bel�eved, somet�mes more strongly, more weakly
otherwh�les; yet I ever bel�eved both that Thou wert, and hadst a
care of us; though I was �gnorant, both what was to be thought of
Thy substance, and what way led or led back to Thee. S�nce then we
were too weak by abstract reason�ngs to f�nd out truth: and for th�s
very cause needed the author�ty of Holy Wr�t; I had now begun to
bel�eve that Thou wouldest never have g�ven such excellency of
author�ty to that Wr�t �n all lands, hadst Thou not w�lled thereby to be
bel�eved �n, thereby sought. For now what th�ngs, sound�ng strangely
�n the Scr�pture, were wont to offend me, hav�ng heard d�vers of
them expounded sat�sfactor�ly, I referred to the depth of the
myster�es, and �ts author�ty appeared to me the more venerable, and



more worthy of rel�g�ous credence, �n that, wh�le �t lay open to all to
read, �t reserved the majesty of �ts myster�es w�th�n �ts profounder
mean�ng, stoop�ng to all �n the great pla�nness of �ts words and
lowl�ness of �ts style, yet call�ng forth the �ntensest appl�cat�on of
such as are not l�ght of heart; that so �t m�ght rece�ve all �n �ts open
bosom, and through narrow passages waft over towards Thee some
few, yet many more than �f �t stood not aloft on such a he�ght of
author�ty, nor drew mult�tudes w�th�n �ts bosom by �ts holy lowl�ness.
These th�ngs I thought on, and Thou wert w�th me; I s�ghed, and
Thou heardest me; I wavered, and Thou d�dst gu�de me; I wandered
through the broad way of the world, and Thou d�dst not forsake me.

I panted after honours, ga�ns, marr�age; and thou der�dedst me. In
these des�res I underwent most b�tter crosses, Thou be�ng the more
grac�ous, the less Thou sufferedst aught to grow sweet to me, wh�ch
was not Thou. Behold my heart, O Lord, who wouldest I should
remember all th�s, and confess to Thee. Let my soul cleave unto
Thee, now that Thou hast freed �t from that fast-hold�ng b�rdl�me of
death. How wretched was �t! and Thou d�dst �rr�tate the feel�ng of �ts
wound, that forsak�ng all else, �t m�ght be converted unto Thee, who
art above all, and w�thout whom all th�ngs would be noth�ng; be
converted, and be healed. How m�serable was I then, and how d�dst
Thou deal w�th me, to make me feel my m�sery on that day, when I
was prepar�ng to rec�te a panegyr�c of the Emperor, where�n I was to
utter many a l�e, and ly�ng, was to be applauded by those who knew I
l�ed, and my heart was pant�ng w�th these anx�et�es, and bo�l�ng w�th
the fever�shness of consum�ng thoughts. For, pass�ng through one of
the streets of M�lan, I observed a poor beggar, then, I suppose, w�th
a full belly, jok�ng and joyous: and I s�ghed, and spoke to the fr�ends
around me, of the many sorrows of our frenz�es; for that by all such
efforts of ours, as those where�n I then to�led dragg�ng along, under
the goad�ng of des�re, the burthen of my own wretchedness, and, by
dragg�ng, augment�ng �t, we yet looked to arr�ve only at that very
joyousness wh�ther that beggar-man had arr�ved before us, who
should never perchance atta�n �t. For what he had obta�ned by
means of a few begged pence, the same was I plott�ng for by many a
to�lsome turn�ng and w�nd�ng; the joy of a temporary fel�c�ty. For he
ver�ly had not the true joy; but yet I w�th those my amb�t�ous des�gns



was seek�ng one much less true. And certa�nly he was joyous, I
anx�ous; he vo�d of care, I full of fears. But should any ask me, had I
rather be merry or fearful? I would answer merry. Aga�n, �f he asked
had I rather be such as he was, or what I then was? I should choose
to be myself, though worn w�th cares and fears; but out of wrong
judgment; for, was �t the truth? For I ought not to prefer myself to
h�m, because more learned than he, see�ng I had no joy there�n, but
sought to please men by �t; and that not to �nstruct, but s�mply to
please. Wherefore also Thou d�dst break my bones w�th the staff of
Thy correct�on.

Away w�th those then from my soul who say to her, "It makes a
d�fference whence a man's joy �s. That beggar-man joyed �n
drunkenness; Thou des�redst to joy �n glory." What glory, Lord? That
wh�ch �s not �n Thee. For even as h�s was no true joy, so was that no
true glory: and �t overthrew my soul more. He that very n�ght should
d�gest h�s drunkenness; but I had slept and r�sen aga�n w�th m�ne,
and was to sleep aga�n, and aga�n to r�se w�th �t, how many days,
Thou, God, knowest. But "�t doth make a d�fference whence a man's
joy �s." I know �t, and the joy of a fa�thful hope l�eth �ncomparably
beyond such van�ty. Yea, and so was he then beyond me: for he
ver�ly was the happ�er; not only for that he was thoroughly drenched
�n m�rth, I d�sembowelled w�th cares: but he, by fa�r w�shes, had
gotten w�ne; I, by ly�ng, was seek�ng for empty, swell�ng pra�se. Much
to th�s purpose sa�d I then to my fr�ends: and I often marked �n them
how �t fared w�th me; and I found �t went �ll w�th me, and gr�eved, and
doubled that very �ll; and �f any prosper�ty sm�led on me, I was loth to
catch at �t, for almost before I could grasp �t, �t flew away.

These th�ngs we, who were l�v�ng as fr�ends together, bemoaned
together, but ch�efly and most fam�l�arly d�d I speak thereof w�th
Alyp�us and Nebr�d�us, of whom Alyp�us was born �n the same town
w�th me, of persons of ch�ef rank there, but younger than I. For he
had stud�ed under me, both when I f�rst lectured �n our town, and
afterwards at Carthage, and he loved me much, because I seemed
to h�m k�nd, and learned; and I h�m, for h�s great towardl�ness to
v�rtue, wh�ch was em�nent enough �n one of no greater years. Yet the
wh�rlpool of Carthag�n�an hab�ts (amongst whom those �dle
spectacles are hotly followed) had drawn h�m �nto the madness of



the C�rcus. But wh�le he was m�serably tossed there�n, and I,
profess�ng rhetor�c there, had a publ�c school, as yet he used not my
teach�ng, by reason of some unk�ndness r�sen betw�xt h�s father and
me. I had found then how deadly he doted upon the C�rcus, and was
deeply gr�eved that he seemed l�kely, nay, or had thrown away so
great prom�se: yet had I no means of adv�s�ng or w�th a sort of
constra�nt recla�m�ng h�m, e�ther by the k�ndness of a fr�end, or the
author�ty of a master. For I supposed that he thought of me as d�d h�s
father; but he was not such; lay�ng as�de then h�s father's m�nd �n
that matter, he began to greet me, come somet�mes �nto my lecture
room, hear a l�ttle, and be gone.

I however had forgotten to deal w�th h�m, that he should not,
through a bl�nd and headlong des�re of va�n past�mes, undo so good
a w�t. But Thou, O Lord, who gu�dest the course of all Thou hast
created, hadst not forgotten h�m, who was one day to be among Thy
ch�ldren, Pr�est and D�spenser of Thy Sacrament; and that h�s
amendment m�ght pla�nly be attr�buted to Thyself, Thou effectedst �t
through me, unknow�ngly. For as one day I sat �n my accustomed
place, w�th my scholars before me, he entered, greeted me, sat
down, and appl�ed h�s m�nd to what I then handled. I had by chance
a passage �n hand, wh�ch wh�le I was expla�n�ng, a l�keness from the
C�rcens�an races occurred to me, as l�kely to make what I would
convey pleasanter and pla�ner, seasoned w�th b�t�ng mockery of
those whom that madness had enthralled; God, Thou knowest that I
then thought not of cur�ng Alyp�us of that �nfect�on. But he took �t
wholly to h�mself, and thought that I sa�d �t s�mply for h�s sake. And
whence another would have taken occas�on of offence w�th me, that
r�ght-m�nded youth took as a ground of be�ng offended at h�mself,
and lov�ng me more fervently. For Thou hadst sa�d �t long ago, and
put �t �nto Thy book, Rebuke a w�se man and he w�ll love Thee. But I
had not rebuked h�m, but Thou, who employest all, know�ng or not
know�ng, �n that order wh�ch Thyself knowest (and that order �s just),
d�dst of my heart and tongue make burn�ng coals, by wh�ch to set on
f�re the hopeful m�nd, thus langu�sh�ng, and so cure �t. Let h�m be
s�lent �n Thy pra�ses, who cons�ders not Thy merc�es, wh�ch confess
unto Thee out of my �nmost soul. For he upon that speech burst out
of that p�t so deep, where�n he was w�lfully plunged, and was bl�nded



w�th �ts wretched past�mes; and he shook h�s m�nd w�th a strong self-
command; whereupon all the f�lths of the C�rcens�an past�mes flew
off from h�m, nor came he aga�n th�ther. Upon th�s, he preva�led w�th
h�s unw�ll�ng father that he m�ght be my scholar. He gave way, and
gave �n. And Alyp�us beg�nn�ng to be my hearer aga�n, was �nvolved
�n the same superst�t�on w�th me, lov�ng �n the Man�chees that show
of cont�nency wh�ch he supposed true and unfe�gned. Whereas �t
was a senseless and seduc�ng cont�nency, ensnar�ng prec�ous souls,
unable as yet to reach the depth of v�rtue, yet read�ly begu�led w�th
the surface of what was but a shadowy and counterfe�t v�rtue.

He, not forsak�ng that secular course wh�ch h�s parents had
charmed h�m to pursue, had gone before me to Rome, to study law,
and there he was carr�ed away �ncred�bly w�th an �ncred�ble
eagerness after the shows of glad�ators. For be�ng utterly averse to
and detest�ng spectacles, he was one day by chance met by d�vers
of h�s acqua�ntance and fellow-students com�ng from d�nner, and
they w�th a fam�l�ar v�olence haled h�m, vehemently refus�ng and
res�st�ng, �nto the Amph�theatre, dur�ng these cruel and deadly
shows, he thus protest�ng: "Though you hale my body to that place,
and there set me, can you force me also to turn my m�nd or my eyes
to those shows? I shall then be absent wh�le present, and so shall
overcome both you and them." They, hear�ng th�s, led h�m on
nevertheless, des�rous perchance to try that very th�ng, whether he
could do as he sa�d. When they were come th�ther, and had taken
the�r places as they could, the whole place k�ndled w�th that savage
past�me. But he, clos�ng the passage of h�s eyes, forbade h�s m�nd to
range abroad after such ev�l; and would he had stopped h�s ears
also! For �n the f�ght, when one fell, a m�ghty cry of the whole people
str�k�ng h�m strongly, overcome by cur�os�ty, and as �f prepared to
desp�se and be super�or to �t whatsoever �t were, even when seen,
he opened h�s eyes, and was str�cken w�th a deeper wound �n h�s
soul than the other, whom he des�red to behold, was �n h�s body; and
he fell more m�serably than he upon whose fall that m�ghty no�se was
ra�sed, wh�ch entered through h�s ears, and unlocked h�s eyes, to
make way for the str�k�ng and beat�ng down of a soul, bold rather
than resolute, and the weaker, �n that �t had presumed on �tself,
wh�ch ought to have rel�ed on Thee. For so soon as he saw that



blood, he therew�th drunk down savageness; nor turned away, but
f�xed h�s eye, dr�nk�ng �n frenzy, unawares, and was del�ghted w�th
that gu�lty f�ght, and �ntox�cated w�th the bloody past�me. Nor was he
now the man he came, but one of the throng he came unto, yea, a
true assoc�ate of the�rs that brought h�m th�ther. Why say more? He
beheld, shouted, k�ndled, carr�ed thence w�th h�m the madness wh�ch
should goad h�m to return not only w�th them who f�rst drew h�m
th�ther, but also before them, yea and to draw �n others. Yet thence
d�dst Thou w�th a most strong and most merc�ful hand pluck h�m, and
taughtest h�m to have conf�dence not �n h�mself, but �n Thee. But th�s
was after.

But th�s was already be�ng la�d up �n h�s memory to be a med�c�ne
hereafter. So was that also, that when he was yet study�ng under me
at Carthage, and was th�nk�ng over at m�d-day �n the market-place
what he was to say by heart (as scholars use to pract�se), Thou
sufferedst h�m to be apprehended by the off�cers of the market-place
for a th�ef. For no other cause, I deem, d�dst Thou, our God, suffer �t,
but that he who was hereafter to prove so great a man, should
already beg�n to learn that �n judg�ng of causes, man was not read�ly
to be condemned by man out of a rash credul�ty. For as he was
walk�ng up and down by h�mself before the judgment-seat, w�th h�s
note-book and pen, lo, a young man, a lawyer, the real th�ef, pr�v�ly
br�ng�ng a hatchet, got �n, unperce�ved by Alyp�us, as far as the
leaden grat�ngs wh�ch fence �n the s�lversm�ths' shops, and began to
cut away the lead. But the no�se of the hatchet be�ng heard, the
s�lversm�ths beneath began to make a st�r, and sent to apprehend
whomever they should f�nd. But he, hear�ng the�r vo�ces, ran away,
leav�ng h�s hatchet, fear�ng to be taken w�th �t. Alyp�us now, who had
not seen h�m enter, was aware of h�s go�ng, and saw w�th what
speed he made away. And be�ng des�rous to know the matter,
entered the place; where f�nd�ng the hatchet, he was stand�ng,
wonder�ng and cons�der�ng �t, when behold, those that had been
sent, f�nd h�m alone w�th the hatchet �n h�s hand, the no�se whereof
had startled and brought them th�ther. They se�ze h�m, hale h�m
away, and gather�ng the dwellers �n the market-place together, boast
of hav�ng taken a notor�ous th�ef, and so he was be�ng led away to
be taken before the judge.



But thus far was Alyp�us to be �nstructed. For forthw�th, O Lord,
Thou succouredst h�s �nnocency, whereof Thou alone wert w�tness.
For as he was be�ng led e�ther to pr�son or to pun�shment, a certa�n
arch�tect met them, who had the ch�ef charge of the publ�c bu�ld�ngs.
Glad they were to meet h�m espec�ally, by whom they were wont to
be suspected of steal�ng the goods lost out of the marketplace, as
though to show h�m at last by whom these thefts were comm�tted.
He, however, had d�vers t�mes seen Alyp�us at a certa�n senator's
house, to whom he often went to pay h�s respects; and recogn�s�ng
h�m �mmed�ately, took h�m as�de by the hand, and enqu�r�ng the
occas�on of so great a calam�ty, heard the whole matter, and bade all
present, am�d much uproar and threats, to go w�th h�m. So they
came to the house of the young man who had done the deed. There,
before the door, was a boy so young as to be l�kely, not
apprehend�ng any harm to h�s master, to d�sclose the whole. For he
had attended h�s master to the market-place. Whom so soon as
Alyp�us remembered, he told the arch�tect: and he show�ng the
hatchet to the boy, asked h�m "Whose that was?" "Ours," quoth he
presently: and be�ng further quest�oned, he d�scovered every th�ng.
Thus the cr�me be�ng transferred to that house, and the mult�tude
ashamed, wh�ch had begun to �nsult over Alyp�us, he who was to be
a d�spenser of Thy Word, and an exam�ner of many causes �n Thy
Church, went away better exper�enced and �nstructed.

H�m then I had found at Rome, and he clave to me by a most
strong t�e, and went w�th me to M�lan, both that he m�ght not leave
me, and m�ght pract�se someth�ng of the law he had stud�ed, more to
please h�s parents than h�mself. There he had thr�ce sat as
Assessor, w�th an uncorruptness much wondered at by others, he
wonder�ng at others rather who could prefer gold to honesty. H�s
character was tr�ed bes�des, not only w�th the ba�t of covetousness,
but w�th the goad of fear. At Rome he was Assessor to the count of
the Ital�an Treasury. There was at that t�me a very powerful senator,
to whose favours many stood �ndebted, many much feared. He
would needs, by h�s usual power, have a th�ng allowed h�m wh�ch by
the laws was unallowed. Alyp�us res�sted �t: a br�be was prom�sed;
w�th all h�s heart he scorned �t: threats were held out; he trampled
upon them: all wonder�ng at so unwonted a sp�r�t, wh�ch ne�ther



des�red the fr�endsh�p, nor feared the enm�ty of one so great and so
m�ght�ly renowned for �nnumerable means of do�ng good or ev�l. And
the very judge, whose counc�llor Alyp�us was, although also unw�ll�ng
�t should be, yet d�d not openly refuse, but put the matter off upon
Alyp�us, alleg�ng that he would not allow h�m to do �t: for �n truth had
the judge done �t, Alyp�us would have dec�ded otherw�se. W�th th�s
one th�ng �n the way of learn�ng was he well-n�gh seduced, that he
m�ght have books cop�ed for h�m at Praetor�an pr�ces, but consult�ng
just�ce, he altered h�s del�berat�on for the better; esteem�ng equ�ty
whereby he was h�ndered more ga�nful than the power whereby he
were allowed. These are sl�ght th�ngs, but he that �s fa�thful �n l�ttle, �s
fa�thful also �n much. Nor can that any how be vo�d, wh�ch proceeded
out of the mouth of Thy Truth: If ye have not been fa�thful �n the
unr�ghteous Mammon, who w�ll comm�t to your trust true r�ches? And
�f ye have not been fa�thful �n that wh�ch �s another man's, who shall
g�ve you that wh�ch �s your own? He be�ng such, d�d at that t�me
cleave to me, and w�th me wavered �n purpose, what course of l�fe
was to be taken.

Nebr�d�us also, who hav�ng left h�s nat�ve country near Carthage,
yea and Carthage �tself, where he had much l�ved, leav�ng h�s
excellent fam�ly-estate and house, and a mother beh�nd, who was
not to follow h�m, had come to M�lan, for no other reason but that
w�th me he m�ght l�ve �n a most ardent search after truth and w�sdom.
L�ke me he s�ghed, l�ke me he wavered, an ardent searcher after true
l�fe, and a most acute exam�ner of the most d�ff�cult quest�ons. Thus
were there the mouths of three �nd�gent persons, s�gh�ng out the�r
wants one to another, and wa�t�ng upon Thee that Thou m�ghtest
g�ve them the�r meat �n due season. And �n all the b�tterness wh�ch
by Thy mercy followed our worldly affa�rs, as we looked towards the
end, why we should suffer all th�s, darkness met us; and we turned
away groan�ng, and say�ng, How long shall these th�ngs be? Th�s too
we often sa�d; and so say�ng forsook them not, for as yet there
dawned noth�ng certa�n, wh�ch these forsaken, we m�ght embrace.

And I, v�ew�ng and rev�ew�ng th�ngs, most wondered at the length
of t�me from that my n�neteenth year, where�n I had begun to k�ndle
w�th the des�re of w�sdom, settl�ng when I had found her, to abandon
all the empty hopes and ly�ng frenz�es of va�n des�res. And lo, I was



now �n my th�rt�eth year, st�ck�ng �n the same m�re, greedy of enjoy�ng
th�ngs present, wh�ch passed away and wasted my soul; wh�le I sa�d
to myself, "Tomorrow I shall f�nd �t; �t w�ll appear man�festly and I
shall grasp �t; lo, Faustus the Man�chee w�ll come, and clear every
th�ng! O you great men, ye Academ�c�ans, �t �s true then, that no
certa�nty can be atta�ned for the order�ng of l�fe! Nay, let us search
the more d�l�gently, and despa�r not. Lo, th�ngs �n the eccles�ast�cal
books are not absurd to us now, wh�ch somet�mes seemed absurd,
and may be otherw�se taken, and �n a good sense. I w�ll take my
stand, where, as a ch�ld, my parents placed me, unt�l the clear truth
be found out. But where shall �t be sought or when? Ambrose has no
le�sure; we have no le�sure to read; where shall we f�nd even the
books? Whence, or when procure them? from whom borrow them?
Let set t�mes be appo�nted, and certa�n hours be ordered for the
health of our soul. Great hope has dawned; the Cathol�c Fa�th
teaches not what we thought, and va�nly accused �t of; her �nstructed
members hold �t profane to bel�eve God to be bounded by the f�gure
of a human body: and do we doubt to 'knock,' that the rest 'may be
opened'? The forenoons our scholars take up; what do we dur�ng the
rest? Why not th�s? But when then pay we court to our great fr�ends,
whose favour we need? When compose what we may sell to
scholars? When refresh ourselves, unbend�ng our m�nds from th�s
�ntenseness of care?

"Per�sh every th�ng, d�sm�ss we these empty van�t�es, and betake
ourselves to the one search for truth! L�fe �s va�n, death uncerta�n; �f
�t steals upon us on a sudden, �n what state shall we depart hence?
and where shall we learn what here we have neglected? and shall
we not rather suffer the pun�shment of th�s negl�gence? What, �f
death �tself cut off and end all care and feel�ng? Then must th�s be
ascerta�ned. But God forb�d th�s! It �s no va�n and empty th�ng, that
the excellent d�gn�ty of the author�ty of the Chr�st�an Fa�th hath
overspread the whole world. Never would such and so great th�ngs
be by God wrought for us, �f w�th the death of the body the l�fe of the
soul came to an end. Wherefore delay then to abandon worldly
hopes, and g�ve ourselves wholly to seek after God and the blessed
l�fe? But wa�t! Even those th�ngs are pleasant; they have some, and
no small sweetness. We must not l�ghtly abandon them, for �t were a



shame to return aga�n to them. See, �t �s no great matter now to
obta�n some stat�on, and then what should we more w�sh for? We
have store of powerful fr�ends; �f noth�ng else offer, and we be �n
much haste, at least a pres�dentsh�p may be g�ven us: and a w�fe
w�th some money, that she �ncrease not our charges: and th�s shall
be the bound of des�re. Many great men, and most worthy of
�m�tat�on, have g�ven themselves to the study of w�sdom �n the state
of marr�age."

Wh�le I went over these th�ngs, and these w�nds sh�fted and drove
my heart th�s way and that, t�me passed on, but I delayed to turn to
the Lord; and from day to day deferred to l�ve �n Thee, and deferred
not da�ly to d�e �n myself. Lov�ng a happy l�fe, I feared �t �n �ts own
abode, and sought �t, by flee�ng from �t. I thought I should be too
m�serable, unless folded �n female arms; and of the med�c�ne of Thy
mercy to cure that �nf�rm�ty I thought not, not hav�ng tr�ed �t. As for
cont�nency, I supposed �t to be �n our own power (though �n myself I
d�d not f�nd that power), be�ng so fool�sh as not to know what �s
wr�tten, None can be cont�nent unless Thou g�ve �t; and that Thou
wouldest g�ve �t, �f w�th �nward groan�ngs I d�d knock at Th�ne ears,
and w�th a settled fa�th d�d cast my care on Thee.

Alyp�us �ndeed kept me from marry�ng; alleg�ng that so could we
by no means w�th und�stracted le�sure l�ve together �n the love of
w�sdom, as we had long des�red. For h�mself was even then most
pure �n th�s po�nt, so that �t was wonderful; and that the more, s�nce
�n the outset of h�s youth he had entered �nto that course, but had not
stuck fast there�n; rather had he felt remorse and revolt�ng at �t, l�v�ng
thenceforth unt�l now most cont�nently. But I opposed h�m w�th the
examples of those who as marr�ed men had cher�shed w�sdom, and
served God acceptably, and reta�ned the�r fr�ends, and loved them
fa�thfully. Of whose greatness of sp�r�t I was far short; and bound w�th
the d�sease of the flesh, and �ts deadly sweetness, drew along my
cha�n, dread�ng to be loosed, and as �f my wound had been fretted,
put back h�s good persuas�ons, as �t were the hand of one that would
uncha�n me. Moreover, by me d�d the serpent speak unto Alyp�us
h�mself, by my tongue weav�ng and lay�ng �n h�s path pleasurable
snares, where�n h�s v�rtuous and free feet m�ght be entangled.



For when he wondered that I, whom he esteemed not sl�ghtly,
should st�ck so fast �n the b�rdl�me of that pleasure, as to protest (so
oft as we d�scussed �t) that I could never lead a s�ngle l�fe; and urged
�n my defence when I saw h�m wonder, that there was great
d�fference between h�s momentary and scarce-remembered
knowledge of that l�fe, wh�ch so he m�ght eas�ly desp�se, and my
cont�nued acqua�ntance whereto �f the honourable name of marr�age
were added, he ought not to wonder why I could not contemn that
course; he began also to des�re to be marr�ed; not as overcome w�th
des�re of such pleasure, but out of cur�os�ty. For he would fa�n know,
he sa�d, what that should be, w�thout wh�ch my l�fe, to h�m so
pleas�ng, would to me seem not l�fe but a pun�shment. For h�s m�nd,
free from that cha�n, was amazed at my thraldom; and through that
amazement was go�ng on to a des�re of try�ng �t, thence to the tr�al
�tself, and thence perhaps to s�nk �nto that bondage whereat he
wondered, see�ng he was w�ll�ng to make a covenant w�th death; and
he that loves danger, shall fall �nto �t. For whatever honour there be
�n the off�ce of well-order�ng a marr�ed l�fe, and a fam�ly, moved us
but sl�ghtly. But me for the most part the hab�t of sat�sfy�ng an
�nsat�able appet�te tormented, wh�le �t held me capt�ve; h�m, an
adm�r�ng wonder was lead�ng capt�ve. So were we, unt�l Thou, O
Most H�gh, not forsak�ng our dust, comm�serat�ng us m�serable, d�dst
come to our help, by wondrous and secret ways.

Cont�nual effort was made to have me marr�ed. I wooed, I was
prom�sed, ch�efly through my mother's pa�ns, that so once marr�ed,
the health-g�v�ng bapt�sm m�ght cleanse me, towards wh�ch she
rejo�ced that I was be�ng da�ly f�tted, and observed that her prayers,
and Thy prom�ses, were be�ng fulf�lled �n my fa�th. At wh�ch t�me
ver�ly, both at my request and her own long�ng, w�th strong cr�es of
heart she da�ly begged of Thee, that Thou wouldest by a v�s�on
d�scover unto her someth�ng concern�ng my future marr�age; Thou
never wouldest. She saw �ndeed certa�n va�n and fantast�c th�ngs,
such as the energy of the human sp�r�t, bus�ed thereon, brought
together; and these she told me of, not w�th that conf�dence she was
wont, when Thou showedst her any th�ng, but sl�ght�ng them. For she
could, she sa�d, through a certa�n feel�ng, wh�ch �n words she could
not express, d�scern betw�xt Thy revelat�ons, and the dreams of her



own soul. Yet the matter was pressed on, and a ma�den asked �n
marr�age, two years under the f�t age; and, as pleas�ng, was wa�ted
for.

And many of us fr�ends conferr�ng about, and detest�ng the
turbulent turmo�ls of human l�fe, had debated and now almost
resolved on l�v�ng apart from bus�ness and the bustle of men; and
th�s was to be thus obta�ned; we were to br�ng whatever we m�ght
severally procure, and make one household of all; so that through
the truth of our fr�endsh�p noth�ng should belong espec�ally to any;
but the whole thus der�ved from all, should as a whole belong to
each, and all to all. We thought there m�ght be some often persons �n
th�s soc�ety; some of whom were very r�ch, espec�ally Roman�anus
our townsman, from ch�ldhood a very fam�l�ar fr�end of m�ne, whom
the gr�evous perplex�t�es of h�s affa�rs had brought up to court; who
was the most earnest for th�s project; and there�n was h�s vo�ce of
great we�ght, because h�s ample estate far exceeded any of the rest.
We had settled also that two annual off�cers, as �t were, should
prov�de all th�ngs necessary, the rest be�ng und�sturbed. But when
we began to cons�der whether the w�ves, wh�ch some of us already
had, others hoped to have, would allow th�s, all that plan, wh�ch was
be�ng so well moulded, fell to p�eces �n our hands, was utterly
dashed and cast as�de. Thence we betook us to s�ghs, and groans,
and our steps to follow the broad and beaten ways of the world; for
many thoughts were �n our heart, but Thy counsel standeth for ever.
Out of wh�ch counsel Thou d�dst der�de ours, and preparedst Th�ne
own; purpos�ng to g�ve us meat �n due season, and to f�ll our souls
w�th bless�ng.

Meanwh�le my s�ns were be�ng mult�pl�ed, and my concub�ne be�ng
torn from my s�de as a h�ndrance to my marr�age, my heart wh�ch
clave unto her was torn and wounded and bleed�ng. And she
returned to Afr�c, vow�ng unto Thee never to know any other man,
leav�ng w�th me my son by her. But unhappy I, who could not �m�tate
a very woman, �mpat�ent of delay, �nasmuch as not t�ll after two years
was I to obta�n her I sought not be�ng so much a lover of marr�age as
a slave to lust, procured another, though no w�fe, that so by the
serv�tude of an endur�ng custom, the d�sease of my soul m�ght be
kept up and carr�ed on �n �ts v�gour, or even augmented, �nto the



dom�n�on of marr�age. Nor was that my wound cured, wh�ch had
been made by the cutt�ng away of the former, but after �nflammat�on
and most acute pa�n, �t mort�f�ed, and my pa�ns became less acute,
but more desperate.

To Thee be pra�se, glory to Thee, Founta�n of merc�es. I was
becom�ng more m�serable, and Thou nearer. Thy r�ght hand was
cont�nually ready to pluck me out of the m�re, and to wash me
thoroughly, and I knew �t not; nor d�d anyth�ng call me back from a
yet deeper gulf of carnal pleasures, but the fear of death, and of Thy
judgment to come; wh�ch am�d all my changes, never departed from
my breast. And �n my d�sputes w�th my fr�ends Alyp�us and Nebr�d�us
of the nature of good and ev�l, I held that Ep�curus had �n my m�nd
won the palm, had I not bel�eved that after death there rema�ned a
l�fe for the soul, and places of requ�tal accord�ng to men's deserts,
wh�ch Ep�curus would not bel�eve. And I asked, "were we �mmortal,
and to l�ve �n perpetual bod�ly pleasure, w�thout fear of los�ng �t, why
should we not be happy, or what else should we seek?" not know�ng
that great m�sery was �nvolved �n th�s very th�ng, that, be�ng thus
sunk and bl�nded, I could not d�scern that l�ght of excellence and
beauty, to be embraced for �ts own sake, wh�ch the eye of flesh
cannot see, and �s seen by the �nner man. Nor d�d I, unhappy,
cons�der from what source �t sprung, that even on these th�ngs, foul
as they were, I w�th pleasure d�scoursed w�th my fr�ends, nor could I,
even accord�ng to the not�ons I then had of happ�ness, be happy
w�thout fr�ends, am�d what abundance soever of carnal pleasures.
And yet these fr�ends I loved for themselves only, and I felt that I was
beloved of them aga�n for myself only.



O crooked paths! Woe to the audac�ous soul, wh�ch hoped, by
forsak�ng Thee, to ga�n some better th�ng! Turned �t hath, and turned
aga�n, upon back, s�des, and belly, yet all was pa�nful; and Thou
alone rest. And behold, Thou art at hand, and del�verest us from our
wretched wander�ngs, and placest us �n Thy way, and dost comfort
us, and say, "Run; I w�ll carry you; yea I w�ll br�ng you through; there
also w�ll I carry you."



BOOK VII
Deceased was now that my ev�l and abom�nable youth, and I was

pass�ng �nto early manhood; the more def�led by va�n th�ngs as I
grew �n years, who could not �mag�ne any substance, but such as �s
wont to be seen w�th these eyes. I thought not of Thee, O God,
under the f�gure of a human body; s�nce I began to hear aught of
w�sdom, I always avo�ded th�s; and rejo�ced to have found the same
�n the fa�th of our sp�r�tual mother, Thy Cathol�c Church. But what
else to conce�ve of Thee I knew not. And I, a man, and such a man,
sought to conce�ve of Thee the sovere�gn, only, true God; and I d�d �n
my �nmost soul bel�eve that Thou wert �ncorrupt�ble, and un�njurable,
and unchangeable; because though not know�ng whence or how, yet
I saw pla�nly, and was sure, that that wh�ch may be corrupted must
be �nfer�or to that wh�ch cannot; what could not be �njured I preferred
unhes�tat�ngly to what could rece�ve �njury; the unchangeable to
th�ngs subject to change. My heart pass�onately cr�ed out aga�nst all
my phantoms, and w�th th�s one blow I sought to beat away from the
eye of my m�nd all that unclean troop wh�ch buzzed around �t. And lo,
be�ng scarce put off, �n the tw�nkl�ng of an eye they gathered aga�n
th�ck about me, flew aga�nst my face, and beclouded �t; so that
though not under the form of the human body, yet was I constra�ned
to conce�ve of Thee (that �ncorrupt�ble, un�njurable, and
unchangeable, wh�ch I preferred before the corrupt�ble, and
�njurable, and changeable) as be�ng �n space, whether �nfused �nto
the world, or d�ffused �nf�n�tely w�thout �t. Because whatsoever I
conce�ved, depr�ved of th�s space, seemed to me noth�ng, yea
altogether noth�ng, not even a vo�d, as �f a body were taken out of �ts
place, and the place should rema�n empty of any body at all, of earth
and water, a�r and heaven, yet would �t rema�n a vo�d place, as �t
were a spac�ous noth�ng.

I then be�ng thus gross-hearted, nor clear even to myself,
whatsoever was not extended over certa�n spaces, nor d�ffused, nor



condensed, nor swelled out, or d�d not or could not rece�ve some of
these d�mens�ons, I thought to be altogether noth�ng. For over such
forms as my eyes are wont to range, d�d my heart then range: nor
yet d�d I see that th�s same not�on of the m�nd, whereby I formed
those very �mages, was not of th�s sort, and yet �t could not have
formed them, had not �tself been some great th�ng. So also d�d I
endeavour to conce�ve of Thee, L�fe of my l�fe, as vast, through
�nf�n�te spaces on every s�de penetrat�ng the whole mass of the
un�verse, and beyond �t, every way, through unmeasurable
boundless spaces; so that the earth should have Thee, the heaven
have Thee, all th�ngs have Thee, and they be bounded �n Thee, and
Thou bounded nowhere. For that as the body of th�s a�r wh�ch �s
above the earth, h�ndereth not the l�ght of the sun from pass�ng
through �t, penetrat�ng �t, not by burst�ng or by cutt�ng, but by f�ll�ng �t
wholly: so I thought the body not of heaven, a�r, and sea only, but of
the earth too, perv�ous to Thee, so that �n all �ts parts, the greatest as
the smallest, �t should adm�t Thy presence, by a secret �nsp�rat�on,
w�th�n and w�thout, d�rect�ng all th�ngs wh�ch Thou hast created. So I
guessed, only as unable to conce�ve aught else, for �t was false. For
thus should a greater part of the earth conta�n a greater port�on of
Thee, and a less, a lesser: and all th�ngs should �n such sort be full
of Thee, that the body of an elephant should conta�n more of Thee,
than that of a sparrow, by how much larger �t �s, and takes up more
room; and thus shouldest Thou make the several port�ons of Thyself
present unto the several port�ons of the world, �n fragments, large to
the large, petty to the petty. But such art not Thou. But not as yet
hadst Thou enl�ghtened my darkness.

It was enough for me, Lord, to oppose to those dece�ved
dece�vers, and dumb praters, s�nce Thy word sounded not out of
them;—that was enough wh�ch long ago, wh�le we were yet at
Carthage, Nebr�d�us used to propound, at wh�ch all we that heard �t
were staggered: "That sa�d nat�on of darkness, wh�ch the Man�chees
are wont to set as an oppos�ng mass over aga�nst Thee, what could
�t have done unto Thee, hadst Thou refused to f�ght w�th �t? For, �f
they answered, '�t would have done Thee some hurt,' then shouldest
Thou be subject to �njury and corrupt�on: but �t could do Thee no
hurt,' then was no reason brought for Thy f�ght�ng w�th �t; and f�ght�ng



�n such w�se, as that a certa�n port�on or member of Thee, or
offspr�ng of Thy very Substance, should be m�ngled w�th opposed
powers, and natures not created by Thee, and be by them so far
corrupted and changed to the worse, as to be turned from happ�ness
�nto m�sery, and need ass�stance, whereby �t m�ght be extr�cated and
pur�f�ed; and that th�s offspr�ng of Thy Substance was the soul, wh�ch
be�ng enthralled, def�led, corrupted, Thy Word, free, pure, and whole,
m�ght rel�eve; that Word �tself be�ng st�ll corrupt�ble because �t was of
one and the same Substance. So then, should they aff�rm Thee,
whatsoever Thou art, that �s, Thy Substance whereby Thou art, to be
�ncorrupt�ble, then were all these say�ngs false and execrable; but �f
corrupt�ble, the very statement showed �t to be false and revolt�ng."
Th�s argument then of Nebr�d�us suff�ced aga�nst those who
deserved wholly to be vom�ted out of the overcharged stomach; for
they had no escape, w�thout horr�ble blasphemy of heart and tongue,
thus th�nk�ng and speak�ng of Thee.

But I also as yet, although I held and was f�rmly persuaded that
Thou our Lord the true God, who madest not only our souls, but our
bod�es, and not only our souls and bod�es, but all be�ngs, and all
th�ngs, wert undef�lable and unalterable, and �n no degree mutable;
yet understood I not, clearly and w�thout d�ff�culty, the cause of ev�l.
And yet whatever �t were, I perce�ved �t was �n such w�se to be
sought out, as should not constra�n me to bel�eve the �mmutable God
to be mutable, lest I should become that ev�l I was seek�ng out. I
sought �t out then, thus far free from anx�ety, certa�n of the untruth of
what these held, from whom I shrunk w�th my whole heart: for I saw,
that through enqu�r�ng the or�g�n of ev�l, they were f�lled w�th ev�l, �n
that they preferred to th�nk that Thy substance d�d suffer �ll than the�r
own d�d comm�t �t.

And I stra�ned to perce�ve what I now heard, that free-w�ll was the
cause of our do�ng �ll, and Thy just judgment of our suffer�ng �ll. But I
was not able clearly to d�scern �t. So then endeavour�ng to draw my
soul's v�s�on out of that deep p�t, I was aga�n plunged there�n, and
endeavour�ng often, I was plunged back as often. But th�s ra�sed me
a l�ttle �nto Thy l�ght, that I knew as well that I had a w�ll, as that I
l�ved: when then I d�d w�ll or n�ll any th�ng, I was most sure that no
other than myself d�d w�ll and n�ll: and I all but saw that there was the



cause of my s�n. But what I d�d aga�nst my w�ll, I saw that I suffered
rather than d�d, and I judged not to be my fault, but my pun�shment;
whereby, however, hold�ng Thee to be just, I speed�ly confessed
myself to be not unjustly pun�shed. But aga�n I sa�d, Who made me?
D�d not my God, Who �s not only good, but goodness �tself? Whence
then came I to w�ll ev�l and n�ll good, so that I am thus justly
pun�shed? who set th�s �n me, and �ngrafted �nto me th�s plant of
b�tterness, see�ng I was wholly formed by my most sweet God? If the
dev�l were the author, whence �s that same dev�l? And �f he also by
h�s own perverse w�ll, of a good angel became a dev�l, whence,
aga�n, came �n h�m that ev�l w�ll whereby he became a dev�l, see�ng
the whole nature of angels was made by that most good Creator? By
these thoughts I was aga�n sunk down and choked; yet not brought
down to that hell of error (where no man confesseth unto Thee), to
th�nk rather that Thou dost suffer �ll, than that man doth �t.

For I was �n such w�se str�v�ng to f�nd out the rest, as one who had
already found that the �ncorrupt�ble must needs be better than the
corrupt�ble: and Thee therefore, whatsoever Thou wert, I confessed
to be �ncorrupt�ble. For never soul was, nor shall be, able to conce�ve
any th�ng wh�ch may be better than Thou, who art the sovere�gn and
the best good. But s�nce most truly and certa�nly, the �ncorrupt�ble �s
preferable to the corrupt�ble (as I d�d now prefer �t), then, wert Thou
not �ncorrupt�ble, I could �n thought have arr�ved at someth�ng better
than my God. Where then I saw the �ncorrupt�ble to be preferable to
the corrupt�ble, there ought I to seek for Thee, and there observe
"where�n ev�l �tself was"; that �s, whence corrupt�on comes, by wh�ch
Thy substance can by no means be �mpa�red. For corrupt�on does no
ways �mpa�r our God; by no w�ll, by no necess�ty, by no unlooked-for
chance: because He �s God, and what He w�lls �s good, and H�mself
�s that good; but to be corrupted �s not good. Nor art Thou aga�nst
Thy w�ll constra�ned to any th�ng, s�nce Thy w�ll �s not greater than
Thy power. But greater should �t be, were Thyself greater than
Thyself. For the w�ll and power of God �s God H�mself. And what can
be unlooked-for by Thee, Who knowest all th�ngs? Nor �s there any
nature �n th�ngs, but Thou knowest �t. And what should we more say,
"why that substance wh�ch God �s should not be corrupt�ble," see�ng
�f �t were so, �t should not be God?



And I sought "whence �s ev�l," and sought �n an ev�l way; and saw
not the ev�l �n my very search. I set now before the s�ght of my sp�r�t
the whole creat�on, whatsoever we can see there�n (as sea, earth,
a�r, stars, trees, mortal creatures); yea, and whatever �n �t we do not
see, as the f�rmament of heaven, all angels moreover, and all the
sp�r�tual �nhab�tants thereof. But these very be�ngs, as though they
were bod�es, d�d my fancy d�spose �n place, and I made one great
mass of Thy creat�on, d�st�ngu�shed as to the k�nds of bod�es; some,
real bod�es, some, what myself had fe�gned for sp�r�ts. And th�s mass
I made huge, not as �t was (wh�ch I could not know), but as I thought
conven�ent, yet every way f�n�te. But Thee, O Lord, I �mag�ned on
every part env�ron�ng and penetrat�ng �t, though every way �nf�n�te: as
�f there were a sea, every where, and on every s�de, through
unmeasured space, one only boundless sea, and �t conta�ned w�th�n
�t some sponge, huge, but bounded; that sponge must needs, �n all
�ts parts, be f�lled from that unmeasurable sea: so conce�ved I Thy
creat�on, �tself f�n�te, full of Thee, the Inf�n�te; and I sa�d, Behold God,
and behold what God hath created; and God �s good, yea, most
m�ght�ly and �ncomparably better than all these: but yet He, the
Good, created them good; and see how He env�roneth and fulf�ls
them. Where �s ev�l then, and whence, and how crept �t �n h�ther?
What �s �ts root, and what �ts seed? Or hath �t no be�ng? Why then
fear we and avo�d what �s not? Or �f we fear �t �dly, then �s that very
fear ev�l, whereby the soul �s thus �dly goaded and racked. Yea, and
so much a greater ev�l, as we have noth�ng to fear, and yet do fear.
Therefore e�ther �s that ev�l wh�ch we fear, or else ev�l �s, that we fear.
Whence �s �t then? see�ng God, the Good, hath created all these
th�ngs good. He �ndeed, the greater and ch�efest Good, hath created
these lesser goods; st�ll both Creator and created, all are good.
Whence �s ev�l? Or, was there some ev�l matter of wh�ch He made,
and formed, and ordered �t, yet left someth�ng �n �t wh�ch He d�d not
convert �nto good? Why so then? Had He no m�ght to turn and
change the whole, so that no ev�l should rema�n �n �t, see�ng He �s
All-m�ghty? Lastly, why would He make any th�ng at all of �t, and not
rather by the same All-m�ght�ness cause �t not to be at all? Or, could
�t then be aga�nst H�s w�ll? Or �f �t were from etern�ty, why suffered He
�t so to be for �nf�n�te spaces of t�mes past, and was pleased so long



after to make someth�ng out of �t? Or �f He were suddenly pleased
now to effect somewhat, th�s rather should the All-m�ghty have
effected, that th�s ev�l matter should not be, and He alone be, the
whole, true, sovere�gn, and �nf�n�te Good. Or �f �t was not good that
He who was good should not also frame and create someth�ng that
were good, then, that ev�l matter be�ng taken away and brought to
noth�ng, He m�ght form good matter, whereof to create all th�ngs. For
He should not be All-m�ghty, �f He m�ght not create someth�ng good
w�thout the a�d of that matter wh�ch H�mself had not created. These
thoughts I revolved �n my m�serable heart, overcharged w�th most
gnaw�ng cares, lest I should d�e ere I had found the truth; yet was the
fa�th of Thy Chr�st, our Lord and Sav�our, professed �n the Church
Cathol�c, f�rmly f�xed �n my heart, �n many po�nts, �ndeed, as yet
unformed, and fluctuat�ng from the rule of doctr�ne; yet d�d not my
m�nd utterly leave �t, but rather da�ly took �n more and more of �t.

By th�s t�me also had I rejected the ly�ng d�v�nat�ons and �mp�ous
dotages of the astrologers. Let Th�ne own merc�es, out of my very
�nmost soul, confess unto Thee for th�s also, O my God. For Thou,
Thou altogether (for who else calls us back from the death of all
errors, save the L�fe wh�ch cannot d�e, and the W�sdom wh�ch
need�ng no l�ght enl�ghtens the m�nds that need �t, whereby the
un�verse �s d�rected, down to the wh�rl�ng leaves of trees?)—Thou
madest prov�s�on for my obst�nacy wherew�th I struggled aga�nst
V�nd�c�anus, an acute old man, and Nebr�d�us, a young man of
adm�rable talents; the f�rst vehemently aff�rm�ng, and the latter often
(though w�th some doubtfulness) say�ng, "That there was no such art
whereby to foresee th�ngs to come, but that men's conjectures were
a sort of lottery, and that out of many th�ngs wh�ch they sa�d should
come to pass, some actually d�d, unawares to them who spake �t,
who stumbled upon �t, through the�r oft speak�ng." Thou prov�dedst
then a fr�end for me, no negl�gent consulter of the astrologers; nor
yet well sk�lled �n those arts, but (as I sa�d) a cur�ous consulter w�th
them, and yet know�ng someth�ng, wh�ch he sa�d he had heard of h�s
father, wh�ch how far �t went to overthrow the est�mat�on of that art,
he knew not. Th�s man then, F�rm�nus by name, hav�ng had a l�beral
educat�on, and well taught �n Rhetor�c, consulted me, as one very
dear to h�m, what, accord�ng to h�s so-called constellat�ons, I thought



on certa�n affa�rs of h�s, where�n h�s worldly hopes had r�sen, and I,
who had here�n now begun to �ncl�ne towards Nebr�d�us' op�n�on, d�d
not altogether refuse to conjecture, and tell h�m what came �nto my
unresolved m�nd; but added, that I was now almost persuaded that
these were but empty and r�d�culous foll�es. Thereupon he told me
that h�s father had been very cur�ous �n such books, and had a fr�end
as earnest �n them as h�mself, who w�th jo�nt study and conference
fanned the flame of the�r affect�ons to these toys, so that they would
observe the moments whereat the very dumb an�mals, wh�ch bred
about the�r houses, gave b�rth, and then observed the relat�ve
pos�t�on of the heavens, thereby to make fresh exper�ments �n th�s
so-called art. He sa�d then that he had heard of h�s father, that what
t�me h�s mother was about to g�ve b�rth to h�m, F�rm�nus, a woman-
servant of that fr�end of h�s father's was also w�th ch�ld, wh�ch could
not escape her master, who took care w�th most exact d�l�gence to
know the b�rths of h�s very pupp�es. And so �t was that (the one for
h�s w�fe, and the other for h�s servant, w�th the most careful
observat�on, reckon�ng days, hours, nay, the lesser d�v�s�ons of the
hours) both were del�vered at the same �nstant; so that both were
constra�ned to allow the same constellat�ons, even to the m�nutest
po�nts, the one for h�s son, the other for h�s new-born slave. For so
soon as the women began to be �n labour, they each gave not�ce to
the other what was fallen out �n the�r houses, and had messengers
ready to send to one another so soon as they had not�ce of the
actual b�rth, of wh�ch they had eas�ly prov�ded, each �n h�s own
prov�nce, to g�ve �nstant �ntell�gence. Thus then the messengers of
the respect�ve part�es met, he averred, at such an equal d�stance
from e�ther house that ne�ther of them could make out any d�fference
�n the pos�t�on of the stars, or any other m�nutest po�nts; and yet
F�rm�nus, born �n a h�gh estate �n h�s parents' house, ran h�s course
through the g�lded paths of l�fe, was �ncreased �n r�ches, ra�sed to
honours; whereas that slave cont�nued to serve h�s masters, w�thout
any relaxat�on of h�s yoke, as F�rm�nus, who knew h�m, told me.

Upon hear�ng and bel�ev�ng these th�ngs, told by one of such
cred�b�l�ty, all that my res�stance gave way; and f�rst I endeavoured to
recla�m F�rm�nus h�mself from that cur�os�ty, by tell�ng h�m that upon
�nspect�ng h�s constellat�ons, I ought �f I were to pred�ct truly, to have



seen �n them parents em�nent among the�r ne�ghbours, a noble
fam�ly �n �ts own c�ty, h�gh b�rth, good educat�on, l�beral learn�ng. But
�f that servant had consulted me upon the same constellat�ons, s�nce
they were h�s also, I ought aga�n (to tell h�m too truly) to see �n them
a l�neage the most abject, a slav�sh cond�t�on, and every th�ng else
utterly at var�ance w�th the former. Whence then, �f I spake the truth, I
should, from the same constellat�ons, speak d�versely, or �f I spake
the same, speak falsely: thence �t followed most certa�nly that
whatever, upon cons�derat�on of the constellat�ons, was spoken truly,
was spoken not out of art, but chance; and whatever spoken falsely,
was not out of �gnorance �n the art, but the fa�lure of the chance.

An open�ng thus made, rum�nat�ng w�th myself on the l�ke th�ngs,
that no one of those dotards (who l�ved by such a trade, and whom I
longed to attack, and w�th der�s�on to confute) m�ght urge aga�nst me
that F�rm�nus had �nformed me falsely, or h�s father h�m; I bent my
thoughts on those that are born tw�ns, who for the most part come
out of the womb so near one to other, that the small �nterval (how
much force soever �n the nature of th�ngs folk may pretend �t to have)
cannot be noted by human observat�on, or be at all expressed �n
those f�gures wh�ch the astrologer �s to �nspect, that he may
pronounce truly. Yet they cannot be true: for look�ng �nto the same
f�gures, he must have pred�cted the same of Esau and Jacob,
whereas the same happened not to them. Therefore he must speak
falsely; or �f truly, then, look�ng �nto the same f�gures, he must not
g�ve the same answer. Not by art, then, but by chance, would he
speak truly. For Thou, O Lord, most r�ghteous Ruler of the Un�verse,
wh�le consulters and consulted know �t not, dost by Thy h�dden
�nsp�rat�on effect that the consulter should hear what, accord�ng to
the h�dden deserv�ngs of souls, he ought to hear, out of the
unsearchable depth of Thy just judgment, to Whom let no man say,
What �s th�s? Why that? Let h�m not so say, for he �s man.

Now then, O my Helper, hadst Thou loosed me from those fetters:
and I sought "whence �s ev�l," and found no way. But Thou sufferedst
me not by any fluctuat�ons of thought to be carr�ed away from the
Fa�th whereby I bel�eved Thee both to be, and Thy substance to be
unchangeable, and that Thou hast a care of, and wouldest judge
men, and that �n Chr�st, Thy Son, Our Lord, and the holy Scr�ptures,



wh�ch the author�ty of Thy Cathol�c Church pressed upon me, Thou
hadst set the way of man's salvat�on, to that l�fe wh�ch �s to be after
th�s death. These th�ngs be�ng safe and �mmovably settled �n my
m�nd, I sought anx�ously "whence was ev�l?" What were the pangs of
my teem�ng heart, what groans, O my God! yet even there were
Th�ne ears open, and I knew �t not; and when �n s�lence I vehemently
sought, those s�lent contr�t�ons of my soul were strong cr�es unto Thy
mercy. Thou knewest what I suffered, and no man. For, what was
that wh�ch was thence through my tongue d�st�lled �nto the ears of
my most fam�l�ar fr�ends? D�d the whole tumult of my soul, for wh�ch
ne�ther t�me nor utterance suff�ced, reach them? Yet went up the
whole to Thy hear�ng, all wh�ch I roared out from the groan�ngs of my
heart; and my des�re was before Thee, and the l�ght of m�ne eyes
was not w�th me: for that was w�th�n, I w�thout: nor was that conf�ned
to place, but I was �ntent on th�ngs conta�ned �n place, but there
found I no rest�ng-place, nor d�d they so rece�ve me, that I could say,
"It �s enough," "�t �s well": nor d�d they yet suffer me to turn back,
where �t m�ght be well enough w�th me. For to these th�ngs was I
super�or, but �nfer�or to Thee; and Thou art my true joy when
subjected to Thee, and Thou hadst subjected to me what Thou
createdst below me. And th�s was the true temperament, and m�ddle
reg�on of my safety, to rema�n �n Thy Image, and by serv�ng Thee,
rule the body. But when I rose proudly aga�nst Thee, and ran aga�nst
the Lord w�th my neck, w�th the th�ck bosses of my buckler, even
these �nfer�or th�ngs were set above me, and pressed me down, and
no where was there resp�te or space of breath�ng. They met my s�ght
on all s�des by heaps and troops, and �n thought the �mages thereof
presented themselves unsought, as I would return to Thee, as �f they
would say unto me, "Wh�ther goest thou, unworthy and def�led?" And
these th�ngs had grown out of my wound; for Thou "humbledst the
proud l�ke one that �s wounded," and through my own swell�ng was I
separated from Thee; yea, my pr�de-swollen face closed up m�ne
eyes.

But Thou, Lord, ab�dest for ever, yet not for ever art Thou angry
w�th us; because Thou p�t�est our dust and ashes, and �t was
pleas�ng �n Thy s�ght to reform my deform�t�es; and by �nward goads
d�dst Thou rouse me, that I should be �ll at ease, unt�l Thou wert



man�fested to my �nward s�ght. Thus, by the secret hand of Thy
med�c�n�ng was my swell�ng abated, and the troubled and bed�mmed
eyes�ght of my m�nd, by the smart�ng ano�nt�ngs of healthful sorrows,
was from day to day healed.

And Thou, w�ll�ng f�rst to show me how Thou res�stest the proud,
but g�vest grace unto the humble, and by how great an act of Thy
mercy Thou hadst traced out to men the way of hum�l�ty, �n that Thy
Word was made flesh, and dwelt among men:—Thou procuredst for
me, by means of one puffed up w�th most unnatural pr�de, certa�n
books of the Platon�sts, translated from Greek �nto Lat�n. And there�n
I read, not �ndeed �n the very words, but to the very same purpose,
enforced by many and d�vers reasons, that In the beg�nn�ng was the
Word, and the Word was w�th God, and the Word was God: the
Same was �n the beg�nn�ng w�th God: all th�ngs were made by H�m,
and w�thout H�m was noth�ng made: that wh�ch was made by H�m �s
l�fe, and the l�fe was the l�ght of men, and the l�ght sh�neth �n the
darkness, and the darkness comprehended �t not. And that the soul
of man, though �t bears w�tness to the l�ght, yet �tself �s not that l�ght;
but the Word of God, be�ng God, �s that true l�ght that l�ghteth every
man that cometh �nto the world. And that He was �n the world, and
the world was made by H�m, and the world knew H�m not. But, that
He came unto H�s own, and H�s own rece�ved H�m not; but as many
as rece�ved H�m, to them gave He power to become the sons of
God, as many as bel�eved �n H�s name; th�s I read not there.

Aga�n I read there, that God the Word was born not of flesh nor of
blood, nor of the w�ll of man, nor of the w�ll of the flesh, but of God.
But that the Word was made flesh, and dwelt among us, I read not
there. For I traced �n those books that �t was many and d�vers ways
sa�d, that the Son was �n the form of the Father, and thought �t not
robbery to be equal w�th God, for that naturally He was the Same
Substance. But that He empt�ed H�mself, tak�ng the form of a
servant, be�ng made �n the l�keness of men, and found �n fash�on as
a man, humbled H�mself, and became obed�ent unto death, and that
the death of the cross: wherefore God exalted H�m from the dead,
and gave H�m a name above every name, that at the name of Jesus
every knee should how, of th�ngs �n heaven, and th�ngs �n earth, and
th�ngs under the earth; and that every tongue should confess that the



Lord Jesus Chr�st �s �n the glory of God the Father; those books have
not. For that before all t�mes and above all t�mes Thy Only-Begotten
Son rema�neth unchangeable, co-eternal w�th Thee, and that of H�s
fulness souls rece�ve, that they may be blessed; and that by
part�c�pat�on of w�sdom ab�d�ng �n them, they are renewed, so as to
be w�se, �s there. But that �n due t�me He d�ed for the ungodly; and
that Thou sparedst not Th�ne Only Son, but del�veredst H�m for us
all, �s not there. For Thou h�ddest these th�ngs from the w�se, and
revealedst them to babes; that they that labour and are heavy laden
m�ght come unto H�m, and He refresh them, because He �s meek
and lowly �n heart; and the meek He d�recteth �n judgment, and the
gentle He teacheth H�s ways, behold�ng our lowl�ness and trouble,
and forg�v�ng all our s�ns. But such as are l�fted up �n the lofty walk of
some would-be subl�mer learn�ng, hear not H�m, say�ng, Learn of
Me, for I am meek and lowly �n heart, and ye shall f�nd rest to your
souls. Although they knew God, yet they glor�fy H�m not as God, nor
are thankful, but wax va�n �n the�r thoughts; and the�r fool�sh heart �s
darkened; profess�ng that they were w�se, they became fools.

And therefore d�d I read there also, that they had changed the
glory of Thy �ncorrupt�ble nature �nto �dols and d�vers shapes, �nto the
l�keness of the �mage of corrupt�ble man, and b�rds, and beasts, and
creep�ng th�ngs; namely, �nto that Egypt�an food for wh�ch Esau lost
h�s b�rthr�ght, for that Thy f�rst-born people worsh�pped the head of a
four-footed beast �nstead of Thee; turn�ng �n heart back towards
Egypt; and bow�ng Thy �mage, the�r own soul, before the �mage of a
calf that eateth hay. These th�ngs found I here, but I fed not on them.
For �t pleased Thee, O Lord, to take away the reproach of d�m�nut�on
from Jacob, that the elder should serve the younger: and Thou
calledst the Gent�les �nto Th�ne �nher�tance. And I had come to Thee
from among the Gent�les; and I set my m�nd upon the gold wh�ch
Thou w�lledst Thy people to take from Egypt, see�ng Th�ne �t was,
wheresoever �t were. And to the Athen�ans Thou sa�dst by Thy
Apostle, that �n Thee we l�ve, move, and have our be�ng, as one of
the�r own poets had sa�d. And ver�ly these books came from thence.
But I set not my m�nd on the �dols of Egypt, whom they served w�th
Thy gold, who changed the truth of God �nto a l�e, and worsh�pped
and served the creature more than the Creator.



And be�ng thence admon�shed to return to myself, I entered even
�nto my �nward self, Thou be�ng my Gu�de: and able I was, for Thou
wert become my Helper. And I entered and beheld w�th the eye of
my soul (such as �t was), above the same eye of my soul, above my
m�nd, the L�ght Unchangeable. Not th�s ord�nary l�ght, wh�ch all flesh
may look upon, nor as �t were a greater of the same k�nd, as though
the br�ghtness of th�s should be man�fold br�ghter, and w�th �ts
greatness take up all space. Not such was th�s l�ght, but other, yea,
far other from these. Nor was �t above my soul, as o�l �s above water,
nor yet as heaven above earth: but above to my soul, because It
made me; and I below It, because I was made by It. He that knows
the Truth, knows what that L�ght �s; and he that knows It, knows
etern�ty. Love knoweth �t. O Truth Who art Etern�ty! and Love Who art
Truth! and Etern�ty Who art Love! Thou art my God, to Thee do I s�gh
n�ght and day. Thee when I f�rst knew, Thou l�ftedst me up, that I
m�ght see there was what I m�ght see, and that I was not yet such as
to see. And Thou d�dst beat back the weakness of my s�ght,
stream�ng forth Thy beams of l�ght upon me most strongly, and I
trembled w�th love and awe: and I perce�ved myself to be far off from
Thee, �n the reg�on of unl�keness, as �f I heard th�s Thy vo�ce from on
h�gh: "I am the food of grown men, grow, and thou shalt feed upon
Me; nor shalt thou convert Me, l�ke the food of thy flesh �nto thee, but
thou shalt be converted �nto Me." And I learned, that Thou for �n�qu�ty
chastenest man, and Thou madest my soul to consume away l�ke a
sp�der. And I sa�d, "Is Truth therefore noth�ng because �t �s not
d�ffused through space f�n�te or �nf�n�te?" And Thou cr�edst to me
from afar: "Yet ver�ly, I AM that I AM." And I heard, as the heart
heareth, nor had I room to doubt, and I should sooner doubt that I
l�ve than that Truth �s not, wh�ch �s clearly seen, be�ng understood by
those th�ngs wh�ch are made. And I beheld the other th�ngs below
Thee, and I perce�ved that they ne�ther altogether are, nor altogether
are not, for they are, s�nce they are from Thee, but are not, because
they are not what Thou art. For that truly �s wh�ch rema�ns
unchangeably. It �s good then for me to hold fast unto God; for �f I
rema�n not �n H�m, I cannot �n myself; but He rema�n�ng �n H�mself,
reneweth all th�ngs. And Thou art the Lord my God, s�nce Thou
standest not �n need of my goodness.



And �t was man�fested unto me, that those th�ngs be good wh�ch
yet are corrupted; wh�ch ne�ther were they sovere�gnly good, nor
unless they were good could be corrupted: for �f sovere�gnly good,
they were �ncorrupt�ble, �f not good at all, there were noth�ng �n them
to be corrupted. For corrupt�on �njures, but unless �t d�m�n�shed
goodness, �t could not �njure. E�ther then corrupt�on �njures not,
wh�ch cannot be; or wh�ch �s most certa�n, all wh�ch �s corrupted �s
depr�ved of good. But �f they be depr�ved of all good, they shall
cease to be. For �f they shall be, and can now no longer be
corrupted, they shall be better than before, because they shall ab�de
�ncorrupt�bly. And what more monstrous than to aff�rm th�ngs to
become better by los�ng all the�r good? Therefore, �f they shall be
depr�ved of all good, they shall no longer be. So long therefore as
they are, they are good: therefore whatsoever �s, �s good. That ev�l
then wh�ch I sought, whence �t �s, �s not any substance: for were �t a
substance, �t should be good. For e�ther �t should be an �ncorrupt�ble
substance, and so a ch�ef good: or a corrupt�ble substance; wh�ch
unless �t were good, could not be corrupted. I perce�ved therefore,
and �t was man�fested to me that Thou madest all th�ngs good, nor �s
there any substance at all, wh�ch Thou madest not; and for that Thou
madest not all th�ngs equal, therefore are all th�ngs; because each �s
good, and altogether very good, because our God made all th�ngs
very good.

And to Thee �s noth�ng whatsoever ev�l: yea, not only to Thee, but
also to Thy creat�on as a whole, because there �s noth�ng w�thout,
wh�ch may break �n, and corrupt that order wh�ch Thou hast
appo�nted �t. But �n the parts thereof some th�ngs, because
unharmon�s�ng w�th other some, are accounted ev�l: whereas those
very th�ngs harmon�se w�th others, and are good; and �n themselves
are good. And all these th�ngs wh�ch harmon�se not together, do yet
w�th the �nfer�or part, wh�ch we call Earth, hav�ng �ts own cloudy and
w�ndy sky harmon�s�ng w�th �t. Far be �t then that I should say, "These
th�ngs should not be": for should I see nought but these, I should
�ndeed long for the better; but st�ll must even for these alone pra�se
Thee; for that Thou art to be pra�sed, do show from the earth,
dragons, and all deeps, f�re, ha�l, snow, �ce, and stormy w�nd, wh�ch
fulf�l Thy word; mounta�ns, and all h�lls, fru�tful trees, and all cedars;



beasts, and all cattle, creep�ng th�ngs, and fly�ng fowls; k�ngs of the
earth, and all people, pr�nces, and all judges of the earth; young men
and ma�dens, old men and young, pra�se Thy Name. But when, from
heaven, these pra�se Thee, pra�se Thee, our God, �n the he�ghts all
Thy angels, all Thy hosts, sun and moon, all the stars and l�ght, the
Heaven of heavens, and the waters that be above the heavens,
pra�se Thy Name; I d�d not now long for th�ngs better, because I
conce�ved of all: and w�th a sounder judgment I apprehended that
the th�ngs above were better than these below, but altogether better
than those above by themselves.

There �s no soundness �n them, whom aught of Thy creat�on
d�spleaseth: as ne�ther �n me, when much wh�ch Thou hast made,
d�spleased me. And because my soul durst not be d�spleased at my
God, �t would fa�n not account that Th�ne, wh�ch d�spleased �t. Hence
�t had gone �nto the op�n�on of two substances, and had no rest, but
talked �dly. And return�ng thence, �t had made to �tself a God, through
�nf�n�te measures of all space; and thought �t to be Thee, and placed
�t �n �ts heart; and had aga�n become the temple of �ts own �dol, to
Thee abom�nable. But after Thou hadst soothed my head, unknown
to me, and closed m�ne eyes that they should not behold van�ty, I
ceased somewhat of my former self, and my frenzy was lulled to
sleep; and I awoke �n Thee, and saw Thee �nf�n�te, but �n another
way, and th�s s�ght was not der�ved from the flesh.

And I looked back on other th�ngs; and I saw that they owed the�r
be�ng to Thee; and were all bounded �n Thee: but �n a d�fferent way;
not as be�ng �n space; but because Thou conta�nest all th�ngs �n
Th�ne hand �n Thy Truth; and all th�ngs are true so far as they nor �s
there any falsehood, unless when that �s thought to be, wh�ch �s not.
And I saw that all th�ngs d�d harmon�se, not w�th the�r places only, but
w�th the�r seasons. And that Thou, who only art Eternal, d�dst not
beg�n to work after �nnumerable spaces of t�mes spent; for that all
spaces of t�mes, both wh�ch have passed, and wh�ch shall pass,
ne�ther go nor come, but through Thee, work�ng and ab�d�ng.

And I perce�ved and found �t noth�ng strange, that bread wh�ch �s
pleasant to a healthy palate �s loathsome to one d�stempered: and to
sore eyes l�ght �s offens�ve, wh�ch to the sound �s del�ghtful. And Thy



r�ghteousness d�spleaseth the w�cked; much more the v�per and
rept�les, wh�ch Thou hast created good, f�tt�ng �n w�th the �nfer�or
port�ons of Thy Creat�on, w�th wh�ch the very w�cked also f�t �n; and
that the more, by how much they be unl�ke Thee; but w�th the
super�or creatures, by how much they become more l�ke to Thee.
And I enqu�red what �n�qu�ty was, and found �t to be no substance,
but the pervers�on of the w�ll, turned as�de from Thee, O God, the
Supreme, towards these lower th�ngs, and cast�ng out �ts bowels,
and puffed up outwardly.

And I wondered that I now loved Thee, and no phantasm for Thee.
And yet d�d I not press on to enjoy my God; but was borne up to
Thee by Thy beauty, and soon borne down from Thee by m�ne own
we�ght, s�nk�ng w�th sorrow �nto these �nfer�or th�ngs. Th�s we�ght was
carnal custom. Yet dwelt there w�th me a remembrance of Thee; nor
d�d I any way doubt that there was One to whom I m�ght cleave, but
that I was not yet such as to cleave to Thee: for that the body wh�ch
�s corrupted presseth down the soul, and the earthly tabernacle
we�gheth down the m�nd that museth upon many th�ngs. And most
certa�n I was, that Thy �nv�s�ble works from the creat�on of the world
are clearly seen, be�ng understood by the th�ngs that are made, even
Thy eternal power and Godhead. For exam�n�ng whence �t was that I
adm�red the beauty of bod�es celest�al or terrestr�al; and what a�ded
me �n judg�ng soundly on th�ngs mutable, and pronounc�ng, "Th�s
ought to be thus, th�s not"; exam�n�ng, I say, whence �t was that I so
judged, see�ng I d�d so judge, I had found the unchangeable and true
Etern�ty of Truth above my changeable m�nd. And thus by degrees I
passed from bod�es to the soul, wh�ch through the bod�ly senses
perce�ves; and thence to �ts �nward faculty, to wh�ch the bod�ly
senses represent th�ngs external, wh�therto reach the facult�es of
beasts; and thence aga�n to the reason�ng faculty, to wh�ch what �s
rece�ved from the senses of the body, �s referred to be judged. Wh�ch
f�nd�ng �tself also to be �n me a th�ng var�able, ra�sed �tself up to �ts
own understand�ng, and drew away my thoughts from the power of
hab�t, w�thdraw�ng �tself from those troops of contrad�ctory
phantasms; that so �t m�ght f�nd what that l�ght was whereby �t was
bedewed, when, w�thout all doubt�ng, �t cr�ed out, "That the
unchangeable was to be preferred to the changeable"; whence also



�t knew That Unchangeable, wh�ch, unless �t had �n some way
known, �t had had no sure ground to prefer �t to the changeable. And
thus w�th the flash of one trembl�ng glance �t arr�ved at THAT WHICH
IS. And then I saw Thy �nv�s�ble th�ngs understood by the th�ngs
wh�ch are made. But I could not f�x my gaze thereon; and my
�nf�rm�ty be�ng struck back, I was thrown aga�n on my wonted hab�ts,
carry�ng along w�th me only a lov�ng memory thereof, and a long�ng
for what I had, as �t were, perce�ved the odour of, but was not yet
able to feed on.

Then I sought a way of obta�n�ng strength suff�c�ent to enjoy Thee;
and found �t not, unt�l I embraced that Med�ator betw�xt God and
men, the Man Chr�st Jesus, who �s over all, God blessed for
evermore, call�ng unto me, and say�ng, I am the way, the truth, and
the l�fe, and m�ngl�ng that food wh�ch I was unable to rece�ve, w�th
our flesh. For, the Word was made flesh, that Thy w�sdom, whereby
Thou createdst all th�ngs, m�ght prov�de m�lk for our �nfant state. For I
d�d not hold to my Lord Jesus Chr�st, I, humbled, to the Humble; nor
knew I yet whereto H�s �nf�rm�ty would gu�de us. For Thy Word, the
Eternal Truth, far above the h�gher parts of Thy Creat�on, ra�ses up
the subdued unto Itself: but �n th�s lower world bu�lt for Itself a lowly
hab�tat�on of our clay, whereby to abase from themselves such as
would be subdued, and br�ng them over to H�mself; allay�ng the�r
swell�ng, and foment�ng the�r love; to the end they m�ght go on no
further �n self-conf�dence, but rather consent to become weak,
see�ng before the�r feet the D�v�n�ty weak by tak�ng our coats of sk�n;
and wear�ed, m�ght cast themselves down upon It, and It r�s�ng,
m�ght l�ft them up.

But I thought otherw�se; conce�v�ng only of my Lord Chr�st as of a
man of excellent w�sdom, whom no one could be equalled unto;
espec�ally, for that be�ng wonderfully born of a V�rg�n, He seemed, �n
conform�ty therew�th, through the D�v�ne care for us, to have atta�ned
that great em�nence of author�ty, for an ensample of desp�s�ng th�ngs
temporal for the obta�n�ng of �mmortal�ty. But what mystery there lay
�n "The Word was made flesh," I could not even �mag�ne. Only I had
learnt out of what �s del�vered to us �n wr�t�ng of H�m that He d�d eat,
and dr�nk, sleep, walk, rejo�ced �n sp�r�t, was sorrowful, d�scoursed;
that flesh d�d not cleave by �tself unto Thy Word, but w�th the human



soul and m�nd. All know th�s who know the unchangeableness of Thy
Word, wh�ch I now knew, as far as I could, nor d�d I at all doubt
thereof. For, now to move the l�mbs of the body by w�ll, now not, now
to be moved by some affect�on, now not, now to del�ver w�se say�ngs
through human s�gns, now to keep s�lence, belong to soul and m�nd
subject to var�at�on. And should these th�ngs be falsely wr�tten of
H�m, all the rest also would r�sk the charge, nor would there rema�n
�n those books any sav�ng fa�th for mank�nd. S�nce then they were
wr�tten truly, I acknowledged a perfect man to be �n Chr�st; not the
body of a man only, nor, w�th the body, a sens�t�ve soul w�thout a
rat�onal, but very man; whom, not only as be�ng a form of Truth, but
for a certa�n great excellence of human nature and a more perfect
part�c�pat�on of w�sdom, I judged to be preferred before others. But
Alyp�us �mag�ned the Cathol�cs to bel�eve God to be so clothed w�th
flesh, that bes�des God and flesh, there was no soul at all �n Chr�st,
and d�d not th�nk that a human m�nd was ascr�bed to H�m. And
because he was well persuaded that the act�ons recorded of H�m
could only be performed by a v�tal and a rat�onal creature, he moved
the more slowly towards the Chr�st�an Fa�th. But understand�ng
afterwards that th�s was the error of the Apoll�nar�an heret�cs, he
joyed �n and was conformed to the Cathol�c Fa�th. But somewhat
later, I confess, d�d I learn how �n that say�ng, The Word was made
flesh, the Cathol�c truth �s d�st�ngu�shed from the falsehood of
Phot�nus. For the reject�on of heret�cs makes the tenets of Thy
Church and sound doctr�ne to stand out more clearly. For there must
also be heres�es, that the approved may be made man�fest among
the weak.

But hav�ng then read those books of the Platon�sts, and thence
been taught to search for �ncorporeal truth, I saw Thy �nv�s�ble th�ngs,
understood by those th�ngs wh�ch are made; and though cast back, I
perce�ved what that was wh�ch through the darkness of my m�nd I
was h�ndered from contemplat�ng, be�ng assured "That Thou wert,
and wert �nf�n�te, and yet not d�ffused �n space, f�n�te or �nf�n�te; and
that Thou truly art Who art the same ever, �n no part nor mot�on
vary�ng; and that all other th�ngs are from Thee, on th�s most sure
ground alone, that they are." Of these th�ngs I was assured, yet too
unsure to enjoy Thee. I prated as one well sk�lled; but had I not



sought Thy way �n Chr�st our Sav�our, I had proved to be, not sk�lled,
but k�lled. For now I had begun to w�sh to seem w�se, be�ng f�lled
w�th m�ne own pun�shment, yet I d�d not mourn, but rather scorn,
puffed up w�th knowledge. For where was that char�ty bu�ld�ng upon
the foundat�on of hum�l�ty, wh�ch �s Chr�st Jesus? or when should
these books teach me �t? Upon these, I bel�eve, Thou therefore
w�lledst that I should fall, before I stud�ed Thy Scr�ptures, that �t m�ght
be �mpr�nted on my memory how I was affected by them; and that
afterwards when my sp�r�ts were tamed through Thy books, and my
wounds touched by Thy heal�ng f�ngers, I m�ght d�scern and
d�st�ngu�sh between presumpt�on and confess�on; between those
who saw wh�ther they were to go, yet saw not the way, and the way
that leadeth not to behold only but to dwell �n the beat�f�c country. For
had I f�rst been formed �n Thy Holy Scr�ptures, and hadst Thou �n the
fam�l�ar use of them grown sweet unto me, and had I then fallen
upon those other volumes, they m�ght perhaps have w�thdrawn me
from the sol�d ground of p�ety, or, had I cont�nued �n that healthful
frame wh�ch I had thence �mb�bed, I m�ght have thought that �t m�ght
have been obta�ned by the study of those books alone.

Most eagerly then d�d I se�ze that venerable wr�t�ng of Thy Sp�r�t;
and ch�efly the Apostle Paul. Whereupon those d�ff�cult�es van�shed
away, where�n he once seemed to me to contrad�ct h�mself, and the
text of h�s d�scourse not to agree w�th the test�mon�es of the Law and
the Prophets. And the face of that pure word appeared to me one
and the same; and I learned to rejo�ce w�th trembl�ng. So I began;
and whatsoever truth I had read �n those other books, I found here
am�d the pra�se of Thy Grace; that whoso sees, may not so glory as
�f he had not rece�ved, not only what he sees, but also that he sees
(for what hath he, wh�ch he hath not rece�ved?), and that he may be
not only admon�shed to behold Thee, who art ever the same, but
also healed, to hold Thee; and that he who cannot see afar off, may
yet walk on the way, whereby he may arr�ve, and behold, and hold
Thee. For, though a man be del�ghted w�th the law of God after the
�nner man, what shall he do w�th that other law �n h�s members wh�ch
warreth aga�nst the law of h�s m�nd, and br�ngeth h�m �nto capt�v�ty to
the law of s�n wh�ch �s �n h�s members? For, Thou art r�ghteous, O
Lord, but we have s�nned and comm�tted �n�qu�ty, and have done



w�ckedly, and Thy hand �s grown heavy upon us, and we are justly
del�vered over unto that anc�ent s�nner, the k�ng of death; because
he persuaded our w�ll to be l�ke h�s w�ll whereby he abode not �n Thy
truth. What shall wretched man do? who shall del�ver h�m from the
body of h�s death, but only Thy Grace, through Jesus Chr�st our
Lord, whom Thou hast begotten co-eternal, and formedst �n the
beg�nn�ng of Thy ways, �n whom the pr�nce of th�s world found
noth�ng worthy of death, yet k�lled he H�m; and the handwr�t�ng,
wh�ch was contrary to us, was blotted out? Th�s those wr�t�ngs
conta�n not. Those pages present not the �mage of th�s p�ety, the
tears of confess�on, Thy sacr�f�ce, a troubled sp�r�t, a broken and a
contr�te heart, the salvat�on of the people, the Br�dal C�ty, the earnest
of the Holy Ghost, the Cup of our Redempt�on. No man s�ngs there,
Shall not my soul be subm�tted unto God? for of H�m cometh my
salvat�on. For He �s my God and my salvat�on, my guard�an, I shall
no more be moved. No one there hears H�m call, Come unto Me, all
ye that labour. They scorn to learn of H�m, because He �s meek and
lowly �n heart; for these th�ngs hast Thou h�d from the w�se and
prudent, and hast revealed them unto babes. For �t �s one th�ng, from
the mounta�n's shaggy top to see the land of peace, and to f�nd no
way th�ther; and �n va�n to essay through ways unpassable, opposed
and beset by fug�t�ves and deserters, under the�r capta�n the l�on and
the dragon: and another to keep on the way that leads th�ther,
guarded by the host of the heavenly General; where they spo�l not
who have deserted the heavenly army; for they avo�d �t, as very
torment. These th�ngs d�d wonderfully s�nk �nto my bowels, when I
read that least of Thy Apostles, and had med�tated upon Thy works,
and trembled exceed�ngly.



BOOK VIII
O my God, let me, w�th thanksg�v�ng, remember, and confess unto

Thee Thy merc�es on me. Let my bones be bedewed w�th Thy love,
and let them say unto Thee, Who �s l�ke unto Thee, O Lord? Thou
hast broken my bonds �n sunder, I w�ll offer unto Thee the sacr�f�ce of
thanksg�v�ng. And how Thou hast broken them, I w�ll declare; and all
who worsh�p Thee, when they hear th�s, shall say, "Blessed be the
Lord, �n heaven and �n earth, great and wonderful �s h�s name." Thy
words had stuck fast �n my heart, and I was hedged round about on
all s�des by Thee. Of Thy eternal l�fe I was now certa�n, though I saw
�t �n a f�gure and as through a glass. Yet I had ceased to doubt that
there was an �ncorrupt�ble substance, whence was all other
substance; nor d�d I now des�re to be more certa�n of Thee, but more
steadfast �n Thee. But for my temporal l�fe, all was waver�ng, and my
heart had to be purged from the old leaven. The Way, the Sav�our
H�mself, well pleased me, but as yet I shrunk from go�ng through �ts
stra�tness. And Thou d�dst put �nto my m�nd, and �t seemed good �n
my eyes, to go to S�mpl�c�anus, who seemed to me a good servant of
Th�ne; and Thy grace shone �n h�m. I had heard also that from h�s
very youth he had l�ved most devoted unto Thee. Now he was grown
�nto years; and by reason of so great age spent �n such zealous
follow�ng of Thy ways, he seemed to me l�kely to have learned much
exper�ence; and so he had. Out of wh�ch store I w�shed that he
would tell me (sett�ng before h�m my anx�et�es) wh�ch were the f�ttest
way for one �n my case to walk �n Thy paths.

For, I saw the church full; and one went th�s way, and another that
way. But I was d�spleased that I led a secular l�fe; yea now that my
des�res no longer �nflamed me, as of old, w�th hopes of honour and
prof�t, a very gr�evous burden �t was to undergo so heavy a bondage.
For, �n compar�son of Thy sweetness, and the beauty of Thy house
wh�ch I loved, those th�ngs del�ghted me no longer. But st�ll I was
enthralled w�th the love of woman; nor d�d the Apostle forb�d me to



marry, although he adv�sed me to someth�ng better, ch�efly w�sh�ng
that all men were as h�mself was. But I be�ng weak, chose the more
�ndulgent place; and because of th�s alone, was tossed up and down
�n all bes�de, fa�nt and wasted w�th w�ther�ng cares, because �n other
matters I was constra�ned aga�nst my w�ll to conform myself to a
marr�ed l�fe, to wh�ch I was g�ven up and enthralled. I had heard from
the mouth of the Truth, that there were some eunuchs wh�ch had
made themselves eunuchs for the k�ngdom of heaven's sake: but,
sa�th He, let h�m who can rece�ve �t, rece�ve �t. Surely va�n are all
men who are �gnorant of God, and could not out of the good th�ngs
wh�ch are seen, f�nd out H�m who �s good. But I was no longer �n that
van�ty; I had surmounted �t; and by the common w�tness of all Thy
creatures had found Thee our Creator, and Thy Word, God w�th
Thee, and together w�th Thee one God, by whom Thou createdst all
th�ngs. There �s yet another k�nd of ungodly, who know�ng God,
glor�f�ed H�m not as God, ne�ther were thankful. Into th�s also had I
fallen, but Thy r�ght hand upheld me, and took me thence, and Thou
placedst me where I m�ght recover. For Thou hast sa�d unto man,
Behold, the fear of the Lord �s w�sdom, and, Des�re not to seem w�se;
because they who aff�rmed themselves to be w�se, became fools.
But I had now found the goodly pearl, wh�ch, sell�ng all that I had, I
ought to have bought, and I hes�tated.

To S�mpl�c�anus then I went, the father of Ambrose (a B�shop now)
�n rece�v�ng Thy grace, and whom Ambrose truly loved as a father.
To h�m I related the mazes of my wander�ngs. But when I ment�oned
that I had read certa�n books of the Platon�sts, wh�ch V�ctor�nus,
somet�me Rhetor�c Professor of Rome (who had d�ed a Chr�st�an, as
I had heard), had translated �nto Lat�n, he test�f�ed h�s joy that I had
not fallen upon the wr�t�ngs of other ph�losophers, full of fallac�es and
dece�ts, after the rud�ments of th�s world, whereas the Platon�sts
many ways led to the bel�ef �n God and H�s Word. Then to exhort me
to the hum�l�ty of Chr�st, h�dden from the w�se, and revealed to l�ttle
ones, he spoke of V�ctor�nus h�mself, whom wh�le at Rome he had
most �nt�mately known: and of h�m he related what I w�ll not conceal.
For �t conta�ns great pra�se of Thy grace, to be confessed unto Thee,
how that aged man, most learned and sk�lled �n the l�beral sc�ences,
and who had read, and we�ghed so many works of the ph�losophers;



the �nstructor of so many noble Senators, who also, as a monument
of h�s excellent d�scharge of h�s off�ce, had (wh�ch men of th�s world
esteem a h�gh honour) both deserved and obta�ned a statue �n the
Roman Forum; he, to that age a worsh�pper of �dols, and a partaker
of the sacr�leg�ous r�tes, to wh�ch almost all the nob�l�ty of Rome were
g�ven up, and had �nsp�red the people w�th the love of



         Anubis, barking Deity, and all
         The monster Gods of every kind, who fought
         'Gainst Neptune, Venus, and Minerva:

whom Rome once conquered, now adored, all wh�ch the aged
V�ctor�nus had w�th thunder�ng eloquence so many years defended;
—he now blushed not to be the ch�ld of Thy Chr�st, and the new-born
babe of Thy founta�n; subm�tt�ng h�s neck to the yoke of hum�l�ty, and
subdu�ng h�s forehead to the reproach of the Cross.

O Lord, Lord, Wh�ch hast bowed the heavens and come down,
touched the mounta�ns and they d�d smoke, by what means d�dst
Thou convey Thyself �nto that breast? He used to read (as
S�mpl�c�anus sa�d) the holy Scr�pture, most stud�ously sought and
searched �nto all the Chr�st�an wr�t�ngs, and sa�d to S�mpl�c�anus (not
openly, but pr�vately and as a fr�end), "Understand that I am already
a Chr�st�an." Whereto he answered, "I w�ll not bel�eve �t, nor w�ll I
rank you among Chr�st�ans, unless I see you �n the Church of
Chr�st." The other, �n banter, repl�ed, "Do walls then make
Chr�st�ans?" And th�s he often sa�d, that he was already a Chr�st�an;
and S�mpl�c�anus as often made the same answer, and the conce�t of
the "walls" was by the other as often renewed. For he feared to
offend h�s fr�ends, proud daemon-worsh�ppers, from the he�ght of
whose Babylon�an d�gn�ty, as from cedars of L�banus, wh�ch the Lord
had not yet broken down, he supposed the we�ght of enm�ty would
fall upon h�m. But after that by read�ng and earnest thought he had
gathered f�rmness, and feared to be den�ed by Chr�st before the holy
angels, should he now be afra�d to confess H�m before men, and
appeared to h�mself gu�lty of a heavy offence, �n be�ng ashamed of
the Sacraments of the hum�l�ty of Thy Word, and not be�ng ashamed
of the sacr�leg�ous r�tes of those proud daemons, whose pr�de he
had �m�tated and the�r r�tes adopted, he became bold-faced aga�nst
van�ty, and shame-faced towards the truth, and suddenly and
unexpectedly sa�d to S�mpl�c�anus (as h�mself told me), "Go we to
the Church; I w�sh to be made a Chr�st�an." But he, not conta�n�ng
h�mself for joy, went w�th h�m. And hav�ng been adm�tted to the f�rst
Sacrament and become a Catechumen, not long after he further
gave �n h�s name, that he m�ght be regenerated by bapt�sm, Rome
wonder�ng, the Church rejo�c�ng. The proud saw, and were wroth;
they gnashed w�th the�r teeth, and melted away. But the Lord God



was the hope of Thy servant, and he regarded not van�t�es and ly�ng
madness.

To conclude, when the hour was come for mak�ng profess�on of h�s
fa�th (wh�ch at Rome they, who are about to approach to Thy grace,
del�ver, from an elevated place, �n the s�ght of all the fa�thful, �n a set
form of words comm�tted to memory), the presbyters, he sa�d,
offered V�ctor�nus (as was done to such as seemed l�kely through
bashfulness to be alarmed) to make h�s profess�on more pr�vately:
but he chose rather to profess h�s salvat�on �n the presence of the
holy mult�tude. "For �t was not salvat�on that he taught �n rhetor�c,
and yet that he had publ�cly professed: how much less then ought
he, when pronounc�ng Thy word, to dread Thy meek flock, who,
when del�ver�ng h�s own words, had not feared a mad mult�tude!"
When, then, he went up to make h�s profess�on, all, as they knew
h�m, wh�spered h�s name one to another w�th the vo�ce of
congratulat�on. And who there knew h�m not? and there ran a low
murmur through all the mouths of the rejo�c�ng mult�tude, V�ctor�nus!
V�ctor�nus! Sudden was the burst of rapture, that they saw h�m;
suddenly were they hushed that they m�ght hear h�m. He
pronounced the true fa�th w�th an excellent boldness, and all w�shed
to draw h�m �nto the�r very heart; yea by the�r love and joy they drew
h�m th�ther, such were the hands wherew�th they drew h�m.

Good God! what takes place �n man, that he should more rejo�ce
at the salvat�on of a soul despa�red of, and freed from greater per�l,
than �f there had always been hope of h�m, or the danger had been
less? For so Thou also, merc�ful Father, dost more rejo�ce over one
pen�tent than over n�nety-n�ne just persons that need no repentance.
And w�th much joyfulness do we hear, so often as we hear w�th what
joy the sheep wh�ch had strayed �s brought back upon the
shepherd's shoulder, and the groat �s restored to Thy treasury, the
ne�ghbours rejo�c�ng w�th the woman who found �t; and the joy of the
solemn serv�ce of Thy house forceth to tears, when �n Thy house �t �s
read of Thy younger son, that he was dead, and l�veth aga�n; had
been lost, and �s found. For Thou rejo�cest �n us, and �n Thy holy
angels, holy through holy char�ty. For Thou art ever the same; for all
th�ngs wh�ch ab�de not the same nor for ever, Thou for ever knowest
�n the same way.



What then takes place �n the soul, when �t �s more del�ghted at
f�nd�ng or recover�ng the th�ngs �t loves, than �f �t had ever had them?
yea, and other th�ngs w�tness hereunto; and all th�ngs are full of
w�tnesses, cry�ng out, "So �s �t." The conquer�ng commander
tr�umpheth; yet had he not conquered unless he had fought; and the
more per�l there was �n the battle, so much the more joy �s there �n
the tr�umph. The storm tosses the sa�lors, threatens sh�pwreck; all
wax pale at approach�ng death; sky and sea are calmed, and they
are exceed�ng joyed, as hav�ng been exceed�ng afra�d. A fr�end �s
s�ck, and h�s pulse threatens danger; all who long for h�s recovery
are s�ck �n m�nd w�th h�m. He �s restored, though as yet he walks not
w�th h�s former strength; yet there �s such joy, as was not, when
before he walked sound and strong. Yea, the very pleasures of
human l�fe men acqu�re by d�ff�cult�es, not those only wh�ch fall upon
us unlooked for, and aga�nst our w�lls, but even by self-chosen, and
pleasure-seek�ng trouble. Eat�ng and dr�nk�ng have no pleasure,
unless there precede the p�nch�ng of hunger and th�rst. Men, g�ven to
dr�nk, eat certa�n salt meats, to procure a troublesome heat, wh�ch
the dr�nk allay�ng, causes pleasure. It �s also ordered that the
aff�anced br�de should not at once be g�ven, lest as a husband he
should hold cheap whom, as betrothed, he s�ghed not after.

Th�s law holds �n foul and accursed joy; th�s �n perm�tted and lawful
joy; th�s �n the very purest perfect�on of fr�endsh�p; th�s, �n h�m who
was dead, and l�ved aga�n; had been lost and was found. Every
where the greater joy �s ushered �n by the greater pa�n. What means
th�s, O Lord my God, whereas Thou art everlast�ngly joy to Thyself,
and some th�ngs around Thee evermore rejo�ce �n Thee? What
means th�s, that th�s port�on of th�ngs thus ebbs and flows alternately
d�spleased and reconc�led? Is th�s the�r allotted measure? Is th�s all
Thou hast ass�gned to them, whereas from the h�ghest heavens to
the lowest earth, from the beg�nn�ng of the world to the end of ages,
from the angel to the worm, from the f�rst mot�on to the last, Thou
settest each �n �ts place, and real�sest each �n the�r season, every
th�ng good after �ts k�nd? Woe �s me! how h�gh art Thou �n the
h�ghest, and how deep �n the deepest! and Thou never departest,
and we scarcely return to Thee.



Up, Lord, and do; st�r us up, and recall us; k�ndle and draw us;
�nflame, grow sweet unto us, let us now love, let us run. Do not
many, out of a deeper hell of bl�ndness than V�ctor�nus, return to
Thee, approach, and are enl�ghtened, rece�v�ng that L�ght, wh�ch
they who rece�ve, rece�ve power from Thee to become Thy sons?
But �f they be less known to the nat�ons, even they that know them,
joy less for them. For when many joy together, each also has more
exuberant joy for that they are k�ndled and �nflamed one by the other.
Aga�n, because those known to many, �nfluence the more towards
salvat�on, and lead the way w�th many to follow. And therefore do
they also who preceded them much rejo�ce �n them, because they
rejo�ce not �n them alone. For far be �t, that �n Thy tabernacle the
persons of the r�ch should be accepted before the poor, or the noble
before the �gnoble; see�ng rather Thou hast chosen the weak th�ngs
of the world to confound the strong; and the base th�ngs of th�s
world, and the th�ngs desp�sed hast Thou chosen, and those th�ngs
wh�ch are not, that Thou m�ghtest br�ng to nought th�ngs that are.
And yet even that least of Thy apostles, by whose tongue Thou
soundedst forth these words, when through h�s warfare, Paulus the
Proconsul, h�s pr�de conquered, was made to pass under the easy
yoke of Thy Chr�st, and became a prov�nc�al of the great K�ng; he
also for h�s former name Saul, was pleased to be called Paul, �n
test�mony of so great a v�ctory. For the enemy �s more overcome �n
one, of whom he hath more hold; by whom he hath hold of more. But
the proud he hath more hold of, through the�r nob�l�ty; and by them,
of more through the�r author�ty. By how much the more welcome
then the heart of V�ctor�nus was esteemed, wh�ch the dev�l had held
as an �mpregnable possess�on, the tongue of V�ctor�nus, w�th wh�ch
m�ghty and keen weapon he had sla�n many; so much the more
abundantly ought Thy sons to rejo�ce, for that our K�ng hath bound
the strong man, and they saw h�s vessels taken from h�m and
cleansed, and made meet for Thy honour; and become serv�ceable
for the Lord, unto every good work.

But when that man of Th�ne, S�mpl�c�anus, related to me th�s of
V�ctor�nus, I was on f�re to �m�tate h�m; for for th�s very end had he
related �t. But when he had subjo�ned also, how �n the days of the
Emperor Jul�an a law was made, whereby Chr�st�ans were forb�dden



to teach the l�beral sc�ences or oratory; and how he, obey�ng th�s law,
chose rather to g�ve over the wordy school than Thy Word, by wh�ch
Thou makest eloquent the tongues of the dumb; he seemed to me
not more resolute than blessed, �n hav�ng thus found opportun�ty to
wa�t on Thee only. Wh�ch th�ng I was s�gh�ng for, bound as I was, not
w�th another's �rons, but by my own �ron w�ll. My w�ll the enemy held,
and thence had made a cha�n for me, and bound me. For of a
forward w�ll, was a lust made; and a lust served, became custom;
and custom not res�sted, became necess�ty. By wh�ch l�nks, as �t
were, jo�ned together (whence I called �t a cha�n) a hard bondage
held me enthralled. But that new w�ll wh�ch had begun to be �n me,
freely to serve Thee, and to w�sh to enjoy Thee, O God, the only
assured pleasantness, was not yet able to overcome my former
w�lfulness, strengthened by age. Thus d�d my two w�lls, one new, and
the other old, one carnal, the other sp�r�tual, struggle w�th�n me; and
by the�r d�scord, und�d my soul.

Thus, I understood, by my own exper�ence, what I had read, how
the flesh lusteth aga�nst the sp�r�t and the sp�r�t aga�nst the flesh.
Myself ver�ly e�ther way; yet more myself, �n that wh�ch I approved �n
myself, than �n that wh�ch �n myself I d�sapproved. For �n th�s last, �t
was now for the more part not myself, because �n much I rather
endured aga�nst my w�ll, than acted w�ll�ngly. And yet �t was through
me that custom had obta�ned th�s power of warr�ng aga�nst me,
because I had come w�ll�ngly, wh�ther I w�lled not. And who has any
r�ght to speak aga�nst �t, �f just pun�shment follow the s�nner? Nor had
I now any longer my former plea, that I therefore as yet hes�tated to
be above the world and serve Thee, for that the truth was not
altogether ascerta�ned to me; for now �t too was. But I st�ll under
serv�ce to the earth, refused to f�ght under Thy banner, and feared as
much to be freed of all �ncumbrances, as we should fear to be
encumbered w�th �t. Thus w�th the baggage of th�s present world was
I held down pleasantly, as �n sleep: and the thoughts where�n I
med�tated on Thee were l�ke the efforts of such as would awake,
who yet overcome w�th a heavy drows�ness, are aga�n drenched
there�n. And as no one would sleep for ever, and �n all men's sober
judgment wak�ng �s better, yet a man for the most part, feel�ng a
heavy lethargy �n all h�s l�mbs, defers to shake off sleep, and though



half d�spleased, yet, even after �t �s t�me to r�se, w�th pleasure y�elds
to �t, so was I assured that much better were �t for me to g�ve myself
up to Thy char�ty, than to g�ve myself over to m�ne own cup�d�ty; but
though the former course sat�sf�ed me and ga�ned the mastery, the
latter pleased me and held me mastered. Nor had I any th�ng to
answer Thee call�ng to me, Awake, thou that sleepest, and ar�se
from the dead, and Chr�st shall g�ve thee l�ght. And when Thou d�dst
on all s�des show me that what Thou sa�dst was true, I, conv�cted by
the truth, had noth�ng at all to answer, but only those dull and drowsy
words, "Anon, anon," "presently," "leave me but a l�ttle." But
"presently, presently," had no present, and my "l�ttle wh�le" went on
for a long wh�le; �n va�n I del�ghted �n Thy law accord�ng to the �nner
man, when another law �n my members rebelled aga�nst the law of
my m�nd, and led me capt�ve under the law of s�n wh�ch was �n my
members. For the law of s�n �s the v�olence of custom, whereby the
m�nd �s drawn and holden, even aga�nst �ts w�ll; but deservedly, for
that �t w�ll�ngly fell �nto �t. Who then should del�ver me thus wretched
from the body of th�s death, but Thy grace only, through Jesus Chr�st
our Lord?

And how Thou d�dst del�ver me out of the bonds of des�re,
wherew�th I was bound most stra�tly to carnal concup�scence, and
out of the drudgery of worldly th�ngs, I w�ll now declare, and confess
unto Thy name, O Lord, my helper and my redeemer. Am�d
�ncreas�ng anx�ety, I was do�ng my wonted bus�ness, and da�ly
s�gh�ng unto Thee. I attended Thy Church, whenever free from the
bus�ness under the burden of wh�ch I groaned. Alyp�us was w�th me,
now after the th�rd s�tt�ng released from h�s law bus�ness, and
awa�t�ng to whom to sell h�s counsel, as I sold the sk�ll of speak�ng, �f
�ndeed teach�ng can �mpart �t. Nebr�d�us had now, �n cons�derat�on of
our fr�endsh�p, consented to teach under Verecundus, a c�t�zen and a
grammar�an of M�lan, and a very �nt�mate fr�end of us all; who
urgently des�red, and by the r�ght of fr�endsh�p challenged from our
company, such fa�thful a�d as he greatly needed. Nebr�d�us then was
not drawn to th�s by any des�re of advantage (for he m�ght have
made much more of h�s learn�ng had he so w�lled), but as a most
k�nd and gentle fr�end, he would not be want�ng to a good off�ce, and
sl�ght our request. But he acted here�n very d�screetly, shunn�ng to



become known to personages great accord�ng to th�s world, avo�d�ng
the d�stract�on of m�nd thence ensu�ng, and des�r�ng to have �t free
and at le�sure, as many hours as m�ght be, to seek, or read, or hear
someth�ng concern�ng w�sdom.

Upon a day then, Nebr�d�us be�ng absent (I recollect not why), lo,
there came to see me and Alyp�us, one Pont�t�anus, our countryman
so far as be�ng an Afr�can, �n h�gh off�ce �n the Emperor's court. What
he would w�th us, I know not, but we sat down to converse, and �t
happened that upon a table for some game, before us, he observed
a book, took, opened �t, and contrary to h�s expectat�on, found �t the
Apostle Paul; for he thought �t some of those books wh�ch I was
wear�ng myself �n teach�ng. Whereat sm�l�ng, and look�ng at me, he
expressed h�s joy and wonder that he had on a sudden found th�s
book, and th�s only before my eyes. For he was a Chr�st�an, and
bapt�sed, and often bowed h�mself before Thee our God �n the
Church, �n frequent and cont�nued prayers. When then I had told h�m
that I bestowed very great pa�ns upon those Scr�ptures, a
conversat�on arose (suggested by h�s account) on Antony the
Egypt�an monk: whose name was �n h�gh reputat�on among Thy
servants, though to that hour unknown to us. Wh�ch when he
d�scovered, he dwelt the more upon that subject, �nform�ng and
wonder�ng at our �gnorance of one so em�nent. But we stood
amazed, hear�ng Thy wonderful works most fully attested, �n t�mes
so recent, and almost �n our own, wrought �n the true Fa�th and
Church Cathol�c. We all wondered; we, that they were so great, and
he, that they had not reached us.

Thence h�s d�scourse turned to the flocks �n the monaster�es, and
the�r holy ways, a sweet-smell�ng savour unto Thee, and the fru�tful
deserts of the w�lderness, whereof we knew noth�ng. And there was
a monastery at M�lan, full of good brethren, w�thout the c�ty walls,
under the foster�ng care of Ambrose, and we knew �t not. He went on
w�th h�s d�scourse, and we l�stened �n �ntent s�lence. He told us then
how one afternoon at Tr�ers, when the Emperor was taken up w�th
the C�rcens�an games, he and three others, h�s compan�ons, went
out to walk �n gardens near the c�ty walls, and there as they
happened to walk �n pa�rs, one went apart w�th h�m, and the other
two wandered by themselves; and these, �n the�r wander�ngs, l�ghted



upon a certa�n cottage, �nhab�ted by certa�n of Thy servants, poor �n
sp�r�t, of whom �s the k�ngdom of heaven, and there they found a l�ttle
book conta�n�ng the l�fe of Antony. Th�s one of them began to read,
adm�re, and k�ndle at �t; and as he read, to med�tate on tak�ng up
such a l�fe, and g�v�ng over h�s secular serv�ce to serve Thee. And
these two were of those whom they style agents for the publ�c
affa�rs. Then suddenly, f�lled w�th a holy love, and a sober shame, �n
anger w�th h�mself cast h�s eyes upon h�s fr�end, say�ng, "Tell me, I
pray thee, what would we atta�n by all these labours of ours? what
a�m we at? what serve we for? Can our hopes �n court r�se h�gher
than to be the Emperor's favour�tes? and �n th�s, what �s there not
br�ttle, and full of per�ls? and by how many per�ls arr�ve we at a
greater per�l? and when arr�ve we th�ther? But a fr�end of God, �f I
w�sh �t, I become now at once." So spake he. And �n pa�n w�th the
trava�l of a new l�fe, he turned h�s eyes aga�n upon the book, and
read on, and was changed �nwardly, where Thou sawest, and h�s
m�nd was str�pped of the world, as soon appeared. For as he read,
and rolled up and down the waves of h�s heart, he stormed at h�mself
a wh�le, then d�scerned, and determ�ned on a better course; and now
be�ng Th�ne, sa�d to h�s fr�end, "Now have I broken loose from those
our hopes, and am resolved to serve God; and th�s, from th�s hour, �n
th�s place, I beg�n upon. If thou l�kest not to �m�tate me, oppose not."
The other answered, he would cleave to h�m, to partake so glor�ous
a reward, so glor�ous a serv�ce. Thus both be�ng now Th�ne, were
bu�ld�ng the tower at the necessary cost, the forsak�ng all that they
had, and follow�ng Thee. Then Pont�t�anus and the other w�th h�m,
that had walked �n other parts of the garden, came �n search of them
to the same place; and f�nd�ng them, rem�nded them to return, for the
day was now far spent. But they relat�ng the�r resolut�on and
purpose, and how that w�ll was begun and settled �n them, begged
them, �f they would not jo�n, not to molest them. But the others,
though noth�ng altered from the�r former selves, d�d yet bewa�l
themselves (as he aff�rmed), and p�ously congratulated them,
recommend�ng themselves to the�r prayers; and so, w�th hearts
l�nger�ng on the earth, went away to the palace. But the other two,
f�x�ng the�r heart on heaven, rema�ned �n the cottage. And both had



aff�anced br�des, who when they heard hereof, also ded�cated the�r
v�rg�n�ty unto God.

Such was the story of Pont�t�anus; but Thou, O Lord, wh�le he was
speak�ng, d�dst turn me round towards myself, tak�ng me from
beh�nd my back where I had placed me, unw�ll�ng to observe myself;
and sett�ng me before my face, that I m�ght see how foul I was, how
crooked and def�led, bespotted and ulcerous. And I beheld and stood
aghast; and wh�ther to flee from myself I found not. And �f I sought to
turn m�ne eye from off myself, he went on w�th h�s relat�on, and Thou
aga�n d�dst set me over aga�nst myself, and thrustedst me before my
eyes, that I m�ght f�nd out m�ne �n�qu�ty, and hate �t. I had known �t,
but made as though I saw �t not, w�nked at �t, and forgot �t.

But now, the more ardently I loved those whose healthful
affect�ons I heard of, that they had res�gned themselves wholly to
Thee to be cured, the more d�d I abhor myself, when compared w�th
them. For many of my years (some twelve) had now run out w�th me
s�nce my n�neteenth, when, upon the read�ng of C�cero's Hortens�us,
I was st�rred to an earnest love of w�sdom; and st�ll I was deferr�ng to
reject mere earthly fel�c�ty, and g�ve myself to search out that,
whereof not the f�nd�ng only, but the very search, was to be preferred
to the treasures and k�ngdoms of the world, though already found,
and to the pleasures of the body, though spread around me at my
w�ll. But I wretched, most wretched, �n the very commencement of
my early youth, had begged chast�ty of Thee, and sa�d, "G�ve me
chast�ty and cont�nency, only not yet." For I feared lest Thou
shouldest hear me soon, and soon cure me of the d�sease of
concup�scence, wh�ch I w�shed to have sat�sf�ed, rather than
ext�ngu�shed. And I had wandered through crooked ways �n a
sacr�leg�ous superst�t�on, not �ndeed assured thereof, but as
preferr�ng �t to the others wh�ch I d�d not seek rel�g�ously, but
opposed mal�c�ously.

And I had thought that I therefore deferred from day to day to
reject the hopes of th�s world, and follow Thee only, because there
d�d not appear aught certa�n, wh�ther to d�rect my course. And now
was the day come where�n I was to be la�d bare to myself, and my
consc�ence was to upbra�d me. "Where art thou now, my tongue?



Thou sa�dst that for an uncerta�n truth thou l�kedst not to cast off the
baggage of van�ty; now, �t �s certa�n, and yet that burden st�ll
oppresseth thee, wh�le they who ne�ther have so worn themselves
out w�th seek�ng �t, nor for often years and more have been th�nk�ng
thereon, have had the�r shoulders l�ghtened, and rece�ved w�ngs to
fly away." Thus was I gnawed w�th�n, and exceed�ngly confounded
w�th a horr�ble shame, wh�le Pont�t�anus was so speak�ng. And he
hav�ng brought to a close h�s tale and the bus�ness he came for,
went h�s way; and I �nto myself. What sa�d I not aga�nst myself? w�th
what scourges of condemnat�on lashed I not my soul, that �t m�ght
follow me, str�v�ng to go after Thee! Yet �t drew back; refused, but
excused not �tself. All arguments were spent and confuted; there
rema�ned a mute shr�nk�ng; and she feared, as she would death, to
be restra�ned from the flux of that custom, whereby she was wast�ng
to death.

Then �n th�s great content�on of my �nward dwell�ng, wh�ch I had
strongly ra�sed aga�nst my soul, �n the chamber of my heart, troubled
�n m�nd and countenance, I turned upon Alyp�us. "What a�ls us?" I
excla�m: "what �s �t? what heardest thou? The unlearned start up and
take heaven by force, and we w�th our learn�ng, and w�thout heart, lo,
where we wallow �n flesh and blood! Are we ashamed to follow,
because others are gone before, and not ashamed not even to
follow?" Some such words I uttered, and my fever of m�nd tore me
away from h�m, wh�le he, gaz�ng on me �n aston�shment, kept
s�lence. For �t was not my wonted tone; and my forehead, cheeks,
eyes, colour, tone of vo�ce, spake my m�nd more than the words I
uttered. A l�ttle garden there was to our lodg�ng, wh�ch we had the
use of, as of the whole house; for the master of the house, our host,
was not l�v�ng there. Th�ther had the tumult of my breast hurr�ed me,
where no man m�ght h�nder the hot content�on where�n I had
engaged w�th myself, unt�l �t should end as Thou knewest, I knew
not. Only I was healthfully d�stracted and dy�ng, to l�ve; know�ng what
ev�l th�ng I was, and not know�ng what good th�ng I was shortly to
become. I ret�red then �nto the garden, and Alyp�us, on my steps. For
h�s presence d�d not lessen my pr�vacy; or how could he forsake me
so d�sturbed? We sate down as far removed as m�ght be from the
house. I was troubled �n sp�r�t, most vehemently �nd�gnant that I



entered not �nto Thy w�ll and covenant, O my God, wh�ch all my
bones cr�ed out unto me to enter, and pra�sed �t to the sk�es. And
there�n we enter not by sh�ps, or char�ots, or feet, no, move not so far
as I had come from the house to that place where we were s�tt�ng.
For, not to go only, but to go �n th�ther was noth�ng else but to w�ll to
go, but to w�ll resolutely and thoroughly; not to turn and toss, th�s
way and that, a ma�med and half-d�v�ded w�ll, struggl�ng, w�th one
part s�nk�ng as another rose.

Lastly, �n the very fever of my �rresoluteness, I made w�th my body
many such mot�ons as men somet�mes would, but cannot, �f e�ther
they have not the l�mbs, or these be bound w�th bands, weakened
w�th �nf�rm�ty, or any other way h�ndered. Thus, �f I tore my ha�r, beat
my forehead, �f lock�ng my f�ngers I clasped my knee; I w�lled, I d�d �t.
But I m�ght have w�lled, and not done �t; �f the power of mot�on �n my
l�mbs had not obeyed. So many th�ngs then I d�d, when "to w�ll" was
not �n �tself "to be able"; and I d�d not what both I longed
�ncomparably more to do, and wh�ch soon after, when I should w�ll, I
should be able to do; because soon after, when I should w�ll, I should
w�ll thoroughly. For �n these th�ngs the ab�l�ty was one w�th the w�ll,
and to w�ll was to do; and yet was �t not done: and more eas�ly d�d
my body obey the weakest w�ll�ng of my soul, �n mov�ng �ts l�mbs at
�ts nod, than the soul obeyed �tself to accompl�sh �n the w�ll alone th�s
�ts momentous w�ll.

Whence �s th�s monstrousness? and to what end? Let Thy mercy
gleam that I may ask, �f so be the secret penalt�es of men, and those
darkest pangs of the sons of Adam, may perhaps answer me.
Whence �s th�s monstrousness? and to what end? The m�nd
commands the body, and �t obeys �nstantly; the m�nd commands
�tself, and �s res�sted. The m�nd commands the hand to be moved;
and such read�ness �s there, that command �s scarce d�st�nct from
obed�ence. Yet the m�nd �s m�nd, the hand �s body. The m�nd
commands the m�nd, �ts own self, to w�ll, and yet �t doth not. Whence
th�s monstrousness? and to what end? It commands �tself, I say, to
w�ll, and would not command, unless �t w�lled, and what �t commands
�s not done. But �t w�lleth not ent�rely: therefore doth �t not command
ent�rely. For so far forth �t commandeth, as �t w�lleth: and, so far forth
�s the th�ng commanded, not done, as �t w�lleth not. For the w�ll



commandeth that there be a w�ll; not another, but �tself. But �t doth
not command ent�rely, therefore what �t commandeth, �s not. For
were the w�ll ent�re, �t would not even command �t to be, because �t
would already be. It �s therefore no monstrousness partly to w�ll,
partly to n�ll, but a d�sease of the m�nd, that �t doth not wholly r�se, by
truth upborne, borne down by custom. And therefore are there two
w�lls, for that one of them �s not ent�re: and what the one lacketh, the
other hath.

Let them per�sh from Thy presence, O God, as per�sh va�n talkers
and seducers of the soul: who observ�ng that �n del�berat�ng there
were two w�lls, aff�rm that there are two m�nds �n us of two k�nds, one
good, the other ev�l. Themselves are truly ev�l, when they hold these
ev�l th�ngs; and themselves shall become good when they hold the
truth and assent unto the truth, that Thy Apostle may say to them, Ye
were somet�mes darkness, but now l�ght �n the Lord. But they,
w�sh�ng to be l�ght, not �n the Lord, but �n themselves, �mag�n�ng the
nature of the soul to be that wh�ch God �s, are made more gross
darkness through a dreadful arrogancy; for that they went back
farther from Thee, the true L�ght that enl�ghtened every man that
cometh �nto the world. Take heed what you say, and blush for
shame: draw near unto H�m and be enl�ghtened, and your faces shall
not be ashamed. Myself when I was del�berat�ng upon serv�ng the
Lord my God now, as I had long purposed, �t was I who w�lled, I who
n�lled, I, I myself. I ne�ther w�lled ent�rely, nor n�lled ent�rely. Therefore
was I at str�fe w�th myself, and rent asunder by myself. And th�s rent
befell me aga�nst my w�ll, and yet �nd�cated, not the presence of
another m�nd, but the pun�shment of my own. Therefore �t was no
more I that wrought �t, but s�n that dwelt �n me; the pun�shment of a
s�n more freely comm�tted, �n that I was a son of Adam.

For �f there be so many contrary natures as there be confl�ct�ng
w�lls, there shall now be not two only, but many. If a man del�berate
whether he should go to the�r convent�cle or to the theatre, these
Man�chees cry out, Behold, here are two natures: one good, draws
th�s way; another bad, draws back that way. For whence else �s th�s
hes�tat�on between confl�ct�ng w�lls? But I say that both be bad: that
wh�ch draws to them, as that wh�ch draws back to the theatre. But
they bel�eve not that w�ll to be other than good, wh�ch draws to them.



What then �f one of us should del�berate, and am�d the str�fe of h�s
two w�lls be �n a stra�t, whether he should go to the theatre or to our
church? would not these Man�chees also be �n a stra�t what to
answer? For e�ther they must confess (wh�ch they fa�n would not)
that the w�ll wh�ch leads to our church �s good, as well as the�rs, who
have rece�ved and are held by the myster�es of the�rs: or they must
suppose two ev�l natures, and two ev�l souls confl�ct�ng �n one man,
and �t w�ll not be true, wh�ch they say, that there �s one good and
another bad; or they must be converted to the truth, and no more
deny that where one del�berates, one soul fluctuates between
contrary w�lls.

Let them no more say then, when they perce�ve two confl�ct�ng
w�lls �n one man, that the confl�ct �s between two contrary souls, of
two contrary substances, from two contrary pr�nc�ples, one good, and
the other bad. For Thou, O true God, dost d�sprove, check, and
conv�ct them; as when, both w�lls be�ng bad, one del�berates whether
he should k�ll a man by po�son or by the sword; whether he should
se�ze th�s or that estate of another's, when he cannot both; whether
he should purchase pleasure by luxury, or keep h�s money by
covetousness; whether he go to the c�rcus or the theatre, �f both be
open on one day; or th�rdly, to rob another's house, �f he have the
opportun�ty; or, fourthly, to comm�t adultery, �f at the same t�me he
have the means thereof also; all these meet�ng together �n the same
juncture of t�me, and all be�ng equally des�red, wh�ch cannot at one
t�me be acted: for they rend the m�nd am�d four, or even (am�d the
vast var�ety of th�ngs des�red) more, confl�ct�ng w�lls, nor do they yet
allege that there are so many d�vers substances. So also �n w�lls
wh�ch are good. For I ask them, �s �t good to take pleasure �n read�ng
the Apostle? or good to take pleasure �n a sober Psalm? or good to
d�scourse on the Gospel? They w�ll answer to each, "�t �s good."
What then �f all g�ve equal pleasure, and all at once? Do not d�vers
w�lls d�stract the m�nd, wh�le he del�berates wh�ch he should rather
choose? yet are they all good, and are at var�ance t�ll one be chosen,
wh�ther the one ent�re w�ll may be borne, wh�ch before was d�v�ded
�nto many. Thus also, when, above, etern�ty del�ghts us, and the
pleasure of temporal good holds us down below, �t �s the same soul
wh�ch w�lleth not th�s or that w�th an ent�re w�ll; and therefore �s rent



asunder w�th gr�evous perplex�t�es, wh�le out of truth �t sets th�s f�rst,
but out of hab�t sets not that as�de.

Thus soul-s�ck was I, and tormented, accus�ng myself much more
severely than my wont, roll�ng and turn�ng me �n my cha�n, t�ll that
were wholly broken, whereby I now was but just, but st�ll was, held.
And Thou, O Lord, pressedst upon me �n my �nward parts by a
severe mercy, redoubl�ng the lashes of fear and shame, lest I should
aga�n g�ve way, and not burst�ng that same sl�ght rema�n�ng t�e, �t
should recover strength, and b�nd me the faster. For I sa�d w�th
myself, "Be �t done now, be �t done now." And as I spake, I all but
enacted �t: I all but d�d �t, and d�d �t not: yet sunk not back to my
former state, but kept my stand hard by, and took breath. And I
essayed aga�n, and wanted somewhat less of �t, and somewhat less,
and all but touched, and la�d hold of �t; and yet came not at �t, nor
touched nor la�d hold of �t; hes�tat�ng to d�e to death and to l�ve to l�fe:
and the worse whereto I was �nured, preva�led more w�th me than
the better whereto I was unused: and the very moment where�n I
was to become other than I was, the nearer �t approached me, the
greater horror d�d �t str�ke �nto me; yet d�d �t not str�ke me back, nor
turned me away, but held me �n suspense.

The very toys of toys, and van�t�es of van�t�es, my anc�ent
m�stresses, st�ll held me; they plucked my fleshy garment, and
wh�spered softly, "Dost thou cast us off? and from that moment shall
we no more be w�th thee for ever? and from that moment shall not
th�s or that be lawful for thee for ever?" And what was �t wh�ch they
suggested �n that I sa�d, "th�s or that," what d�d they suggest, O my
God? Let Thy mercy turn �t away from the soul of Thy servant. What
def�lements d�d they suggest! what shame! And now I much less
than half heard them, and not openly show�ng themselves and
contrad�ct�ng me, but mutter�ng as �t were beh�nd my back, and
pr�v�ly pluck�ng me, as I was depart�ng, but to look back on them. Yet
they d�d retard me, so that I hes�tated to burst and shake myself free
from them, and to spr�ng over wh�ther I was called; a v�olent hab�t
say�ng to me, "Th�nkest thou, thou canst l�ve w�thout them?"

But now �t spake very fa�ntly. For on that s�de wh�ther I had set my
face, and wh�ther I trembled to go, there appeared unto me the



chaste d�gn�ty of Cont�nency, serene, yet not relaxedly, gay, honestly
allur�ng me to come and doubt not; and stretch�ng forth to rece�ve
and embrace me, her holy hands full of mult�tudes of good
examples: there were so many young men and ma�dens here, a
mult�tude of youth and every age, grave w�dows and aged v�rg�ns;
and Cont�nence herself �n all, not barren, but a fru�tful mother of
ch�ldren of joys, by Thee her Husband, O Lord. And she sm�led on
me w�th a persuas�ve mockery, as would she say, "Canst not thou
what these youths, what these ma�dens can? or can they e�ther �n
themselves, and not rather �n the Lord the�r God? The Lord the�r God
gave me unto them. Why standest thou �n thyself, and so standest
not? cast thyself upon H�m, fear not He w�ll not w�thdraw H�mself that
thou shouldest fall; cast thyself fearlessly upon H�m, He w�ll rece�ve,
and w�ll heal thee." And I blushed exceed�ngly, for that I yet heard
the mutter�ng of those toys, and hung �n suspense. And she aga�n
seemed to say, "Stop th�ne ears aga�nst those thy unclean members
on the earth, that they may be mort�f�ed. They tell thee of del�ghts,
but not as doth the law of the Lord thy God." Th�s controversy �n my
heart was self aga�nst self only. But Alyp�us s�tt�ng close by my s�de,
�n s�lence wa�ted the �ssue of my unwonted emot�on.

But when a deep cons�derat�on had from the secret bottom of my
soul drawn together and heaped up all my m�sery �n the s�ght of my
heart; there arose a m�ghty storm, br�ng�ng a m�ghty shower of tears.
Wh�ch that I m�ght pour forth wholly, �n �ts natural express�ons, I rose
from Alyp�us: sol�tude was suggested to me as f�tter for the bus�ness
of weep�ng; so I ret�red so far that even h�s presence could not be a
burden to me. Thus was �t then w�th me, and he perce�ved
someth�ng of �t; for someth�ng I suppose I had spoken, where�n the
tones of my vo�ce appeared choked w�th weep�ng, and so had r�sen
up. He then rema�ned where we were s�tt�ng, most extremely
aston�shed. I cast myself down I know not how, under a certa�n f�g-
tree, g�v�ng full vent to my tears; and the floods of m�ne eyes gushed
out an acceptable sacr�f�ce to Thee. And, not �ndeed �n these words,
yet to th�s purpose, spake I much unto Thee: and Thou, O Lord, how
long? how long, Lord, w�lt Thou be angry for ever? Remember not
our former �n�qu�t�es, for I felt that I was held by them. I sent up these



sorrowful words: How long, how long, "to-morrow, and tomorrow?"
Why not now? why not �s there th�s hour an end to my uncleanness?

So was I speak�ng and weep�ng �n the most b�tter contr�t�on of my
heart, when, lo! I heard from a ne�ghbour�ng house a vo�ce, as of boy
or g�rl, I know not, chant�ng, and oft repeat�ng, "Take up and read;
Take up and read." Instantly, my countenance altered, I began to
th�nk most �ntently whether ch�ldren were wont �n any k�nd of play to
s�ng such words: nor could I remember ever to have heard the l�ke.
So check�ng the torrent of my tears, I arose; �nterpret�ng �t to be no
other than a command from God to open the book, and read the f�rst
chapter I should f�nd. For I had heard of Antony, that com�ng �n
dur�ng the read�ng of the Gospel, he rece�ved the admon�t�on, as �f
what was be�ng read was spoken to h�m: Go, sell all that thou hast,
and g�ve to the poor, and thou shalt have treasure �n heaven, and
come and follow me: and by such oracle he was forthw�th converted
unto Thee. Eagerly then I returned to the place where Alyp�us was
s�tt�ng; for there had I la�d the volume of the Apostle when I arose
thence. I se�zed, opened, and �n s�lence read that sect�on on wh�ch
my eyes f�rst fell: Not �n r�ot�ng and drunkenness, not �n chamber�ng
and wantonness, not �n str�fe and envy�ng; but put ye on the Lord
Jesus Chr�st, and make not prov�s�on for the flesh, �n concup�scence.
No further would I read; nor needed I: for �nstantly at the end of th�s
sentence, by a l�ght as �t were of seren�ty �nfused �nto my heart, all
the darkness of doubt van�shed away.

Then putt�ng my f�nger between, or some other mark, I shut the
volume, and w�th a calmed countenance made �t known to Alyp�us.
And what was wrought �n h�m, wh�ch I knew not, he thus showed me.
He asked to see what I had read: I showed h�m; and he looked even
further than I had read, and I knew not what followed. Th�s followed,
h�m that �s weak �n the fa�th, rece�ve; wh�ch he appl�ed to h�mself,
and d�sclosed to me. And by th�s admon�t�on was he strengthened;
and by a good resolut�on and purpose, and most correspond�ng to
h�s character, where�n he d�d always very far d�ffer from me, for the
better, w�thout any turbulent delay he jo�ned me. Thence we go �n to
my mother; we tell her; she rejo�ceth: we relate �n order how �t took
place; she leaps for joy, and tr�umpheth, and blesseth Thee, Who are
able to do above that wh�ch we ask or th�nk; for she perce�ved that



Thou hadst g�ven her more for me, than she was wont to beg by her
p�t�ful and most sorrowful groan�ngs. For thou convertedst me unto
Thyself, so that I sought ne�ther w�fe, nor any hope of th�s world,
stand�ng �n that rule of fa�th, where Thou hadst showed me unto her
�n a v�s�on, so many years before. And Thou d�dst convert her
mourn�ng �nto joy, much more plent�ful than she had des�red, and �n
a much more prec�ous and purer way than she erst requ�red, by
hav�ng grandch�ldren of my body.



BOOK IX
O Lord, I am Thy servant; I am Thy servant, and the son of Thy

handma�d: Thou hast broken my bonds �n sunder. I w�ll offer to Thee
the sacr�f�ce of pra�se. Let my heart and my tongue pra�se Thee; yea,
let all my bones say, O Lord, who �s l�ke unto Thee? Let them say,
and answer Thou me, and say unto my soul, I am thy salvat�on. Who
am I, and what am I? What ev�l have not been e�ther my deeds, or �f
not my deeds, my words, or �f not my words, my w�ll? But Thou, O
Lord, are good and merc�ful, and Thy r�ght hand had respect unto the
depth of my death, and from the bottom of my heart empt�ed that
abyss of corrupt�on. And th�s Thy whole g�ft was, to n�ll what I w�lled,
and to w�ll what Thou w�lledst. But where through all those years,
and out of what low and deep recess was my free-w�ll called forth �n
a moment, whereby to subm�t my neck to Thy easy yoke, and my
shoulders unto Thy l�ght burden, O Chr�st Jesus, my Helper and my
Redeemer? How sweet d�d �t at once become to me, to want the
sweetnesses of those toys! and what I feared to be parted from, was
now a joy to part w�th. For Thou d�dst cast them forth from me, Thou
true and h�ghest sweetness. Thou castest them forth, and for them
enteredst �n Thyself, sweeter than all pleasure, though not to flesh
and blood; br�ghter than all l�ght, but more h�dden than all depths,
h�gher than all honour, but not to the h�gh �n the�r own conce�ts. Now
was my soul free from the b�t�ng cares of canvass�ng and gett�ng,
and welter�ng �n f�lth, and scratch�ng off the �tch of lust. And my �nfant
tongue spake freely to Thee, my br�ghtness, and my r�ches, and my
health, the Lord my God.

And I resolved �n Thy s�ght, not tumultuously to tear, but gently to
w�thdraw, the serv�ce of my tongue from the marts of l�p-labour: that
the young, no students �n Thy law, nor �n Thy peace, but �n ly�ng
dotages and law-sk�rm�shes, should no longer buy at my mouth arms
for the�r madness. And very seasonably, �t now wanted but very few
days unto the Vacat�on of the V�ntage, and I resolved to endure



them, then �n a regular way to take my leave, and hav�ng been
purchased by Thee, no more to return for sale. Our purpose then
was known to Thee; but to men, other than our own fr�ends, was �t
not known. For we had agreed among ourselves not to let �t out
abroad to any: although to us, now ascend�ng from the valley of
tears, and s�ng�ng that song of degrees, Thou hadst g�ven sharp
arrows, and destroy�ng coals aga�nst the subtle tongue, wh�ch as
though adv�s�ng for us, would thwart, and would out of love devour
us, as �t doth �ts meat.

Thou hadst p�erced our hearts w�th Thy char�ty, and we carr�ed
Thy words as �t were f�xed �n our entra�ls: and the examples of Thy
servants, whom for black Thou hadst made br�ght, and for dead,
al�ve, be�ng p�led together �n the receptacle of our thoughts, k�ndled
and burned up that our heavy torpor, that we should not s�nk down to
the abyss; and they f�red us so vehemently, that all the blasts of
subtle tongues from ga�nsayers m�ght only �nflame us the more
f�ercely, not ext�ngu�sh us. Nevertheless, because for Thy Name's
sake wh�ch Thou hast hallowed throughout the earth, th�s our vow
and purpose m�ght also f�nd some to commend �t, �t seemed l�ke
ostentat�on not to wa�t for the vacat�on now so near, but to qu�t
beforehand a publ�c profess�on, wh�ch was before the eyes of all; so
that all look�ng on th�s act of m�ne, and observ�ng how near was the
t�me of v�ntage wh�ch I w�shed to ant�c�pate, would talk much of me,
as �f I had des�red to appear some great one. And what end had �t
served me, that people should repute and d�spute upon my purpose,
and that our good should be ev�l spoken of.

Moreover, �t had at f�rst troubled me that �n th�s very summer my
lungs began to g�ve way, am�d too great l�terary labour, and to
breathe deeply w�th d�ff�culty, and by the pa�n �n my chest to show
that they were �njured, and to refuse any full or lengthened speak�ng;
th�s had troubled me, for �t almost constra�ned me of necess�ty to lay
down that burden of teach�ng, or, �f I could be cured and recover, at
least to �nterm�t �t. But when the full w�sh for le�sure, that I m�ght see
how that Thou art the Lord, arose, and was f�xed, �n me; my God,
Thou knowest, I began even to rejo�ce that I had th�s secondary, and
that no fe�gned, excuse, wh�ch m�ght someth�ng moderate the
offence taken by those who, for the�r sons' sake, w�shed me never to



have the freedom of Thy sons. Full then of such joy, I endured t�ll
that �nterval of t�me were run; �t may have been some twenty days,
yet they were endured manfully; endured, for the covetousness
wh�ch aforet�me bore a part of th�s heavy bus�ness, had left me, and I
rema�ned alone, and had been overwhelmed, had not pat�ence taken
�ts place. Perchance, some of Thy servants, my brethren, may say
that I s�nned �n th�s, that w�th a heart fully set on Thy serv�ce, I
suffered myself to s�t even one hour �n the cha�r of l�es. Nor would I
be content�ous. But hast not Thou, O most merc�ful Lord, pardoned
and rem�tted th�s s�n also, w�th my other most horr�ble and deadly
s�ns, �n the holy water?

Verecundus was worn down w�th care about th�s our blessedness,
for that be�ng held back by bonds, whereby he was most stra�tly
bound, he saw that he should be severed from us. For h�mself was
not yet a Chr�st�an, h�s w�fe one of the fa�thful; and yet hereby, more
r�g�dly than by any other cha�n, was he let and h�ndered from the
journey wh�ch we had now essayed. For he would not, he sa�d, be a
Chr�st�an on any other terms than on those he could not. However,
he offered us courteously to rema�n at h�s country-house so long as
we should stay there. Thou, O Lord, shalt reward h�m �n the
resurrect�on of the just, see�ng Thou hast already g�ven h�m the lot of
the r�ghteous. For although, �n our absence, be�ng now at Rome, he
was se�zed w�th bod�ly s�ckness, and there�n be�ng made a Chr�st�an,
and one of the fa�thful, he departed th�s l�fe; yet hadst Thou mercy
not on h�m only, but on us also: lest remember�ng the exceed�ng
k�ndness of our fr�end towards us, yet unable to number h�m among
Thy flock, we should be agon�sed w�th �ntolerable sorrow. Thanks
unto Thee, our God, we are Th�ne: Thy suggest�ons and
consolat�ons tell us, Fa�thful �n prom�ses, Thou now requ�test
Verecundus for h�s country-house of Cass�acum, where from the
fever of the world we reposed �n Thee, w�th the eternal freshness of
Thy Parad�se: for that Thou hast forg�ven h�m h�s s�ns upon earth, �n
that r�ch mounta�n, that mounta�n wh�ch y�eldeth m�lk, Th�ne own
mounta�n.

He then had at that t�me sorrow, but Nebr�d�us joy. For although he
also, not be�ng yet a Chr�st�an, had fallen �nto the p�t of that most
pern�c�ous error, bel�ev�ng the flesh of Thy Son to be a phantom: yet



emerg�ng thence, he bel�eved as we d�d; not as yet endued w�th any
Sacraments of Thy Church, but a most ardent searcher out of truth.
Whom, not long after our convers�on and regenerat�on by Thy
Bapt�sm, be�ng also a fa�thful member of the Church Cathol�c, and
serv�ng Thee �n perfect chast�ty and cont�nence amongst h�s people
�n Afr�ca, h�s whole house hav�ng through h�m f�rst been made
Chr�st�an, d�dst Thou release from the flesh; and now he l�ves �n
Abraham's bosom. Whatever that be, wh�ch �s s�gn�f�ed by that
bosom, there l�ves my Nebr�d�us, my sweet fr�end, and Thy ch�ld, O
Lord, adopted of a freed man: there he l�veth. For what other place �s
there for such a soul? There he l�veth, whereof he asked much of
me, a poor �nexper�enced man. Now lays he not h�s ear to my mouth,
but h�s sp�r�tual mouth unto Thy founta�n, and dr�nketh as much as
he can rece�ve, w�sdom �n proport�on to h�s th�rst, endlessly happy.
Nor do I th�nk that he �s so �nebr�ated therew�th, as to forget me;
see�ng Thou, Lord, Whom he dr�nketh, art m�ndful of us. So were we
then, comfort�ng Verecundus, who sorrowed, as far as fr�endsh�p
perm�tted, that our convers�on was of such sort; and exhort�ng h�m to
become fa�thful, accord�ng to h�s measure, namely, of a marr�ed
estate; and awa�t�ng Nebr�d�us to follow us, wh�ch, be�ng so near, he
was all but do�ng: and so, lo! those days rolled by at length; for long
and many they seemed, for the love I bare to the easeful l�berty, that
I m�ght s�ng to Thee, from my �nmost marrow, My heart hath sa�d
unto Thee, I have sought Thy face: Thy face, Lord, w�ll I seek.

Now was the day come where�n I was �n deed to be freed of my
Rhetor�c Professorsh�p, whereof �n thought I was already freed. And
�t was done. Thou d�dst rescue my tongue, whence Thou hadst
before rescued my heart. And I blessed Thee, rejo�c�ng; ret�r�ng w�th
all m�ne to the v�lla. What I there d�d �n wr�t�ng, wh�ch was now
enl�sted �n Thy serv�ce, though st�ll, �n th�s breath�ng-t�me as �t were,
pant�ng from the school of pr�de, my books may w�tness, as well
what I debated w�th others, as what w�th myself alone, before Thee:
what w�th Nebr�d�us, who was absent, my Ep�stles bear w�tness. And
when shall I have t�me to rehearse all Thy great benef�ts towards us
at that t�me, espec�ally when hast�ng on to yet greater merc�es? For
my remembrance recalls me, and pleasant �s �t to me, O Lord, to
confess to Thee, by what �nward goads Thou tamedst me; and how



Thou hast evened me, lower�ng the mounta�ns and h�lls of my h�gh
�mag�nat�ons, stra�ghten�ng my crookedness, and smooth�ng my
rough ways; and how Thou also subduedst the brother of my heart,
Alyp�us, unto the name of Thy Only Begotten, our Lord and Sav�our
Jesus Chr�st, wh�ch he would not at f�rst vouchsafe to have �nserted
�n our wr�t�ngs. For rather would he have them savour of the lofty
cedars of the Schools, wh�ch the Lord hath now broken down, than
of the wholesome herbs of the Church, the ant�dote aga�nst
serpents.

Oh, �n what accents spake I unto Thee, my God, when I read the
Psalms of Dav�d, those fa�thful songs, and sounds of devot�on, wh�ch
allow of no swell�ng sp�r�t, as yet a Catechumen, and a nov�ce �n Thy
real love, rest�ng �n that v�lla, w�th Alyp�us a Catechumen, my mother
cleav�ng to us, �n female garb w�th mascul�ne fa�th, w�th the
tranqu�ll�ty of age, motherly love, Chr�st�an p�ety! Oh, what accents
d�d I utter unto Thee �n those Psalms, and how was I by them k�ndled
towards Thee, and on f�re to rehearse them, �f poss�ble, through the
whole world, aga�nst the pr�de of mank�nd! And yet they are sung
through the whole world, nor can any h�de h�mself from Thy heat.
W�th what vehement and b�tter sorrow was I angered at the
Man�chees! and aga�n I p�t�ed them, for they knew not those
Sacraments, those med�c�nes, and were mad aga�nst the ant�dote
wh�ch m�ght have recovered them of the�r madness. How I would
they had then been somewhere near me, and w�thout my know�ng
that they were there, could have beheld my countenance, and heard
my words, when I read the fourth Psalm �n that t�me of my rest, and
how that Psalm wrought upon me: When I called, the God of my
r�ghteousness heard me; �n tr�bulat�on Thou enlargedst me. Have
mercy upon me, O Lord, and hear my prayer. Would that what I
uttered on these words, they could hear, w�thout my know�ng
whether they heard, lest they should th�nk I spake �t for the�r sakes!
Because �n truth ne�ther should I speak the same th�ngs, nor �n the
same way, �f I perce�ved that they heard and saw me; nor �f I spake
them would they so rece�ve them, as when I spake by and for myself
before Thee, out of the natural feel�ngs of my soul.

I trembled for fear, and aga�n k�ndled w�th hope, and w�th rejo�c�ng
�n Thy mercy, O Father; and all �ssued forth both by m�ne eyes and



vo�ce, when Thy good Sp�r�t turn�ng unto us, sa�d, O ye sons of men,
how long slow of heart? why do ye love van�ty, and seek after
leas�ng? For I had loved van�ty, and sought after leas�ng. And Thou,
O Lord, hadst already magn�f�ed Thy Holy One, ra�s�ng H�m from the
dead, and sett�ng H�m at Thy r�ght hand, whence from on h�gh He
should send H�s prom�se, the Comforter, the Sp�r�t of truth. And He
had already sent H�m, but I knew �t not; He had sent H�m, because
He was now magn�f�ed, r�s�ng aga�n from the dead, and ascend�ng
�nto heaven. For t�ll then, the Sp�r�t was not yet g�ven, because Jesus
was not yet glor�f�ed. And the prophet cr�es out, How long, slow of
heart? why do ye love van�ty, and seek after leas�ng? Know th�s, that
the Lord hath magn�f�ed H�s Holy One. He cr�es out, How long? He
cr�es out, Know th�s: and I so long, not know�ng, loved van�ty, and
sought after leas�ng: and therefore I heard and trembled, because �t
was spoken unto such as I remembered myself to have been. For �n
those phantoms wh�ch I had held for truths, was there van�ty and
leas�ng; and I spake aloud many th�ngs earnestly and forc�bly, �n the
b�tterness of my remembrance. Wh�ch would they had heard, who
yet love van�ty and seek after leas�ng! They would perchance have
been troubled, and have vom�ted �t up; and Thou wouldest hear them
when they cr�ed unto Thee; for by a true death �n the flesh d�d He d�e
for us, who now �ntercedeth unto Thee for us.

I further read, Be angry, and s�n not. And how was I moved, O my
God, who had now learned to be angry at myself for th�ngs past, that
I m�ght not s�n �n t�me to come! Yea, to be justly angry; for that �t was
not another nature of a people of darkness wh�ch s�nned for me, as
they say who are not angry at themselves, and treasure up wrath
aga�nst the day of wrath, and of the revelat�on of Thy just judgment.
Nor were my good th�ngs now w�thout, nor sought w�th the eyes of
flesh �n that earthly sun; for they that would have joy from w�thout
soon become va�n, and waste themselves on the th�ngs seen and
temporal, and �n the�r fam�shed thoughts do l�ck the�r very shadows.
Oh that they were wear�ed out w�th the�r fam�ne, and sa�d, Who w�ll
show us good th�ngs? And we would say, and they hear, The l�ght of
Thy countenance �s sealed upon us. For we are not that l�ght wh�ch
enl�ghteneth every man, but we are enl�ghtened by Thee; that hav�ng
been somet�mes darkness, we may be l�ght �n Thee. Oh that they



could see the eternal Internal, wh�ch hav�ng tasted, I was gr�eved
that I could not show It them, so long as they brought me the�r heart
�n the�r eyes rov�ng abroad from Thee, wh�le they sa�d, Who w�ll
show us good th�ngs? For there, where I was angry w�th�n myself �n
my chamber, where I was �nwardly pr�cked, where I had sacr�f�ced,
slay�ng my old man and commenc�ng the purpose of a new l�fe,
putt�ng my trust �n Thee,—there hadst Thou begun to grow sweet
unto me, and hadst put gladness �n my heart. And I cr�ed out, as I
read th�s outwardly, f�nd�ng �t �nwardly. Nor would I be mult�pl�ed w�th
worldly goods; wast�ng away t�me, and wasted by t�me; whereas I
had �n Thy eternal S�mple Essence other corn, and w�ne, and o�l.

And w�th a loud cry of my heart I cr�ed out �n the next verse, O �n
peace, O for The Self-same! O what sa�d he, I w�ll lay me down and
sleep, for who shall h�nder us, when cometh to pass that say�ng
wh�ch �s wr�tten, Death �s swallowed up �n v�ctory? And Thou
surpass�ngly art the Self-same, Who art not changed; and �n Thee �s
rest wh�ch forgetteth all to�l, for there �s none other w�th Thee, nor are
we to seek those many other th�ngs, wh�ch are not what Thou art:
but Thou, Lord, alone hast made me dwell �n hope. I read, and
k�ndled; nor found I what to do to those deaf and dead, of whom
myself had been, a pest�lent person, a b�tter and a bl�nd bawler
aga�nst those wr�t�ngs, wh�ch are hon�ed w�th the honey of heaven,
and l�ghtsome w�th Th�ne own l�ght: and I was consumed w�th zeal at
the enem�es of th�s Scr�pture.

When shall I recall all wh�ch passed �n those holy-days? Yet
ne�ther have I forgotten, nor w�ll I pass over the sever�ty of Thy
scourge, and the wonderful sw�ftness of Thy mercy. Thou d�dst then
torment me w�th pa�n �n my teeth; wh�ch when �t had come to such
he�ght that I could not speak, �t came �nto my heart to des�re all my
fr�ends present to pray for me to Thee, the God of all manner of
health. And th�s I wrote on wax, and gave �t them to read. Presently
so soon as w�th humble devot�on we had bowed our knees, that pa�n
went away. But what pa�n? or how went �t away? I was affr�ghted, O
my Lord, my God; for from �nfancy I had never exper�enced the l�ke.
And the power of Thy Nod was deeply conveyed to me, and rejo�c�ng
�n fa�th, I pra�sed Thy Name. And that fa�th suffered me not to be at



ease about my past s�ns, wh�ch were not yet forg�ven me by Thy
bapt�sm.

The v�ntage-vacat�on ended, I gave not�ce to the M�lanese to
prov�de the�r scholars w�th another master to sell words to them; for
that I had both made cho�ce to serve Thee, and through my d�ff�culty
of breath�ng and pa�n �n my chest was not equal to the
Professorsh�p. And by letters I s�gn�f�ed to Thy Prelate, the holy man
Ambrose, my former errors and present des�res, begg�ng h�s adv�ce
what of Thy Scr�ptures I had best read, to become read�er and f�tter
for rece�v�ng so great grace. He recommended Isa�ah the Prophet: I
bel�eve, because he above the rest �s a more clear foreshower of the
Gospel and of the call�ng of the Gent�les. But I, not understand�ng
the f�rst lesson �n h�m, and �mag�n�ng the whole to be l�ke �t, la�d �t by,
to be resumed when better pract�sed �n our Lord's own words.

Thence, when the t�me was come where�n I was to g�ve �n my
name, we left the country and returned to M�lan. It pleased Alyp�us
also to be w�th me born aga�n �n Thee, be�ng already clothed w�th the
hum�l�ty bef�tt�ng Thy Sacraments; and a most val�ant tamer of the
body, so as, w�th unwonted venture, to wear the frozen ground of
Italy w�th h�s bare feet. We jo�ned w�th us the boy Adeodatus, born
after the flesh, of my s�n. Excellently hadst Thou made h�m. He was
not qu�te f�fteen, and �n w�t surpassed many grave and learned men.
I confess unto Thee Thy g�fts, O Lord my God, Creator of all, and
abundantly able to reform our deform�t�es: for I had no part �n that
boy, but the s�n. For that we brought h�m up �n Thy d�sc�pl�ne, �t was
Thou, none else, had �nsp�red us w�th �t. I confess unto Thee Thy
g�fts. There �s a book of ours ent�tled The Master; �t �s a d�alogue
between h�m and me. Thou knowest that all there ascr�bed to the
person convers�ng w�th me were h�s �deas, �n h�s s�xteenth year.
Much bes�des, and yet more adm�rable, I found �n h�m. That talent
struck awe �nto me. And who but Thou could be the workmaster of
such wonders? Soon d�dst Thou take h�s l�fe from the earth: and I
now remember h�m w�thout anx�ety, fear�ng noth�ng for h�s ch�ldhood
or youth, or h�s whole self. H�m we jo�ned w�th us, our contemporary
�n grace, to be brought up �n Thy d�sc�pl�ne: and we were bapt�sed,
and anx�ety for our past l�fe van�shed from us. Nor was I sated �n
those days w�th the wondrous sweetness of cons�der�ng the depth of



Thy counsels concern�ng the salvat�on of mank�nd. How d�d I weep,
�n Thy Hymns and Cant�cles, touched to the qu�ck by the vo�ces of
Thy sweet-attuned Church! The vo�ces flowed �nto m�ne ears, and
the Truth d�st�lled �nto my heart, whence the affect�ons of my
devot�on overflowed, and tears ran down, and happy was I there�n.

Not long had the Church of M�lan begun to use th�s k�nd of
consolat�on and exhortat�on, the brethren zealously jo�n�ng w�th
harmony of vo�ce and hearts. For �t was a year, or not much more,
that Just�na, mother to the Emperor Valent�n�an, a ch�ld, persecuted
Thy servant Ambrose, �n favour of her heresy, to wh�ch she was
seduced by the Ar�ans. The devout people kept watch �n the Church,
ready to d�e w�th the�r B�shop Thy servant. There my mother Thy
handma�d, bear�ng a ch�ef part of those anx�et�es and watch�ngs,
l�ved for prayer. We, yet unwarmed by the heat of Thy Sp�r�t, st�ll
were st�rred up by the s�ght of the amazed and d�squ�eted c�ty. Then
�t was f�rst �nst�tuted that after the manner of the Eastern Churches,
Hymns and Psalms should be sung, lest the people should wax fa�nt
through the ted�ousness of sorrow: and from that day to th�s the
custom �s reta�ned, d�vers (yea, almost all) Thy congregat�ons,
throughout other parts of the world follow�ng here�n.

Then d�dst Thou by a v�s�on d�scover to Thy forenamed B�shop
where the bod�es of Gervas�us and Protas�us the martyrs lay h�d
(whom Thou hadst �n Thy secret treasury stored uncorrupted so
many years), whence Thou m�ghtest seasonably produce them to
repress the fury of a woman, but an Empress. For when they were
d�scovered and dug up, and w�th due honour translated to the
Ambros�an Bas�l�ca, not only they who were vexed w�th unclean
sp�r�ts (the dev�ls confess�ng themselves) were cured, but a certa�n
man who had for many years been bl�nd, a c�t�zen, and well known to
the c�ty, ask�ng and hear�ng the reason of the people's confused joy,
sprang forth des�r�ng h�s gu�de to lead h�m th�ther. Led th�ther, he
begged to be allowed to touch w�th h�s handkerch�ef the b�er of Thy
sa�nts, whose death �s prec�ous �n Thy s�ght. Wh�ch when he had
done, and put to h�s eyes, they were forthw�th opened. Thence d�d
the fame spread, thence Thy pra�ses glowed, shone; thence the
m�nd of that enemy, though not turned to the soundness of bel�ev�ng,
was yet turned back from her fury of persecut�ng. Thanks to Thee, O



my God. Whence and wh�ther hast Thou thus led my remembrance,
that I should confess these th�ngs also unto Thee? wh�ch great
though they be, I had passed by �n forgetfulness. And yet then, when
the odour of Thy o�ntments was so fragrant, d�d we not run after
Thee. Therefore d�d I more weep among the s�ng�ng of Thy Hymns,
formerly s�gh�ng after Thee, and at length breath�ng �n Thee, as far
as the breath may enter �nto th�s our house of grass.

Thou that makest men to dwell of one m�nd �n one house, d�dst
jo�n w�th us Euod�us also, a young man of our own c�ty. Who be�ng
an off�cer of Court, was before us converted to Thee and bapt�sed:
and qu�tt�ng h�s secular warfare, g�rded h�mself to Th�ne. We were
together, about to dwell together �n our devout purpose. We sought
where we m�ght serve Thee most usefully, and were together
return�ng to Afr�ca: wh�therward be�ng as far as Ost�a, my mother
departed th�s l�fe. Much I om�t, as hasten�ng much. Rece�ve my
confess�ons and thanksg�v�ngs, O my God, for �nnumerable th�ngs
whereof I am s�lent. But I w�ll not om�t whatsoever my soul would
br�ng forth concern�ng that Thy handma�d, who brought me forth,
both �n the flesh, that I m�ght be born to th�s temporal l�ght, and �n
heart, that I m�ght be born to L�ght eternal. Not her g�fts, but Th�ne �n
her, would I speak of; for ne�ther d�d she make nor educate herself.
Thou createdst her; nor d�d her father and mother know what a one
should come from them. And the sceptre of Thy Chr�st, the d�sc�pl�ne
of Th�ne only Son, �n a Chr�st�an house, a good member of Thy
Church, educated her �n Thy fear. Yet for her good d�sc�pl�ne was
she wont to commend not so much her mother's d�l�gence, as that of
a certa�n decrep�t ma�d-servant, who had carr�ed her father when a
ch�ld, as l�ttle ones used to be carr�ed at the backs of elder g�rls. For
wh�ch reason, and for her great age, and excellent conversat�on, was
she, �n that Chr�st�an fam�ly, well respected by �ts heads. Whence
also the charge of her master's daughters was entrusted to her, to
wh�ch she gave d�l�gent heed, restra�n�ng them earnestly, when
necessary, w�th a holy sever�ty, and teach�ng them w�th a grave
d�scret�on. For, except at those hours where�n they were most
temporately fed at the�r parents' table, she would not suffer them,
though parched w�th th�rst, to dr�nk even water; prevent�ng an ev�l
custom, and add�ng th�s wholesome adv�ce: "Ye dr�nk water now,



because you have not w�ne �n your power; but when you come to be
marr�ed, and be made m�stresses of cellars and cupboards, you w�ll
scorn water, but the custom of dr�nk�ng w�ll ab�de." By th�s method of
�nstruct�on, and the author�ty she had, she refra�ned the greed�ness
of ch�ldhood, and moulded the�r very th�rst to such an excellent
moderat�on that what they should not, that they would not.

And yet (as Thy handma�d told me her son) there had crept upon
her a love of w�ne. For when (as the manner was) she, as though a
sober ma�den, was b�dden by her parents to draw w�ne out of the
hogshed, hold�ng the vessel under the open�ng, before she poured
the w�ne �nto the flagon, she s�pped a l�ttle w�th the t�p of her l�ps; for
more her �nst�nct�ve feel�ngs refused. For th�s she d�d, not out of any
des�re of dr�nk, but out of the exuberance of youth, whereby �t bo�ls
over �n m�rthful freaks, wh�ch �n youthful sp�r�ts are wont to be kept
under by the grav�ty of the�r elders. And thus by add�ng to that l�ttle,
da�ly l�ttles (for whoso desp�seth l�ttle th�ngs shall fall by l�ttle and
l�ttle), she had fallen �nto such a hab�t as greed�ly to dr�nk off her l�ttle
cup br�m-full almost of w�ne. Where was then that d�screet old
woman, and that her earnest countermand�ng? Would aught ava�l
aga�nst a secret d�sease, �f Thy heal�ng hand, O Lord, watched not
over us? Father, mother, and governors absent, Thou present, who
createdst, who callest, who also by those set over us, workest
someth�ng towards the salvat�on of our souls, what d�dst Thou then,
O my God? how d�dst Thou cure her? how heal her? d�dst Thou not
out of another soul br�ng forth a hard and a sharp taunt, l�ke a lancet
out of Thy secret store, and w�th one touch remove all that foul stuff?
For a ma�d-servant w�th whom she used to go to the cellar, fall�ng to
words (as �t happens) w�th her l�ttle m�stress, when alone w�th her,
taunted her w�th th�s fault, w�th most b�tter �nsult, call�ng her w�ne-
b�bber. W�th wh�ch taunt she, stung to the qu�ck, saw the foulness of
her fault, and �nstantly condemned and forsook �t. As flatter�ng
fr�ends pervert, so reproachful enem�es mostly correct. Yet not what
by them Thou doest, but what themselves purposed, dost Thou
repay them. For she �n her anger sought to vex her young m�stress,
not to amend her; and d�d �t �n pr�vate, e�ther for that the t�me and
place of the quarrel so found them; or lest herself also should have
anger, for d�scover�ng �t thus late. But Thou, Lord, Governor of all �n



heaven and earth, who turnest to Thy purposes the deepest
currents, and the ruled turbulence of the t�de of t�mes, d�dst by the
very unhealth�ness of one soul heal another; lest any, when he
observes th�s, should ascr�be �t to h�s own power, even when
another, whom he w�shed to be reformed, �s reformed through words
of h�s.

Brought up thus modestly and soberly, and made subject rather by
Thee to her parents, than by her parents to Thee, so soon as she
was of marr�ageable age, be�ng bestowed upon a husband, she
served h�m as her lord; and d�d her d�l�gence to w�n h�m unto Thee,
preach�ng Thee unto h�m by her conversat�on; by wh�ch Thou
ornamentedst her, mak�ng her reverently am�able, and adm�rable
unto her husband. And she so endured the wrong�ng of her bed as
never to have any quarrel w�th her husband thereon. For she looked
for Thy mercy upon h�m, that bel�ev�ng �n Thee, he m�ght be made
chaste. But bes�des th�s, he was ferv�d, as �n h�s affect�ons, so �n
anger: but she had learnt not to res�st an angry husband, not �n deed
only, but not even �n word. Only when he was smoothed and tranqu�l,
and �n a temper to rece�ve �t, she would g�ve an account of her
act�ons, �f haply he had overhast�ly taken offence. In a word, wh�le
many matrons, who had m�lder husbands, yet bore even �n the�r
faces marks of shame, would �n fam�l�ar talk blame the�r husbands'
l�ves, she would blame the�r tongues, g�v�ng them, as �n jest, earnest
adv�ce: "That from the t�me they heard the marr�age wr�t�ngs read to
them, they should account them as �ndentures, whereby they were
made servants; and so, remember�ng the�r cond�t�on, ought not to set
themselves up aga�nst the�r lords." And when they, know�ng what a
choler�c husband she endured, marvelled that �t had never been
heard, nor by any token perce�ved, that Patr�c�us had beaten h�s
w�fe, or that there had been any domest�c d�fference between them,
even for one day, and conf�dent�ally ask�ng the reason, she taught
them her pract�ce above ment�oned. Those w�ves who observed �t
found the good, and returned thanks; those who observed �t not,
found no rel�ef, and suffered.

Her mother-�n-law also, at f�rst by wh�sper�ngs of ev�l servants
�ncensed aga�nst her, she so overcame by observance and
persever�ng endurance and meekness, that she of her own accord



d�scovered to her son the meddl�ng tongues whereby the domest�c
peace betw�xt her and her daughter-�n-law had been d�sturbed,
ask�ng h�m to correct them. Then, when �n compl�ance w�th h�s
mother, and for the well-order�ng of the fam�ly, he had w�th str�pes
corrected those d�scovered, at her w�ll who had d�scovered them,
she prom�sed the l�ke reward to any who, to please her, should
speak �ll of her daughter-�n-law to her: and none now ventur�ng, they
l�ved together w�th a remarkable sweetness of mutual k�ndness.

Th�s great g�ft also thou bestowedst, O my God, my mercy, upon
that good handma�d of Th�ne, �n whose womb Thou createdst me,
that between any d�sagree�ng and d�scordant part�es where she was
able, she showed herself such a peacemaker, that hear�ng on both
s�des most b�tter th�ngs, such as swell�ng and �nd�gested choler uses
to break out �nto, when the crud�t�es of enm�t�es are breathed out �n
sour d�scourses to a present fr�end aga�nst an absent enemy, she
never would d�sclose aught of the one unto the other, but what m�ght
tend to the�r reconc�lement. A small good th�s m�ght appear to me,
d�d I not to my gr�ef know numberless persons, who through some
horr�ble and w�de-spread�ng contag�on of s�n, not only d�sclose to
persons mutually angered th�ngs sa�d �n anger, but add w�thal th�ngs
never spoken, whereas to humane human�ty, �t ought to seem a l�ght
th�ng not to torment or �ncrease �ll w�ll by �ll words, unless one study
w�thal by good words to quench �t. Such was she, Thyself, her most
�nward Instructor, teach�ng her �n the school of the heart.

F�nally, her own husband, towards the very end of h�s earthly l�fe,
d�d she ga�n unto Thee; nor had she to compla�n of that �n h�m as a
bel�ever, wh�ch before he was a bel�ever she had borne from h�m.
She was also the servant of Thy servants; whosoever of them knew
her, d�d �n her much pra�se and honour and love Thee; for that
through the w�tness of the fru�ts of a holy conversat�on they
perce�ved Thy presence �n her heart. For she had been the w�fe of
one man, had requ�ted her parents, had governed her house p�ously,
was well reported of for good works, had brought up ch�ldren, so
often trava�l�ng �n b�rth of them, as she saw them swerv�ng from
Thee. Lastly, of all of us Thy servants, O Lord (whom on occas�on of
Thy own g�ft Thou sufferest to speak), us, who before her sleep�ng �n
Thee l�ved un�ted together, hav�ng rece�ved the grace of Thy



bapt�sm, d�d she so take care of, as though she had been mother of
us all; so served us, as though she had been ch�ld to us all.

The day now approach�ng whereon she was to depart th�s l�fe
(wh�ch day Thou well knewest, we knew not), �t came to pass,
Thyself, as I bel�eve, by Thy secret ways so order�ng �t, that she and
I stood alone, lean�ng �n a certa�n w�ndow, wh�ch looked �nto the
garden of the house where we now lay, at Ost�a; where removed
from the d�n of men, we were recru�t�ng from the fat�gues of a long
journey, for the voyage. We were d�scours�ng then together, alone,
very sweetly; and forgett�ng those th�ngs wh�ch are beh�nd, and
reach�ng forth unto those th�ngs wh�ch are before, we were enqu�r�ng
between ourselves �n the presence of the Truth, wh�ch Thou art, of
what sort the eternal l�fe of the sa�nts was to be, wh�ch eye hath not
seen, nor ear heard, nor hath �t entered �nto the heart of man. But yet
we gasped w�th the mouth of our heart, after those heavenly streams
of Thy founta�n, the founta�n of l�fe, wh�ch �s w�th Thee; that be�ng
bedewed thence accord�ng to our capac�ty, we m�ght �n some sort
med�tate upon so h�gh a mystery.

And when our d�scourse was brought to that po�nt, that the very
h�ghest del�ght of the earthly senses, �n the very purest mater�al l�ght,
was, �n respect of the sweetness of that l�fe, not only not worthy of
compar�son, but not even of ment�on; we ra�s�ng up ourselves w�th a
more glow�ng affect�on towards the "Self-same," d�d by degrees pass
through all th�ngs bod�ly, even the very heaven whence sun and
moon and stars sh�ne upon the earth; yea, we were soar�ng h�gher
yet, by �nward mus�ng, and d�scourse, and adm�r�ng of Thy works;
and we came to our own m�nds, and went beyond them, that we
m�ght arr�ve at that reg�on of never-fa�l�ng plenty, where Thou feedest
Israel for ever w�th the food of truth, and where l�fe �s the W�sdom by
whom all these th�ngs are made, and what have been, and what
shall be, and she �s not made, but �s, as she hath been, and so shall
she be ever; yea rather, to "have been," and "hereafter to be," are
not �n her, but only "to be," see�ng she �s eternal. For to "have been,"
and to "be hereafter," are not eternal. And wh�le we were d�scours�ng
and pant�ng after her, we sl�ghtly touched on her w�th the whole effort
of our heart; and we s�ghed, and there we leave bound the f�rst fru�ts
of the Sp�r�t; and returned to vocal express�ons of our mouth, where



the word spoken has beg�nn�ng and end. And what �s l�ke unto Thy
Word, our Lord, who endureth �n H�mself w�thout becom�ng old, and
maketh all th�ngs new?

We were say�ng then: If to any the tumult of the flesh were
hushed, hushed the �mages of earth, and waters, and a�r, hushed
also the pole of heaven, yea the very soul be hushed to herself, and
by not th�nk�ng on self surmount self, hushed all dreams and
�mag�nary revelat�ons, every tongue and every s�gn, and whatsoever
ex�sts only �n trans�t�on, s�nce �f any could hear, all these say, We
made not ourselves, but He made us that ab�deth for ever—If then
hav�ng uttered th�s, they too should be hushed, hav�ng roused only
our ears to H�m who made them, and He alone speak, not by them
but by H�mself, that we may hear H�s Word, not through any tongue
of flesh, nor Angel's vo�ce, nor sound of thunder, nor �n the dark
r�ddle of a s�m�l�tude, but m�ght hear Whom �n these th�ngs we love,
m�ght hear H�s Very Self w�thout these (as we two now stra�ned
ourselves, and �n sw�ft thought touched on that Eternal W�sdom
wh�ch ab�deth over all);—could th�s be cont�nued on, and other
v�s�ons of k�nd far unl�ke be w�thdrawn, and th�s one rav�sh, and
absorb, and wrap up �ts beholder am�d these �nward joys, so that l�fe
m�ght be for ever l�ke that one moment of understand�ng wh�ch now
we s�ghed after; were not th�s, Enter �nto thy Master's joy? And when
shall that be? When we shall all r�se aga�n, though we shall not all be
changed?

Such th�ngs was I speak�ng, and even �f not �n th�s very manner,
and these same words, yet, Lord, Thou knowest that �n that day
when we were speak�ng of these th�ngs, and th�s world w�th all �ts
del�ghts became, as we spake, contempt�ble to us, my mother sa�d,
"Son, for m�ne own part I have no further del�ght �n any th�ng �n th�s
l�fe. What I do here any longer, and to what I am here, I know not,
now that my hopes �n th�s world are accompl�shed. One th�ng there
was for wh�ch I des�red to l�nger for a wh�le �n th�s l�fe, that I m�ght
see thee a Cathol�c Chr�st�an before I d�ed. My God hath done th�s
for me more abundantly, that I should now see thee w�thal, desp�s�ng
earthly happ�ness, become H�s servant: what do I here?"



What answer I made her unto these th�ngs, I remember not. For
scarce f�ve days after, or not much more, she fell s�ck of a fever; and
�n that s�ckness one day she fell �nto a swoon, and was for a wh�le
w�thdrawn from these v�s�ble th�ngs. We hastened round her; but she
was soon brought back to her senses; and look�ng on me and my
brother stand�ng by her, sa�d to us enqu�r�ngly, "Where was I?" And
then look�ng f�xedly on us, w�th gr�ef amazed: "Here," sa�th she,
"shall you bury your mother." I held my peace and refra�ned weep�ng;
but my brother spake someth�ng, w�sh�ng for her, as the happ�er lot,
that she m�ght d�e, not �n a strange place, but �n her own land.
Whereat, she w�th anx�ous look, check�ng h�m w�th her eyes, for that
he st�ll savoured such th�ngs, and then look�ng upon me: "Behold,"
sa�th she, "what he sa�th": and soon after to us both, "Lay," she sa�th,
"th�s body any where; let not the care for that any way d�squ�et you:
th�s only I request, that you would remember me at the Lord's altar,
wherever you be." And hav�ng del�vered th�s sent�ment �n what words
she could, she held her peace, be�ng exerc�sed by her grow�ng
s�ckness.

But I, cons�der�ng Thy g�fts, Thou unseen God, wh�ch Thou
�nst�llest �nto the hearts of Thy fa�thful ones, whence wondrous fru�ts
do spr�ng, d�d rejo�ce and g�ve thanks to Thee, recall�ng what I before
knew, how careful and anx�ous she had ever been as to her place of
bur�al, wh�ch she had prov�ded and prepared for herself by the body
of her husband. For because they had l�ved �n great harmony
together, she also w�shed (so l�ttle can the human m�nd embrace
th�ngs d�v�ne) to have th�s add�t�on to that happ�ness, and to have �t
remembered among men, that after her p�lgr�mage beyond the seas,
what was earthly of th�s un�ted pa�r had been perm�tted to be un�ted
beneath the same earth. But when th�s empt�ness had through the
fulness of Thy goodness begun to cease �n her heart, I knew not,
and rejo�ced adm�r�ng what she had so d�sclosed to me; though
�ndeed �n that our d�scourse also �n the w�ndow, when she sa�d,
"What do I here any longer?" there appeared no des�re of dy�ng �n
her own country. I heard afterwards also, that when we were now at
Ost�a, she w�th a mother's conf�dence, when I was absent, one day
d�scoursed w�th certa�n of my fr�ends about the contempt of th�s l�fe,
and the bless�ng of death: and when they were amazed at such



courage wh�ch Thou hadst g�ven to a woman, and asked, "Whether
she were not afra�d to leave her body so far from her own c�ty?" she
repl�ed, "Noth�ng �s far to God; nor was �t to be feared lest at the end
of the world, He should not recogn�se whence He were to ra�se me
up." On the n�nth day then of her s�ckness, and the f�fty-s�xth year of
her age, and the three-and-th�rt�eth of m�ne, was that rel�g�ous and
holy soul freed from the body.

I closed her eyes; and there flowed w�thal a m�ghty sorrow �nto my
heart, wh�ch was overflow�ng �nto tears; m�ne eyes at the same t�me,
by the v�olent command of my m�nd, drank up the�r founta�n wholly
dry; and woe was me �n such a str�fe! But when she breathed her
last, the boy Adeodatus burst out �nto a loud lament; then, checked
by us all, held h�s peace. In l�ke manner also a ch�ld�sh feel�ng �n me,
wh�ch was, through my heart's youthful vo�ce, f�nd�ng �ts vent �n
weep�ng, was checked and s�lenced. For we thought �t not f�tt�ng to
solemn�se that funeral w�th tearful lament, and groan�ngs; for thereby
do they for the most part express gr�ef for the departed, as though
unhappy, or altogether dead; whereas she was ne�ther unhappy �n
her death, nor altogether dead. Of th�s we were assured on good
grounds, the test�mony of her good conversat�on and her fa�th
unfe�gned.

What then was �t wh�ch d�d gr�evously pa�n me w�th�n, but a fresh
wound wrought through the sudden wrench of that most sweet and
dear custom of l�v�ng together? I joyed �ndeed �n her test�mony,
when, �n that her last s�ckness, m�ngl�ng her endearments w�th my
acts of duty, she called me "dut�ful," and ment�oned, w�th great
affect�on of love, that she never had heard any harsh or reproachful
sound uttered by my mouth aga�nst her. But yet, O my God, Who
madest us, what compar�son �s there betw�xt that honour that I pa�d
to her, and her slavery for me? Be�ng then forsaken of so great
comfort �n her, my soul was wounded, and that l�fe rent asunder as �t
were, wh�ch, of hers and m�ne together, had been made but one.



The boy then be�ng st�lled from weep�ng, Euod�us took up the
Psalter, and began to s�ng, our whole house answer�ng h�m, the
Psalm, I w�ll s�ng of mercy and judgments to Thee, O Lord. But
hear�ng what we were do�ng, many brethren and rel�g�ous women
came together; and wh�lst they (whose off�ce �t was) made ready for
the bur�al, as the manner �s, I, �n a part of the house, where I m�ght
properly, together w�th those who thought not f�t to leave me,
d�scoursed upon someth�ng f�tt�ng the t�me; and by th�s balm of truth
assuaged that torment, known to Thee, they unknow�ng and l�sten�ng
�ntently, and conce�v�ng me to be w�thout all sense of sorrow. But �n
Thy ears, where none of them heard, I blamed the weakness of my
feel�ngs, and refra�ned my flood of gr�ef, wh�ch gave way a l�ttle unto
me; but aga�n came, as w�th a t�de, yet not so as to burst out �nto
tears, nor to change of countenance; st�ll I knew what I was keep�ng
down �n my heart. And be�ng very much d�spleased that these
human th�ngs had such power over me, wh�ch �n the due order and
appo�ntment of our natural cond�t�on must needs come to pass, w�th
a new gr�ef I gr�eved for my gr�ef, and was thus worn by a double
sorrow.

And behold, the corpse was carr�ed to the bur�al; we went and
returned w�thout tears. For ne�ther �n those prayers wh�ch we poured
forth unto Thee, when the Sacr�f�ce of our ransom was offered for
her, when now the corpse was by the grave's s�de, as the manner
there �s, prev�ous to �ts be�ng la�d there�n, d�d I weep even dur�ng
those prayers; yet was I the whole day �n secret heav�ly sad, and
w�th troubled m�nd prayed Thee, as I could, to heal my sorrow, yet
Thou d�dst not; �mpress�ng, I bel�eve, upon my memory by th�s one
�nstance, how strong �s the bond of all hab�t, even upon a soul, wh�ch
now feeds upon no dece�v�ng Word. It seemed also good to me to go
and bathe, hav�ng heard that the bath had �ts name (balneum) from
the Greek Balane�on for that �t dr�ves sadness from the m�nd. And
th�s also I confess unto Thy mercy, Father of the fatherless, that I
bathed, and was the same as before I bathed. For the b�tterness of
sorrow could not exude out of my heart. Then I slept, and woke up
aga�n, and found my gr�ef not a l�ttle softened; and as I was alone �n
my bed, I remembered those true verses of Thy Ambrose. For Thou
art the



         "Maker of all, the Lord,
           And Ruler of the height,
         Who, robing day in light, hast poured
           Soft slumbers o'er the night,
         That to our limbs the power
           Of toil may be renew'd,
         And hearts be rais'd that sink and cower,
           And sorrows be subdu'd."

And then by l�ttle and l�ttle I recovered my former thoughts of Thy
handma�d, her holy conversat�on towards Thee, her holy tenderness
and observance towards us, whereof I was suddenly depr�ved: and I
was m�nded to weep �n Thy s�ght, for her and for myself, �n her
behalf and �n my own. And I gave way to the tears wh�ch I before
restra�ned, to overflow as much as they des�red; repos�ng my heart
upon them; and �t found rest �n them, for �t was �n Thy ears, not �n
those of man, who would have scornfully �nterpreted my weep�ng.
And now, Lord, �n wr�t�ng I confess �t unto Thee. Read �t, who w�ll,
and �nterpret �t, how he w�ll: and �f he f�nds s�n there�n, that I wept my
mother for a small port�on of an hour (the mother who for the t�me
was dead to m�ne eyes, who had for many years wept for me that I
m�ght l�ve �n Th�ne eyes), let h�m not der�de me; but rather, �f he be
one of large char�ty, let h�m weep h�mself for my s�ns unto Thee, the
Father of all the brethren of Thy Chr�st.

But now, w�th a heart cured of that wound, where�n �t m�ght seem
blameworthy for an earthly feel�ng, I pour out unto Thee, our God, �n
behalf of that Thy handma�d, a far d�fferent k�nd of tears, flow�ng from
a sp�r�t shaken by the thoughts of the dangers of every soul that
d�eth �n Adam. And although she hav�ng been qu�ckened �n Chr�st,
even before her release from the flesh, had l�ved to the pra�se of Thy
name for her fa�th and conversat�on; yet dare I not say that from
what t�me Thou regeneratedst her by bapt�sm, no word �ssued from
her mouth aga�nst Thy Commandment. Thy Son, the Truth, hath
sa�d, Whosoever shall say unto h�s brother, Thou fool, shall be �n
danger of hell f�re. And woe be even unto the commendable l�fe of
men, �f, lay�ng as�de mercy, Thou shouldest exam�ne �t. But because
Thou art not extreme �n enqu�r�ng after s�ns, we conf�dently hope to
f�nd some place w�th Thee. But whosoever reckons up h�s real mer�ts
to Thee, what reckons he up to Thee but Th�ne own g�fts? O that



men would know themselves to be men; and that he that glor�eth
would glory �n the Lord.

I therefore, O my Pra�se and my L�fe, God of my heart, lay�ng
as�de for a wh�le her good deeds, for wh�ch I g�ve thanks to Thee
w�th joy, do now beseech Thee for the s�ns of my mother. Hearken
unto me, I entreat Thee, by the Med�c�ne of our wounds, Who hung
upon the tree, and now s�tt�ng at Thy r�ght hand maketh �ntercess�on
to Thee for us. I know that she dealt merc�fully, and from her heart
forgave her debtors the�r debts; do Thou also forg�ve her debts,
whatever she may have contracted �n so many years, s�nce the
water of salvat�on. Forg�ve her, Lord, forg�ve, I beseech Thee; enter
not �nto judgment w�th her. Let Thy mercy be exalted above Thy
just�ce, s�nce Thy words are true, and Thou hast prom�sed mercy
unto the merc�ful; wh�ch Thou gavest them to be, who w�lt have
mercy on whom Thou w�lt have mercy; and w�lt have compass�on on
whom Thou hast had compass�on.

And, I bel�eve, Thou hast already done what I ask; but accept, O
Lord, the free-w�ll offer�ngs of my mouth. For she, the day of her
d�ssolut�on now at hand, took no thought to have her body
sumptuously wound up, or embalmed w�th sp�ces; nor des�red she a
cho�ce monument, or to be bur�ed �n her own land. These th�ngs she
enjo�ned us not; but des�red only to have her name commemorated
at Thy Altar, wh�ch she had served w�thout �nterm�ss�on of one day:
whence she knew the holy Sacr�f�ce to be d�spensed, by wh�ch the
hand-wr�t�ng that was aga�nst us �s blotted out; through wh�ch the
enemy was tr�umphed over, who summ�ng up our offences, and
seek�ng what to lay to our charge, found noth�ng �n H�m, �n Whom we
conquer. Who shall restore to H�m the �nnocent blood? Who repay
H�m the pr�ce wherew�th He bought us, and so take us from H�m?
Unto the Sacrament of wh�ch our ransom, Thy handma�d bound her
soul by the bond of fa�th. Let none sever her from Thy protect�on: let
ne�ther the l�on nor the dragon �nterpose h�mself by force or fraud.
For she w�ll not answer that she owes noth�ng, lest she be conv�cted
and se�zed by the crafty accuser: but she w�ll answer that her s�ns
are forg�ven her by H�m, to Whom none can repay that pr�ce wh�ch
He, Who owed noth�ng, pa�d for us.



May she rest then �n peace w�th the husband before and after
whom she had never any; whom she obeyed, w�th pat�ence br�ng�ng
forth fru�t unto Thee, that she m�ght w�n h�m also unto Thee. And
�nsp�re, O Lord my God, �nsp�re Thy servants my brethren, Thy sons
my masters, whom w�th vo�ce, and heart, and pen I serve, that so
many as shall read these Confess�ons, may at Thy Altar remember
Monn�ca Thy handma�d, w�th Patr�c�us, her somet�mes husband, by
whose bod�es Thou broughtest me �nto th�s l�fe, how I know not. May
they w�th devout affect�on remember my parents �n th�s trans�tory
l�ght, my brethren under Thee our Father �n our Cathol�c Mother, and
my fellow-c�t�zens �n that eternal Jerusalem wh�ch Thy p�lgr�m people
s�gheth after from the�r Exodus, even unto the�r return th�ther. That
so my mother's last request of me, may through my confess�ons,
more than through my prayers, be, through the prayers of many,
more abundantly fulf�lled to her.



BOOK X
Let me know Thee, O Lord, who knowest me: let me know Thee,

as I am known. Power of my soul, enter �nto �t, and f�t �t for Thee, that
Thou mayest have and hold �t w�thout spot or wr�nkle. Th�s �s my
hope, therefore do I speak; and �n th�s hope do I rejo�ce, when I
rejo�ce healthfully. Other th�ngs of th�s l�fe are the less to be sorrowed
for, the more they are sorrowed for; and the more to be sorrowed for,
the less men sorrow for them. For behold, Thou lovest the truth, and
he that doth �t, cometh to the l�ght. Th�s would I do �n my heart before
Thee �n confess�on: and �n my wr�t�ng, before many w�tnesses.

And from Thee, O Lord, unto whose eyes the abyss of man's
consc�ence �s naked, what could be h�dden �n me though I would not
confess �t? For I should h�de Thee from me, not me from Thee. But
now, for that my groan�ng �s w�tness, that I am d�spleased w�th
myself, Thou sh�nest out, and art pleas�ng, and beloved, and longed
for; that I may be ashamed of myself, and renounce myself, and
choose Thee, and ne�ther please Thee nor myself, but �n Thee. To
Thee therefore, O Lord, am I open, whatever I am; and w�th what
fru�t I confess unto Thee, I have sa�d. Nor do I �t w�th words and
sounds of the flesh, but w�th the words of my soul, and the cry of the
thought wh�ch Thy ear knoweth. For when I am ev�l, then to confess
to Thee �s noth�ng else than to be d�spleased w�th myself; but when
holy, noth�ng else than not to ascr�be �t to myself: because Thou, O
Lord, blessest the godly, but f�rst Thou just�f�eth h�m when ungodly.
My confess�on then, O my God, �n Thy s�ght, �s made s�lently, and
not s�lently. For �n sound, �t �s s�lent; �n affect�on, �t cr�es aloud. For
ne�ther do I utter any th�ng r�ght unto men, wh�ch Thou hast not
before heard from me; nor dost Thou hear any such th�ng from me,
wh�ch Thou hast not f�rst sa�d unto me.

What then have I to do w�th men, that they should hear my
confess�ons—as �f they could heal all my �nf�rm�t�es—a race, cur�ous
to know the l�ves of others, slothful to amend the�r own? Why seek



they to hear from me what I am; who w�ll not hear from Thee what
themselves are? And how know they, when from myself they hear of
myself, whether I say true; see�ng no man knows what �s �n man, but
the sp�r�t of man wh�ch �s �n h�m? But �f they hear from Thee of
themselves, they cannot say, "The Lord l�eth." For what �s �t to hear
from Thee of themselves, but to know themselves? and who
knoweth and sa�th, "It �s false," unless h�mself l�eth? But because
char�ty bel�eveth all th�ngs (that �s, among those whom kn�tt�ng unto
�tself �t maketh one), I also, O Lord, w�ll �n such w�se confess unto
Thee, that men may hear, to whom I cannot demonstrate whether I
confess truly; yet they bel�eve me, whose ears char�ty openeth unto
me.

But do Thou, my �nmost Phys�c�an, make pla�n unto me what fru�t I
may reap by do�ng �t. For the confess�ons of my past s�ns, wh�ch
Thou hast forg�ven and covered, that Thou m�ghtest bless me �n
Thee, chang�ng my soul by Fa�th and Thy Sacrament, when read
and heard, st�r up the heart, that �t sleep not �n despa�r and say "I
cannot," but awake �n the love of Thy mercy and the sweetness of
Thy grace, whereby whoso �s weak, �s strong, when by �t he became
consc�ous of h�s own weakness. And the good del�ght to hear of the
past ev�ls of such as are now freed from them, not because they are
ev�ls, but because they have been and are not. W�th what fru�t then,
O Lord my God, to Whom my consc�ence da�ly confesseth, trust�ng
more �n the hope of Thy mercy than �n her own �nnocency, w�th what
fru�t, I pray, do I by th�s book confess to men also �n Thy presence
what I now am, not what I have been? For that other fru�t I have seen
and spoken of. But what I now am, at the very t�me of mak�ng these
confess�ons, d�vers des�re to know, who have or have not known me,
who have heard from me or of me; but the�r ear �s not at my heart
where I am, whatever I am. They w�sh then to hear me confess what
I am w�th�n; wh�ther ne�ther the�r eye, nor ear, nor understand�ng can
reach; they w�sh �t, as ready to bel�eve—but w�ll they know? For
char�ty, whereby they are good, telleth them that �n my confess�ons I
l�e not; and she �n them, bel�eveth me.

But for what fru�t would they hear th�s? Do they des�re to joy w�th
me, when they hear how near, by Thy g�ft, I approach unto Thee?
and to pray for me, when they shall hear how much I am held back



by my own we�ght? To such w�ll I d�scover myself. For �t �s no mean
fru�t, O Lord my God, that by many thanks should be g�ven to Thee
on our behalf, and Thou be by many entreated for us. Let the
brotherly m�nd love �n me what Thou teachest �s to be loved, and
lament �n me what Thou teachest �s to be lamented. Let a brotherly,
not a stranger, m�nd, not that of the strange ch�ldren, whose mouth
talketh of van�ty, and the�r r�ght hand �s a r�ght hand of �n�qu�ty, but
that brotherly m�nd wh�ch when �t approveth, rejo�ceth for me, and
when �t d�sapproveth me, �s sorry for me; because whether �t
approveth or d�sapproveth, �t loveth me. To such w�ll I d�scover
myself: they w�ll breathe freely at my good deeds, s�gh for my �ll. My
good deeds are Th�ne appo�ntments, and Thy g�fts; my ev�l ones are
my offences, and Thy judgments. Let them breathe freely at the one,
s�gh at the other; and let hymns and weep�ng go up �nto Thy s�ght,
out of the hearts of my brethren, Thy censers. And do Thou, O Lord,
be pleased w�th the �ncense of Thy holy temple, have mercy upon
me accord�ng to Thy great mercy for Th�ne own name's sake; and no
ways forsak�ng what Thou hast begun, perfect my �mperfect�ons.

Th�s �s the fru�t of my confess�ons of what I am, not of what I have
been, to confess th�s, not before Thee only, �n a secret exultat�on
w�th trembl�ng, and a secret sorrow w�th hope; but �n the ears also of
the bel�ev�ng sons of men, sharers of my joy, and partners �n my
mortal�ty, my fellow-c�t�zens, and fellow-p�lgr�ms, who are gone
before, or are to follow on, compan�ons of my way. These are Thy
servants, my brethren, whom Thou w�llest to be Thy sons; my
masters, whom Thou commandest me to serve, �f I would l�ve w�th
Thee, of Thee. But th�s Thy Word were l�ttle d�d �t only command by
speak�ng, and not go before �n perform�ng. Th�s then I do �n deed
and word, th�s I do under Thy w�ngs; �n over great per�l, were not my
soul subdued unto Thee under Thy w�ngs, and my �nf�rm�ty known
unto Thee. I am a l�ttle one, but my Father ever l�veth, and my
Guard�an �s suff�c�ent for me. For He �s the same who begat me, and
defends me: and Thou Thyself art all my good; Thou, Alm�ghty, Who
are w�th me, yea, before I am w�th Thee. To such then whom Thou
commandest me to serve w�ll I d�scover, not what I have been, but
what I now am and what I yet am. But ne�ther do I judge myself.
Thus therefore I would be heard.



For Thou, Lord, dost judge me: because, although no man
knoweth the th�ngs of a man, but the sp�r�t of a man wh�ch �s �n h�m,
yet �s there someth�ng of man, wh�ch ne�ther the sp�r�t of man that �s
�n h�m, �tself knoweth. But Thou, Lord, knowest all of h�m, Who hast
made h�m. Yet I, though �n Thy s�ght I desp�se myself, and account
myself dust and ashes; yet know I someth�ng of Thee, wh�ch I know
not of myself. And truly, now we see through a glass darkly, not face
to face as yet. So long therefore as I be absent from Thee, I am
more present w�th myself than w�th Thee; and yet know I Thee that
Thou art �n no ways pass�ble; but I, what temptat�ons I can res�st,
what I cannot, I know not. And there �s hope, because Thou art
fa�thful, Who w�lt not suffer us to be tempted above that we are able;
but w�lt w�th the temptat�on also make a way to escape, that we may
be able to bear �t. I w�ll confess then what I know of myself, I w�ll
confess also what I know not of myself. And that because what I do
know of myself, I know by Thy sh�n�ng upon me; and what I know not
of myself, so long know I not �t, unt�l my darkness be made as the
noon-day �n Thy countenance.

Not w�th doubt�ng, but w�th assured consc�ousness, do I love
Thee, Lord. Thou hast str�cken my heart w�th Thy word, and I loved
Thee. Yea also heaven, and earth, and all that there�n �s, behold, on
every s�de they b�d me love Thee; nor cease to say so unto all, that
they may be w�thout excuse. But more deeply w�lt Thou have mercy
on whom Thou w�lt have mercy, and w�lt have compass�on on whom
Thou hast had compass�on: else �n deaf ears do the heaven and the
earth speak Thy pra�ses. But what do I love, when I love Thee? not
beauty of bod�es, nor the fa�r harmony of t�me, nor the br�ghtness of
the l�ght, so gladsome to our eyes, nor sweet melod�es of var�ed
songs, nor the fragrant smell of flowers, and o�ntments, and sp�ces,
not manna and honey, not l�mbs acceptable to embracements of
flesh. None of these I love, when I love my God; and yet I love a k�nd
of l�ght, and melody, and fragrance, and meat, and embracement
when I love my God, the l�ght, melody, fragrance, meat,
embracement of my �nner man: where there sh�neth unto my soul
what space cannot conta�n, and there soundeth what t�me beareth
not away, and there smelleth what breath�ng d�sperseth not, and



there tasteth what eat�ng d�m�n�sheth not, and there cl�ngeth what
sat�ety d�vorceth not. Th�s �s �t wh�ch I love when I love my God.

And what �s th�s? I asked the earth, and �t answered me, "I am not
He"; and whatsoever are �n �t confessed the same. I asked the sea
and the deeps, and the l�v�ng creep�ng th�ngs, and they answered,
"We are not thy God, seek above us." I asked the mov�ng a�r; and
the whole a�r w�th h�s �nhab�tants answered, "Anax�menes was
dece�ved, I am not God." I asked the heavens, sun, moon, stars,
"Nor (say they) are we the God whom thou seekest." And I repl�ed
unto all the th�ngs wh�ch encompass the door of my flesh: "Ye have
told me of my God, that ye are not He; tell me someth�ng of H�m."
And they cr�ed out w�th a loud vo�ce, "He made us." My quest�on�ng
them, was my thoughts on them: and the�r form of beauty gave the
answer. And I turned myself unto myself, and sa�d to myself, "Who
art thou?" And I answered, "A man." And behold, �n me there present
themselves to me soul, and body, one w�thout, the other w�th�n. By
wh�ch of these ought I to seek my God? I had sought H�m �n the
body from earth to heaven, so far as I could send messengers, the
beams of m�ne eyes. But the better �s the �nner, for to �t as pres�d�ng
and judg�ng, all the bod�ly messengers reported the answers of
heaven and earth, and all th�ngs there�n, who sa�d, "We are not God,
but He made us." These th�ngs d�d my �nner man know by the
m�n�stry of the outer: I the �nner knew them; I, the m�nd, through the
senses of my body. I asked the whole frame of the world about my
God; and �t answered me, "I am not He, but He made me."

Is not th�s corporeal f�gure apparent to all whose senses are
perfect? why then speaks �t not the same to all? An�mals small and
great see �t, but they cannot ask �t: because no reason �s set over
the�r senses to judge on what they report. But men can ask, so that
the �nv�s�ble th�ngs of God are clearly seen, be�ng understood by the
th�ngs that are made; but by love of them, they are made subject
unto them: and subjects cannot judge. Nor yet do the creatures
answer such as ask, unless they can judge; nor yet do they change
the�r vo�ce (�.e., the�r appearance), �f one man only sees, another
see�ng asks, so as to appear one way to th�s man, another way to
that, but appear�ng the same way to both, �t �s dumb to th�s, speaks
to that; yea rather �t speaks to all; but they only understand, who



compare �ts vo�ce rece�ved from w�thout, w�th the truth w�th�n. For
truth sa�th unto me, "Ne�ther heaven, nor earth, nor any other body �s
thy God." Th�s, the�r very nature sa�th to h�m that seeth them: "They
are a mass; a mass �s less �n a part thereof than �n the whole." Now
to thee I speak, O my soul, thou art my better part: for thou
qu�ckenest the mass of my body, g�v�ng �t l�fe, wh�ch no body can
g�ve to a body: but thy God �s even unto thee the L�fe of thy l�fe.

What then do I love, when I love my God? who �s He above the
head of my soul? By my very soul w�ll I ascend to H�m. I w�ll pass
beyond that power whereby I am un�ted to my body, and f�ll �ts whole
frame w�th l�fe. Nor can I by that power f�nd my God; for so horse and
mule that have no understand�ng m�ght f�nd H�m; see�ng �t �s the
same power, whereby even the�r bod�es l�ve. But another power
there �s, not that only whereby I an�mate, but that too whereby I
�mbue w�th sense my flesh, wh�ch the Lord hath framed for me:
command�ng the eye not to hear, and the ear not to see; but the eye,
that through �t I should see, and the ear, that through �t I should hear;
and to the other senses severally, what �s to each the�r own pecul�ar
seats and off�ces; wh�ch, be�ng d�vers, I the one m�nd, do through
them enact. I w�ll pass beyond th�s power of m�ne also; for th�s also
have the horse, and mule, for they also perce�ve through the body.

I w�ll pass then beyond th�s power of my nature also, r�s�ng by
degrees unto H�m Who made me. And I come to the f�elds and
spac�ous palaces of my memory, where are the treasures of
�nnumerable �mages, brought �nto �t from th�ngs of all sorts perce�ved
by the senses. There �s stored up, whatsoever bes�des we th�nk,
e�ther by enlarg�ng or d�m�n�sh�ng, or any other way vary�ng those
th�ngs wh�ch the sense hath come to; and whatever else hath been
comm�tted and la�d up, wh�ch forgetfulness hath not yet swallowed
up and bur�ed. When I enter there, I requ�re what I w�ll to be brought
forth, and someth�ng �nstantly comes; others must be longer sought
after, wh�ch are fetched, as �t were, out of some �nner receptacle;
others rush out �n troops, and wh�le one th�ng �s des�red and
requ�red, they start forth, as who should say, "Is �t perchance I?"
These I dr�ve away w�th the hand of my heart, from the face of my
remembrance; unt�l what I w�sh for be unve�led, and appear �n s�ght,
out of �ts secret place. Other th�ngs come up read�ly, �n unbroken



order, as they are called for; those �n front mak�ng way for the
follow�ng; and as they make way, they are h�dden from s�ght, ready
to come when I w�ll. All wh�ch takes place when I repeat a th�ng by
heart.

There are all th�ngs preserved d�st�nctly and under general heads,
each hav�ng entered by �ts own avenue: as l�ght, and all colours and
forms of bod�es by the eyes; by the ears all sorts of sounds; all
smells by the avenue of the nostr�ls; all tastes by the mouth; and by
the sensat�on of the whole body, what �s hard or soft; hot or cold; or
rugged; heavy or l�ght; e�ther outwardly or �nwardly to the body. All
these doth that great harbour of the memory rece�ve �n her
numberless secret and �nexpress�ble w�nd�ngs, to be forthcom�ng,
and brought out at need; each enter�ng �n by h�s own gate, and there
la�d up. Nor yet do the th�ngs themselves enter �n; only the �mages of
the th�ngs perce�ved are there �n read�ness, for thought to recall.
Wh�ch �mages, how they are formed, who can tell, though �t doth
pla�nly appear by wh�ch sense each hath been brought �n and stored
up? For even wh�le I dwell �n darkness and s�lence, �n my memory I
can produce colours, �f I w�ll, and d�scern betw�xt black and wh�te,
and what others I w�ll: nor yet do sounds break �n and d�sturb the
�mage drawn �n by my eyes, wh�ch I am rev�ew�ng, though they also
are there, ly�ng dormant, and la�d up, as �t were, apart. For these too
I call for, and forthw�th they appear. And though my tongue be st�ll,
and my throat mute, so can I s�ng as much as I w�ll; nor do those
�mages of colours, wh�ch notw�thstand�ng be there, �ntrude
themselves and �nterrupt, when another store �s called for, wh�ch
flowed �n by the ears. So the other th�ngs, p�led �n and up by the
other senses, I recall at my pleasure. Yea, I d�scern the breath of
l�l�es from v�olets, though smell�ng noth�ng; and I prefer honey to
sweet w�ne, smooth before rugged, at the t�me ne�ther tast�ng nor
handl�ng, but remember�ng only.

These th�ngs do I w�th�n, �n that vast court of my memory. For
there are present w�th me, heaven, earth, sea, and whatever I could
th�nk on there�n, bes�des what I have forgotten. There also meet I
w�th myself, and recall myself, and when, where, and what I have
done, and under what feel�ngs. There be all wh�ch I remember, e�ther
on my own exper�ence, or other's cred�t. Out of the same store do I



myself w�th the past cont�nually comb�ne fresh and fresh l�kenesses
of th�ngs wh�ch I have exper�enced, or, from what I have
exper�enced, have bel�eved: and thence aga�n �nfer future act�ons,
events and hopes, and all these aga�n I reflect on, as present. "I w�ll
do th�s or that," say I to myself, �n that great receptacle of my m�nd,
stored w�th the �mages of th�ngs so many and so great, "and th�s or
that w�ll follow." "O that th�s or that m�ght be!" "God avert th�s or that!"
So speak I to myself: and when I speak, the �mages of all I speak of
are present, out of the same treasury of memory; nor would I speak
of any thereof, were the �mages want�ng.

Great �s th�s force of memory, excess�ve great, O my God; a large
and boundless chamber! who ever sounded the bottom thereof? yet
�s th�s a power of m�ne, and belongs unto my nature; nor do I myself
comprehend all that I am. Therefore �s the m�nd too stra�t to conta�n
�tself. And where should that be, wh�ch �t conta�neth not of �tself? Is �t
w�thout �t, and not w�th�n? how then doth �t not comprehend �tself? A
wonderful adm�rat�on surpr�ses me, amazement se�zes me upon th�s.
And men go abroad to adm�re the he�ghts of mounta�ns, the m�ghty
b�llows of the sea, the broad t�des of r�vers, the compass of the
ocean, and the c�rcu�ts of the stars, and pass themselves by; nor
wonder that when I spake of all these th�ngs, I d�d not see them w�th
m�ne eyes, yet could not have spoken of them, unless I then actually
saw the mounta�ns, b�llows, r�vers, stars wh�ch I had seen, and that
ocean wh�ch I bel�eve to be, �nwardly �n my memory, and that, w�th
the same vast spaces between, as �f I saw them abroad. Yet d�d not I
by see�ng draw them �nto myself, when w�th m�ne eyes I beheld
them; nor are they themselves w�th me, but the�r �mages only. And I
know by what sense of the body each was �mpressed upon me.

Yet not these alone does the unmeasurable capac�ty of my
memory reta�n. Here also �s all, learnt of the l�beral sc�ences and as
yet unforgotten; removed as �t were to some �nner place, wh�ch �s yet
no place: nor are they the �mages thereof, but the th�ngs themselves.
For, what �s l�terature, what the art of d�sput�ng, how many k�nds of
quest�ons there be, whatsoever of these I know, �n such manner
ex�sts �n my memory, as that I have not taken �n the �mage, and left
out the th�ng, or that �t should have sounded and passed away l�ke a
vo�ce f�xed on the ear by that �mpress, whereby �t m�ght be recalled,



as �f �t sounded, when �t no longer sounded; or as a smell wh�le �t
passes and evaporates �nto a�r affects the sense of smell, whence �t
conveys �nto the memory an �mage of �tself, wh�ch remember�ng, we
renew, or as meat, wh�ch ver�ly �n the belly hath now no taste, and
yet �n the memory st�ll �n a manner tasteth; or as any th�ng wh�ch the
body by touch perce�veth, and wh�ch when removed from us, the
memory st�ll conce�ves. For those th�ngs are not transm�tted �nto the
memory, but the�r �mages only are w�th an adm�rable sw�ftness
caught up, and stored as �t were �n wondrous cab�nets, and thence
wonderfully by the act of remember�ng, brought forth.

But now when I hear that there be three k�nds of quest�ons,
"Whether the th�ng be? what �t �s? of what k�nd �t �s?" I do �ndeed
hold the �mages of the sounds of wh�ch those words be composed,
and that those sounds, w�th a no�se passed through the a�r, and now
are not. But the th�ngs themselves wh�ch are s�gn�f�ed by those
sounds, I never reached w�th any sense of my body, nor ever
d�scerned them otherw�se than �n my m�nd; yet �n my memory have I
la�d up not the�r �mages, but themselves. Wh�ch how they entered
�nto me, let them say �f they can; for I have gone over all the avenues
of my flesh, but cannot f�nd by wh�ch they entered. For the eyes say,
"If those �mages were coloured, we reported of them." The ears say,
"If they sound, we gave knowledge of them." The nostr�ls say, "If they
smell, they passed by us." The taste says, "Unless they have a
savour, ask me not." The touch says, "If �t have not s�ze, I handled �t
not; �f I handled �t not, I gave no not�ce of �t." Whence and how
entered these th�ngs �nto my memory? I know not how. For when I
learned them, I gave not cred�t to another man's m�nd, but
recogn�sed them �n m�ne; and approv�ng them for true, I commended
them to �t, lay�ng them up as �t were, whence I m�ght br�ng them forth
when I w�lled. In my heart then they were, even before I learned
them, but �n my memory they were not. Where then? or wherefore,
when they were spoken, d�d I acknowledge them, and sa�d, "So �s �t,
�t �s true," unless that they were already �n the memory, but so thrown
back and bur�ed as �t were �n deeper recesses, that had not the
suggest�on of another drawn them forth I had perchance been
unable to conce�ve of them?



Wherefore we f�nd, that to learn these th�ngs whereof we �mb�be
not the �mages by our senses, but perce�ve w�th�n by themselves,
w�thout �mages, as they are, �s noth�ng else, but by concept�on, to
rece�ve, and by mark�ng to take heed that those th�ngs wh�ch the
memory d�d before conta�n at random and unarranged, be la�d up at
hand as �t were �n that same memory where before they lay
unknown, scattered and neglected, and so read�ly occur to the m�nd
fam�l�ar�sed to them. And how many th�ngs of th�s k�nd does my
memory bear wh�ch have been already found out, and as I sa�d,
placed as �t were at hand, wh�ch we are sa�d to have learned and
come to know wh�ch were I for some short space of t�me to cease to
call to m�nd, they are aga�n so bur�ed, and gl�de back, as �t were, �nto
the deeper recesses, that they must aga�n, as �f new, be thought out
thence, for other abode they have none: but they must be drawn
together aga�n, that they may be known; that �s to say, they must as
�t were be collected together from the�r d�spers�on: whence the word
"cog�tat�on" �s der�ved. For cogo (collect) and cog�to (re-collect) have
the same relat�on to each other as ago and ag�to, fac�o and fact�to.
But the m�nd hath appropr�ated to �tself th�s word (cog�tat�on), so that,
not what �s "collected" any how, but what �s "recollected," �.e.,
brought together, �n the m�nd, �s properly sa�d to be cog�tated, or
thought upon.

The memory conta�neth also reasons and laws �nnumerable of
numbers and d�mens�ons, none of wh�ch hath any bod�ly sense
�mpressed; see�ng they have ne�ther colour, nor sound, nor taste, nor
smell, nor touch. I have heard the sound of the words whereby when
d�scussed they are denoted: but the sounds are other than the
th�ngs. For the sounds are other �n Greek than �n Lat�n; but the th�ngs
are ne�ther Greek, nor Lat�n, nor any other language. I have seen the
l�nes of arch�tects, the very f�nest, l�ke a sp�der's thread; but those
are st�ll d�fferent, they are not the �mages of those l�nes wh�ch the
eye of flesh showed me: he knoweth them, whosoever w�thout any
concept�on whatsoever of a body, recogn�ses them w�th�n h�mself. I
have perce�ved also the numbers of the th�ngs w�th wh�ch we
number all the senses of my body; but those numbers wherew�th we
number are d�fferent, nor are they the �mages of these, and therefore



they �ndeed are. Let h�m who seeth them not, der�de me for say�ng
these th�ngs, and I w�ll p�ty h�m, wh�le he der�des me.

All these th�ngs I remember, and how I learnt them I remember.
Many th�ngs also most falsely objected aga�nst them have I heard,
and remember; wh�ch though they be false, yet �s �t not false that I
remember them; and I remember also that I have d�scerned betw�xt
those truths and these falsehoods objected to them. And I perce�ve
that the present d�scern�ng of these th�ngs �s d�fferent from
remember�ng that I oftent�mes d�scerned them, when I often thought
upon them. I both remember then to have often understood these
th�ngs; and what I now d�scern and understand, I lay up �n my
memory, that hereafter I may remember that I understand �t now. So
then I remember also to have remembered; as �f hereafter I shall call
to remembrance, that I have now been able to remember these
th�ngs, by the force of memory shall I call �t to remembrance.

The same memory conta�ns also the affect�ons of my m�nd, not �n
the same manner that my m�nd �tself conta�ns them, when �t feels
them; but far otherw�se, accord�ng to a power of �ts own. For w�thout
rejo�c�ng I remember myself to have joyed; and w�thout sorrow do I
recollect my past sorrow. And that I once feared, I rev�ew w�thout
fear; and w�thout des�re call to m�nd a past des�re. Somet�mes, on
the contrary, w�th joy do I remember my fore-past sorrow, and w�th
sorrow, joy. Wh�ch �s not wonderful, as to the body; for m�nd �s one
th�ng, body another. If I therefore w�th joy remember some past pa�n
of body, �t �s not so wonderful. But now see�ng th�s very memory �tself
�s m�nd (for when we g�ve a th�ng �n charge, to be kept �n memory,
we say, "See that you keep �t �n m�nd"; and when we forget, we say,
"It d�d not come to my m�nd," and, "It sl�pped out of my m�nd," call�ng
the memory �tself the m�nd); th�s be�ng so, how �s �t that when w�th
joy I remember my past sorrow, the m�nd hath joy, the memory hath
sorrow; the m�nd upon the joyfulness wh�ch �s �n �t, �s joyful, yet the
memory upon the sadness wh�ch �s �n �t, �s not sad? Does the
memory perchance not belong to the m�nd? Who w�ll say so? The
memory then �s, as �t were, the belly of the m�nd, and joy and
sadness, l�ke sweet and b�tter food; wh�ch, when comm�tted to the
memory, are as �t were passed �nto the belly, where they may be



stowed, but cannot taste. R�d�culous �t �s to �mag�ne these to be al�ke;
and yet are they not utterly unl�ke.

But, behold, out of my memory I br�ng �t, when I say there be four
perturbat�ons of the m�nd, des�re, joy, fear, sorrow; and whatsoever I
can d�spute thereon, by d�v�d�ng each �nto �ts subord�nate spec�es,
and by def�n�ng �t, �n my memory f�nd I what to say, and thence do I
br�ng �t: yet am I not d�sturbed by any of these perturbat�ons, when
by call�ng them to m�nd, I remember them; yea, and before I recalled
and brought them back, they were there; and therefore could they,
by recollect�on, thence be brought. Perchance, then, as meat �s by
chew�ng the cud brought up out of the belly, so by recollect�on these
out of the memory. Why then does not the d�sputer, thus recollect�ng,
taste �n the mouth of h�s mus�ng the sweetness of joy, or the
b�tterness of sorrow? Is the compar�son unl�ke �n th�s, because not �n
all respects l�ke? For who would w�ll�ngly speak thereof, �f so oft as
we name gr�ef or fear, we should be compelled to be sad or fearful?
And yet could we not speak of them, d�d we not f�nd �n our memory,
not only the sounds of the names accord�ng to the �mages �mpressed
by the senses of the body, but not�ons of the very th�ngs themselves
wh�ch we never rece�ved by any avenue of the body, but wh�ch the
m�nd �tself perce�v�ng by the exper�ence of �ts own pass�ons,
comm�tted to the memory, or the memory of �tself reta�ned, w�thout
be�ng comm�tted unto �t.

But whether by �mages or no, who can read�ly say? Thus, I name
a stone, I name the sun, the th�ngs themselves not be�ng present to
my senses, but the�r �mages to my memory. I name a bod�ly pa�n, yet
�t �s not present w�th me, when noth�ng aches: yet unless �ts �mage
were present to my memory, I should not know what to say thereof,
nor �n d�scours�ng d�scern pa�n from pleasure. I name bod�ly health;
be�ng sound �n body, the th�ng �tself �s present w�th me; yet, unless
�ts �mage also were present �n my memory, I could by no means
recall what the sound of th�s name should s�gn�fy. Nor would the s�ck,
when health were named, recogn�se what were spoken, unless the
same �mage were by the force of memory reta�ned, although the
th�ng �tself were absent from the body. I name numbers whereby we
number; and not the�r �mages, but themselves are present �n my
memory. I name the �mage of the sun, and that �mage �s present �n



my memory. For I recall not the �mage of �ts �mage, but the �mage
�tself �s present to me, call�ng �t to m�nd. I name memory, and I
recogn�se what I name. And where do I recogn�se �t, but �n the
memory �tself? Is �t also present to �tself by �ts �mage, and not by
�tself?

What, when I name forgetfulness, and w�thal recogn�se what I
name? whence should I recogn�se �t, d�d I not remember �t? I speak
not of the sound of the name, but of the th�ng wh�ch �t s�gn�f�es: wh�ch
�f I had forgotten, I could not recogn�se what that sound s�gn�f�es.
When then I remember memory, memory �tself �s, through �tself,
present w�th �tself: but when I remember forgetfulness, there are
present both memory and forgetfulness; memory whereby I
remember, forgetfulness wh�ch I remember. But what �s
forgetfulness, but the pr�vat�on of memory? How then �s �t present
that I remember �t, s�nce when present I cannot remember? But �f
what we remember we hold �t �n memory, yet, unless we d�d
remember forgetfulness, we could never at the hear�ng of the name
recogn�se the th�ng thereby s�gn�f�ed, then forgetfulness �s reta�ned
by memory. Present then �t �s, that we forget not, and be�ng so, we
forget. It �s to be understood from th�s that forgetfulness when we
remember �t, �s not present to the memory by �tself but by �ts �mage:
because �f �t were present by �tself, �t would not cause us to
remember, but to forget. Who now shall search out th�s? who shall
comprehend how �t �s?

Lord, I, truly, to�l there�n, yea and to�l �n myself; I am become a
heavy so�l requ�r�ng over much sweat of the brow. For we are not
now search�ng out the reg�ons of heaven, or measur�ng the
d�stances of the stars, or enqu�r�ng the balanc�ngs of the earth. It �s I
myself who remember, I the m�nd. It �s not so wonderful, �f what I
myself am not, be far from me. But what �s nearer to me than
myself? And lo, the force of m�ne own memory �s not understood by
me; though I cannot so much as name myself w�thout �t. For what
shall I say, when �t �s clear to me that I remember forgetfulness?
Shall I say that that �s not �n my memory, wh�ch I remember? or shall
I say that forgetfulness �s for th�s purpose �n my memory, that I m�ght
not forget? Both were most absurd. What th�rd way �s there? How
can I say that the �mage of forgetfulness �s reta�ned by my memory,



not forgetfulness �tself, when I remember �t? How could I say th�s
e�ther, see�ng that when the �mage of any th�ng �s �mpressed on the
memory, the th�ng �tself must needs be f�rst present, whence that
�mage may be �mpressed? For thus do I remember Carthage, thus
all places where I have been, thus men's faces whom I have seen,
and th�ngs reported by the other senses; thus the health or s�ckness
of the body. For when these th�ngs were present, my memory
rece�ved from them �mages, wh�ch be�ng present w�th me, I m�ght
look on and br�ng back �n my m�nd, when I remembered them �n the�r
absence. If then th�s forgetfulness �s reta�ned �n the memory through
�ts �mage, not through �tself, then pla�nly �tself was once present, that
�ts �mage m�ght be taken. But when �t was present, how d�d �t wr�te �ts
�mage �n the memory, see�ng that forgetfulness by �ts presence
effaces even what �t f�nds already noted? And yet, �n whatever way,
although that way be past conce�v�ng and expla�n�ng, yet certa�n am I
that I remember forgetfulness �tself also, whereby what we
remember �s effaced.

Great �s the power of memory, a fearful th�ng, O my God, a deep
and boundless man�foldness; and th�s th�ng �s the m�nd, and th�s am
I myself. What am I then, O my God? What nature am I? A l�fe
var�ous and man�fold, and exceed�ng �mmense. Behold �n the pla�ns,
and caves, and caverns of my memory, �nnumerable and
�nnumerably full of �nnumerable k�nds of th�ngs, e�ther through
�mages, as all bod�es; or by actual presence, as the arts; or by
certa�n not�ons or �mpress�ons, as the affect�ons of the m�nd, wh�ch,
even when the m�nd doth not feel, the memory reta�neth, wh�le yet
whatsoever �s �n the memory �s also �n the m�nd—over all these do I
run, I fly; I d�ve on th�s s�de and on that, as far as I can, and there �s
no end. So great �s the force of memory, so great the force of l�fe,
even �n the mortal l�fe of man. What shall I do then, O Thou my true
l�fe, my God? I w�ll pass even beyond th�s power of m�ne wh�ch �s
called memory: yea, I w�ll pass beyond �t, that I may approach unto
Thee, O sweet L�ght. What sayest Thou to me? See, I am mount�ng
up through my m�nd towards Thee who ab�dest above me. Yea, I
now w�ll pass beyond th�s power of m�ne wh�ch �s called memory,
des�rous to arr�ve at Thee, whence Thou mayest be arr�ved at; and
to cleave unto Thee, whence one may cleave unto Thee. For even



beasts and b�rds have memory; else could they not return to the�r
dens and nests, nor many other th�ngs they are used unto: nor
�ndeed could they be used to any th�ng, but by memory. I w�ll pass
then beyond memory also, that I may arr�ve at H�m who hath
separated me from the four-footed beasts and made me w�ser than
the fowls of the a�r, I w�ll pass beyond memory also, and where shall
I f�nd Thee, Thou truly good and certa�n sweetness? And where shall
I f�nd Thee? If I f�nd Thee w�thout my memory, then do I not reta�n
Thee �n my memory. And how shall I f�nd Thee, �f I remember Thee
not?

For the woman that had lost her groat, and sought �t w�th a l�ght;
unless she had remembered �t, she had never found �t. For when �t
was found, whence should she know whether �t were the same,
unless she remembered �t? I remember to have sought and found
many a th�ng; and th�s I thereby know, that when I was seek�ng any
of them, and was asked, "Is th�s �t?" "Is that �t?" so long sa�d I "No,"
unt�l that were offered me wh�ch I sought. Wh�ch had I not
remembered (whatever �t were) though �t were offered me, yet
should I not f�nd �t, because I could not recogn�se �t. And so �t ever �s,
when we seek and f�nd any lost th�ng. Notw�thstand�ng, when any
th�ng �s by chance lost from the s�ght, not from the memory (as any
v�s�ble body), yet �ts �mage �s st�ll reta�ned w�th�n, and �t �s sought
unt�l �t be restored to s�ght; and when �t �s found, �t �s recogn�sed by
the �mage wh�ch �s w�th�n: nor do we say that we have found what
was lost, unless we recogn�se �t; nor can we recogn�se �t, unless we
remember �t. But th�s was lost to the eyes, but reta�ned �n the
memory.

But what when the memory �tself loses any th�ng, as falls out when
we forget and seek that we may recollect? Where �n the end do we
search, but �n the memory �tself? and there, �f one th�ng be
perchance offered �nstead of another, we reject �t, unt�l what we seek
meets us; and when �t doth, we say, "Th�s �s �t"; wh�ch we should not
unless we recogn�sed �t, nor recogn�se �t unless we remembered �t.
Certa�nly then we had forgotten �t. Or, had not the whole escaped us,
but by the part whereof we had hold, was the lost part sought for; �n
that the memory felt that �t d�d not carry on together all wh�ch �t was
wont, and ma�med, as �t were, by the curta�lment of �ts anc�ent hab�t,



demanded the restorat�on of what �t m�ssed? For �nstance, �f we see
or th�nk of some one known to us, and hav�ng forgotten h�s name, try
to recover �t; whatever else occurs, connects �tself not therew�th;
because �t was not wont to be thought upon together w�th h�m, and
therefore �s rejected, unt�l that present �tself, whereon the knowledge
reposes equably as �ts wonted object. And whence does that present
�tself, but out of the memory �tself? for even when we recogn�se �t, on
be�ng rem�nded by another, �t �s thence �t comes. For we do not
bel�eve �t as someth�ng new, but, upon recollect�on, allow what was
named to be r�ght. But were �t utterly blotted out of the m�nd, we
should not remember �t, even when rem�nded. For we have not as
yet utterly forgotten that, wh�ch we remember ourselves to have
forgotten. What then we have utterly forgotten, though lost, we
cannot even seek after.

How then do I seek Thee, O Lord? For when I seek Thee, my
God, I seek a happy l�fe. I w�ll seek Thee, that my soul may l�ve. For
my body l�veth by my soul; and my soul by Thee. How then do I seek
a happy l�fe, see�ng I have �t not, unt�l I can say, where I ought to say
�t, "It �s enough"? How seek I �t? By remembrance, as though I had
forgotten �t, remember�ng that I had forgotten �t? Or, des�r�ng to learn
�t as a th�ng unknown, e�ther never hav�ng known, or so forgotten �t,
as not even to remember that I had forgotten �t? �s not a happy l�fe
what all w�ll, and no one altogether w�lls �t not? where have they
known �t, that they so w�ll �t? where seen �t, that they so love �t? Truly
we have �t, how, I know not. Yea, there �s another way, where�n when
one hath �t, then �s he happy; and there are, who are blessed, �n
hope. These have �t �n a lower k�nd, than they who have �t �n very
deed; yet are they better off than such as are happy ne�ther �n deed
nor �n hope. Yet even these, had they �t not �n some sort, would not
so w�ll to be happy, wh�ch that they do w�ll, �s most certa�n. They
have known �t then, I know not how, and so have �t by some sort of
knowledge, what, I know not, and am perplexed whether �t be �n the
memory, wh�ch �f �t be, then we have been happy once; whether all
severally, or �n that man who f�rst s�nned, �n whom also we all d�ed,
and from whom we are all born w�th m�sery, I now enqu�re not; but
only, whether the happy l�fe be �n the memory? For ne�ther should
we love �t, d�d we not know �t. We hear the name, and we all confess



that we des�re the th�ng; for we are not del�ghted w�th the mere
sound. For when a Greek hears �t �n Lat�n, he �s not del�ghted, not
know�ng what �s spoken; but we Lat�ns are del�ghted, as would he
too, �f he heard �t �n Greek; because the th�ng �tself �s ne�ther Greek
nor Lat�n, wh�ch Greeks and Lat�ns, and men of all other tongues,
long for so earnestly. Known therefore �t �s to all, for they w�th one
vo�ce be asked, "would they be happy?" they would answer w�thout
doubt, "they would." And th�s could not be, unless the th�ng �tself
whereof �t �s the name were reta�ned �n the�r memory.

But �s �t so, as one remembers Carthage who hath seen �t? No.
For a happy l�fe �s not seen w�th the eye, because �t �s not a body. As
we remember numbers then? No. For these, he that hath �n h�s
knowledge, seeks not further to atta�n unto; but a happy l�fe we have
�n our knowledge, and therefore love �t, and yet st�ll des�re to atta�n �t,
that we may be happy. As we remember eloquence then? No. For
although upon hear�ng th�s name also, some call to m�nd the th�ng,
who st�ll are not yet eloquent, and many who des�re to be so,
whence �t appears that �t �s �n the�r knowledge; yet these have by
the�r bod�ly senses observed others to be eloquent, and been
del�ghted, and des�re to be the l�ke (though �ndeed they would not be
del�ghted but for some �nward knowledge thereof, nor w�sh to be the
l�ke, unless they were thus del�ghted); whereas a happy l�fe, we do
by no bod�ly sense exper�ence �n others. As then we remember joy?
Perchance; for my joy I remember, even when sad, as a happy l�fe,
when unhappy; nor d�d I ever w�th bod�ly sense see, hear, smell,
taste, or touch my joy; but I exper�enced �t �n my m�nd, when I
rejo�ced; and the knowledge of �t clave to my memory, so that I can
recall �t w�th d�sgust somet�mes, at others w�th long�ng, accord�ng to
the nature of the th�ngs, where�n I remember myself to have joyed.
For even from foul th�ngs have I been �mmersed �n a sort of joy;
wh�ch now recall�ng, I detest and execrate; otherwh�les �n good and
honest th�ngs, wh�ch I recall w�th long�ng, although perchance no
longer present; and therefore w�th sadness I recall former joy.

Where then and when d�d I exper�ence my happy l�fe, that I should
remember, and love, and long for �t? Nor �s �t I alone, or some few
bes�des, but we all would fa�n be happy; wh�ch, unless by some
certa�n knowledge we knew, we should not w�th so certa�n a w�ll



des�re. But how �s th�s, that �f two men be asked whether they would
go to the wars, one, perchance, would answer that he would, the
other, that he would not; but �f they were asked whether they would
be happy, both would �nstantly w�thout any doubt�ng say they would;
and for no other reason would the one go to the wars, and the other
not, but to be happy. Is �t perchance that as one looks for h�s joy �n
th�s th�ng, another �n that, all agree �n the�r des�re of be�ng happy, as
they would (�f they were asked) that they w�shed to have joy, and th�s
joy they call a happy l�fe? Although then one obta�ns th�s joy by one
means, another by another, all have one end, wh�ch they str�ve to
atta�n, namely, joy. Wh�ch be�ng a th�ng wh�ch all must say they have
exper�enced, �t �s therefore found �n the memory, and recogn�sed
whenever the name of a happy l�fe �s ment�oned.

Far be �t, Lord, far be �t from the heart of Thy servant who here
confesseth unto Thee, far be �t, that, be the joy what �t may, I should
therefore th�nk myself happy. For there �s a joy wh�ch �s not g�ven to
the ungodly, but to those who love Thee for Th�ne own sake, whose
joy Thou Thyself art. And th�s �s the happy l�fe, to rejo�ce to Thee, of
Thee, for Thee; th�s �s �t, and there �s no other. For they who th�nk
there �s another, pursue some other and not the true joy. Yet �s not
the�r w�ll turned away from some semblance of joy.

It �s not certa�n then that all w�sh to be happy, �nasmuch as they
who w�sh not to joy �n Thee, wh�ch �s the only happy l�fe, do not truly
des�re the happy l�fe. Or do all men des�re th�s, but because the flesh
lusteth aga�nst the Sp�r�t, and the Sp�r�t aga�nst the flesh, that they
cannot do what they would, they fall upon that wh�ch they can, and
are content therew�th; because, what they are not able to do, they do
not w�ll so strongly as would suff�ce to make them able? For I ask
any one, had he rather joy �n truth, or �n falsehood? They w�ll as l�ttle
hes�tate to say "�n the truth," as to say "that they des�re to be happy,"
for a happy l�fe �s joy �n the truth: for th�s �s a joy�ng �n Thee, Who art
the Truth, O God my l�ght, health of my countenance, my God. Th�s
�s the happy l�fe wh�ch all des�re; th�s l�fe wh�ch alone �s happy, all
des�re; to joy �n the truth all des�re. I have met w�th many that would
dece�ve; who would be dece�ved, no one. Where then d�d they know
th�s happy l�fe, save where they know the truth also? For they love �t
also, s�nce they would not be dece�ved. And when they love a happy



l�fe, wh�ch �s no other than joy�ng �n the truth, then also do they love
the truth; wh�ch yet they would not love, were there not some not�ce
of �t �n the�r memory. Why then joy they not �n �t? why are they not
happy? because they are more strongly taken up w�th other th�ngs
wh�ch have more power to make them m�serable, than that wh�ch
they so fa�ntly remember to make them happy. For there �s yet a l�ttle
l�ght �n men; let them walk, let them walk, that the darkness overtake
them not.

But why doth "truth generate hatred," and the man of Th�ne,
preach�ng the truth, become an enemy to them? whereas a happy
l�fe �s loved, wh�ch �s noth�ng else but joy�ng �n the truth; unless that
truth �s �n that k�nd loved, that they who love anyth�ng else would
gladly have that wh�ch they love to be the truth: and because they
would not be dece�ved, would not be conv�nced that they are so?
Therefore do they hate the truth for that th�ng's sake wh�ch they
loved �nstead of the truth. They love truth when she enl�ghtens, they
hate her when she reproves. For s�nce they would not be dece�ved,
and would dece�ve, they love her when she d�scovers herself unto
them, and hate her when she d�scovers them. Whence she shall so
repay them, that they who would not be made man�fest by her, she
both aga�nst the�r w�ll makes man�fest, and herself becometh not
man�fest unto them. Thus, thus, yea thus doth the m�nd of man, thus
bl�nd and s�ck, foul and �ll-favoured, w�sh to be h�dden, but that aught
should be h�dden from �t, �t w�lls not. But the contrary �s requ�ted �t,
that �tself should not be h�dden from the Truth; but the Truth �s h�d
from �t. Yet even thus m�serable, �t had rather joy �n truths than �n
falsehoods. Happy then w�ll �t be, when, no d�stract�on �nterpos�ng, �t
shall joy �n that only Truth, by Whom all th�ngs are true.

See what a space I have gone over �n my memory seek�ng Thee,
O Lord; and I have not found Thee, w�thout �t. Nor have I found any
th�ng concern�ng Thee, but what I have kept �n memory, ever s�nce I
learnt Thee. For s�nce I learnt Thee, I have not forgotten Thee. For
where I found Truth, there found I my God, the Truth �tself; wh�ch
s�nce I learnt, I have not forgotten. S�nce then I learnt Thee, Thou
res�dest �n my memory; and there do I f�nd Thee, when I call Thee to
remembrance, and del�ght �n Thee. These be my holy del�ghts, wh�ch
Thou hast g�ven me �n Thy mercy, hav�ng regard to my poverty.



But where �n my memory res�dest Thou, O Lord, where res�dest
Thou there? what manner of lodg�ng hast Thou framed for Thee?
what manner of sanctuary hast Thou bu�lded for Thee? Thou hast
g�ven th�s honour to my memory, to res�de �n �t; but �n what quarter of
�t Thou res�dest, that am I cons�der�ng. For �n th�nk�ng on Thee, I
passed beyond such parts of �t as the beasts also have, for I found
Thee not there among the �mages of corporeal th�ngs: and I came to
those parts to wh�ch I comm�tted the affect�ons of my m�nd, nor found
Thee there. And I entered �nto the very seat of my m�nd (wh�ch �t
hath �n my memory, �nasmuch as the m�nd remembers �tself also),
ne�ther wert Thou there: for as Thou art not a corporeal �mage, nor
the affect�on of a l�v�ng be�ng (as when we rejo�ce, condole, des�re,
fear, remember, forget, or the l�ke); so ne�ther art Thou the m�nd
�tself; because Thou art the Lord God of the m�nd; and all these are
changed, but Thou rema�nest unchangeable over all, and yet hast
vouchsafed to dwell �n my memory, s�nce I learnt Thee. And why
seek I now �n what place thereof Thou dwellest, as �f there were
places there�n? Sure I am, that �n �t Thou dwellest, s�nce I have
remembered Thee ever s�nce I learnt Thee, and there I f�nd Thee,
when I call Thee to remembrance.

Where then d�d I f�nd Thee, that I m�ght learn Thee? For �n my
memory Thou wert not, before I learned Thee. Where then d�d I f�nd
Thee, that I m�ght learn Thee, but �n Thee above me? Place there �s
none; we go backward and forward, and there �s no place. Every
where, O Truth, dost Thou g�ve aud�ence to all who ask counsel of
Thee, and at once answerest all, though on man�fold matters they
ask Thy counsel. Clearly dost Thou answer, though all do not clearly
hear. All consult Thee on what they w�ll, though they hear not always
what they w�ll. He �s Thy best servant who looks not so much to hear
that from Thee wh�ch h�mself w�lleth, as rather to w�ll that, wh�ch from
Thee he heareth.

Too late loved I Thee, O Thou Beauty of anc�ent days, yet ever
new! too late I loved Thee! And behold, Thou wert w�th�n, and I
abroad, and there I searched for Thee; deformed I, plung�ng am�d
those fa�r forms wh�ch Thou hadst made. Thou wert w�th me, but I
was not w�th Thee. Th�ngs held me far from Thee, wh�ch, unless they
were �n Thee, were not at all. Thou calledst, and shoutedst, and



burstest my deafness. Thou flashedst, shonest, and scatteredst my
bl�ndness. Thou breathedst odours, and I drew �n breath and panted
for Thee. I tasted, and hunger and th�rst. Thou touchedst me, and I
burned for Thy peace.

When I shall w�th my whole self cleave to Thee, I shall no where
have sorrow or labour; and my l�fe shall wholly l�ve, as wholly full of
Thee. But now s�nce whom Thou f�llest, Thou l�ftest up, because I am
not full of Thee I am a burden to myself. Lamentable joys str�ve w�th
joyous sorrows: and on wh�ch s�de �s the v�ctory, I know not. Woe �s
me! Lord, have p�ty on me. My ev�l sorrows str�ve w�th my good joys;
and on wh�ch s�de �s the v�ctory, I know not. Woe �s me! Lord, have
p�ty on me. Woe �s me! lo! I h�de not my wounds; Thou art the
Phys�c�an, I the s�ck; Thou merc�ful, I m�serable. Is not the l�fe of man
upon earth all tr�al? Who w�shes for troubles and d�ff�cult�es? Thou
commandest them to be endured, not to be loved. No man loves
what he endures, though he love to endure. For though he rejo�ces
that he endures, he had rather there were noth�ng for h�m to endure.
In advers�ty I long for prosper�ty, �n prosper�ty I fear advers�ty. What
m�ddle place �s there betw�xt these two, where the l�fe of man �s not
all tr�al? Woe to the prosper�t�es of the world, once and aga�n,
through fear of advers�ty, and corrupt�on of joy! Woe to the
advers�t�es of the world, once and aga�n, and the th�rd t�me, from the
long�ng for prosper�ty, and because advers�ty �tself �s a hard th�ng,
and lest �t shatter endurance. Is not the l�fe of man upon earth all
tr�al: w�thout any �nterval?

And all my hope �s no where but �n Thy exceed�ng great mercy.
G�ve what Thou enjo�nest, and enjo�n what Thou w�lt. Thou enjo�nest
us cont�nency; and when I knew, sa�th one, that no man can be
cont�nent, unless God g�ve �t, th�s also was a part of w�sdom to know
whose g�ft she �s. By cont�nency ver�ly are we bound up and brought
back �nto One, whence we were d�ss�pated �nto many. For too l�ttle
doth he love Thee, who loves any th�ng w�th Thee, wh�ch he loveth
not for Thee. O love, who ever burnest and never consumest! O
char�ty, my God, k�ndle me. Thou enjo�nest cont�nency: g�ve me what
Thou enjo�nest, and enjo�n what Thou w�lt.



Ver�ly Thou enjo�nest me cont�nency from the lust of the flesh, the
lust of the eyes, and the amb�t�on of the world. Thou enjo�nest
cont�nency from concub�nage; and for wedlock �tself, Thou hast
counselled someth�ng better than what Thou hast perm�tted. And
s�nce Thou gavest �t, �t was done, even before I became a d�spenser
of Thy Sacrament. But there yet l�ve �n my memory (whereof I have
much spoken) the �mages of such th�ngs as my �ll custom there f�xed;
wh�ch haunt me, strengthless when I am awake: but �n sleep, not
only so as to g�ve pleasure, but even to obta�n assent, and what �s
very l�ke real�ty. Yea, so far preva�ls the �llus�on of the �mage, �n my
soul and �n my flesh, that, when asleep, false v�s�ons persuade to
that wh�ch when wak�ng, the true cannot. Am I not then myself, O
Lord my God? And yet there �s so much d�fference betw�xt myself
and myself, w�th�n that moment where�n I pass from wak�ng to
sleep�ng, or return from sleep�ng to wak�ng! Where �s reason then,
wh�ch, awake, res�steth such suggest�ons? And should the th�ngs
themselves be urged on �t, �t rema�neth unshaken. Is �t clasped up
w�th the eyes? �s �t lulled asleep w�th the senses of the body? And
whence �s �t that often even �n sleep we res�st, and m�ndful of our
purpose, and ab�d�ng most chastely �n �t, y�eld no assent to such
ent�cements? And yet so much d�fference there �s, that when �t
happeneth otherw�se, upon wak�ng we return to peace of
consc�ence: and by th�s very d�fference d�scover that we d�d not,
what yet we be sorry that �n some way �t was done �n us.

Art Thou not m�ghty, God Alm�ghty, so as to heal all the d�seases
of my soul, and by Thy more abundant grace to quench even the
�mpure mot�ons of my sleep! Thou w�lt �ncrease, Lord, Thy g�fts more
and more �n me, that my soul may follow me to Thee, d�sentangled
from the b�rdl�me of concup�scence; that �t rebel not aga�nst �tself,
and even �n dreams not only not, through �mages of sense, comm�t
those debas�ng corrupt�ons, even to pollut�on of the flesh, but not
even to consent unto them. For that noth�ng of th�s sort should have,
over the pure affect�ons even of a sleeper, the very least �nfluence,
not even such as a thought would restra�n,—to work th�s, not only
dur�ng l�fe, but even at my present age, �s not hard for the Alm�ghty,
Who art able to do above all that we ask or th�nk. But what I yet am
�n th�s k�nd of my ev�l, have I confessed unto my good Lord; rejo�c�ng



w�th trembl�ng, �n that wh�ch Thou hast g�ven me, and bemoan�ng
that where�n I am st�ll �mperfect; hop�ng that Thou w�lt perfect Thy
merc�es �n me, even to perfect peace, wh�ch my outward and �nward
man shall have w�th Thee, when death shall be swallowed up �n
v�ctory.

There �s another ev�l of the day, wh�ch I would were suff�c�ent for �t.
For by eat�ng and dr�nk�ng we repa�r the ev�l decays of our body, unt�l
Thou destroy both belly and meat, when Thou shalt slay my
empt�ness w�th a wonderful fulness, and clothe th�s �ncorrupt�ble w�th
an eternal �ncorrupt�on. But now the necess�ty �s sweet unto me,
aga�nst wh�ch sweetness I f�ght, that I be not taken capt�ve; and carry
on a da�ly war by fast�ngs; often br�ng�ng my body �nto subject�on;
and my pa�ns are removed by pleasure. For hunger and th�rst are �n
a manner pa�ns; they burn and k�ll l�ke a fever, unless the med�c�ne
of nour�shments come to our a�d. Wh�ch s�nce �t �s at hand through
the consolat�ons of Thy g�fts, w�th wh�ch land, and water, and a�r
serve our weakness, our calam�ty �s termed grat�f�cat�on.

Th�s hast Thou taught me, that I should set myself to take food as
phys�c. But wh�le I am pass�ng from the d�scomfort of empt�ness to
the content of replen�sh�ng, �n the very passage the snare of
concup�scence besets me. For that pass�ng, �s pleasure, nor �s there
any other way to pass th�ther, wh�ther we needs must pass. And
health be�ng the cause of eat�ng and dr�nk�ng, there jo�neth �tself as
an attendant a dangerous pleasure, wh�ch mostly endeavours to go
before �t, so that I may for her sake do what I say I do, or w�sh to do,
for health's sake. Nor have each the same measure; for what �s
enough for health, �s too l�ttle for pleasure. And oft �t �s uncerta�n,
whether �t be the necessary care of the body wh�ch �s yet ask�ng for
sustenance, or whether a voluptuous dece�vableness of greed�ness
�s proffer�ng �ts serv�ces. In th�s uncerta�nty the unhappy soul
rejo�ceth, and there�n prepares an excuse to sh�eld �tself, glad that �t
appeareth not what suff�ceth for the moderat�on of health, that under
the cloak of health, �t may d�sgu�se the matter of grat�f�cat�on. These
temptat�ons I da�ly endeavour to res�st, and I call on Thy r�ght hand,
and to Thee do I refer my perplex�t�es; because I have as yet no
settled counsel here�n.



I hear the vo�ce of my God command�ng, Let not your hearts be
overcharged w�th surfe�t�ng and drunkenness. Drunkenness �s far
from me; Thou w�lt have mercy, that �t come not near me. But full
feed�ng somet�mes creepeth upon Thy servant; Thou w�lt have
mercy, that �t may be far from me. For no one can be cont�nent
unless Thou g�ve �t. Many th�ngs Thou g�vest us, pray�ng for them;
and what good soever we have rece�ved before we prayed, from
Thee we rece�ved �t; yea to the end we m�ght afterwards know th�s,
d�d we before rece�ve �t. Drunkard was I never, but drunkards have I
known made sober by Thee. From Thee then �t was, that they who
never were such, should not so be, as from Thee �t was, that they
who have been, should not ever so be; and from Thee �t was, that
both m�ght know from Whom �t was. I heard another vo�ce of Th�ne,
Go not after thy lusts, and from thy pleasure turn away. Yea by Thy
favour have I heard that wh�ch I have much loved; ne�ther �f we eat,
shall we abound; ne�ther �f we eat not, shall we lack; wh�ch �s to say,
ne�ther shall the one make me plenteous, nor the other m�serable. I
heard also another, for I have learned �n whatsoever state I am,
therew�th to be content; I know how to abound, and how to suffer
need. I can do all th�ngs through Chr�st that strengtheneth me.
Behold a sold�er of the heavenly camp, not the dust wh�ch we are.
But remember, Lord, that we are dust, and that of dust Thou hast
made man; and he was lost and �s found. Nor could he of h�mself do
th�s, because he whom I so loved, say�ng th�s through the �n-
breath�ng of Thy �nsp�rat�on, was of the same dust. I can do all th�ngs
(sa�th he) through H�m that strengtheneth me. Strengthen me, that I
can. G�ve what Thou enjo�nest, and enjo�n what Thou w�lt. He
confesses to have rece�ved, and when he glor�eth, �n the Lord he
glor�eth. Another have I heard begg�ng that he m�ght rece�ve. Take
from me (sa�th he) the des�res of the belly; whence �t appeareth, O
my holy God, that Thou g�vest, when that �s done wh�ch Thou
commandest to be done.

Thou hast taught me, good Father, that to the pure, all th�ngs are
pure; but that �t �s ev�l unto the man that eateth w�th offence; and,
that every creature of Th�ne �s good, and noth�ng to be refused,
wh�ch �s rece�ved w�th thanksg�v�ng; and that meat commendeth us
not to God; and, that no man should judge us �n meat or dr�nk; and,



that he wh�ch eateth, let h�m not desp�se h�m that eateth not; and let
not h�m that eateth not, judge h�m that eateth. These th�ngs have I
learned, thanks be to Thee, pra�se to Thee, my God, my Master,
knock�ng at my ears, enl�ghten�ng my heart; del�ver me out of all
temptat�on. I fear not uncleanness of meat, but the uncleanness of
lust�ng. I know; that Noah was perm�tted to eat all k�nd of flesh that
was good for food; that El�jah was fed w�th flesh; that endued w�th an
adm�rable abst�nence, was not polluted by feed�ng on l�v�ng
creatures, locusts. I know also that Esau was dece�ved by lust�ng for
lent�les; and that Dav�d blamed h�mself for des�r�ng a draught of
water; and that our K�ng was tempted, not concern�ng flesh, but
bread. And therefore the people �n the w�lderness also deserved to
be reproved, not for des�r�ng flesh, but because, �n the des�re of food,
they murmured aga�nst the Lord.

Placed then am�d these temptat�ons, I str�ve da�ly aga�nst
concup�scence �n eat�ng and dr�nk�ng. For �t �s not of such nature that
I can settle on cutt�ng �t off once for all, and never touch�ng �t
afterward, as I could of concub�nage. The br�dle of the throat then �s
to be held attempered between slackness and st�ffness. And who �s
he, O Lord, who �s not some wh�t transported beyond the l�m�ts of
necess�ty? whoever he �s, he �s a great one; let h�m make Thy Name
great. But I am not such, for I am a s�nful man. Yet do I too magn�fy
Thy name; and He maketh �ntercess�on to Thee for my s�ns who hath
overcome the world; number�ng me among the weak members of
H�s body; because Th�ne eyes have seen that of H�m wh�ch �s
�mperfect, and �n Thy book shall all be wr�tten.

W�th the allurements of smells, I am not much concerned. When
absent, I do not m�ss them; when present, I do not refuse them; yet
ever ready to be w�thout them. So I seem to myself; perchance I am
dece�ved. For that also �s a mournful darkness whereby my ab�l�t�es
w�th�n me are h�dden from me; so that my m�nd mak�ng enqu�ry �nto
herself of her own powers, ventures not read�ly to bel�eve herself;
because even what �s �n �t �s mostly h�dden, unless exper�ence reveal
�t. And no one ought to be secure �n that l�fe, the whole whereof �s
called a tr�al, that he who hath been capable of worse to be made
better, may not l�kew�se of better be made worse. Our only hope,
only conf�dence, only assured prom�se �s Thy mercy.



The del�ghts of the ear had more f�rmly entangled and subdued
me; but Thou d�dst loosen and free me. Now, �n those melod�es
wh�ch Thy words breathe soul �nto, when sung w�th a sweet and
attuned vo�ce, I do a l�ttle repose; yet not so as to be held thereby,
but that I can d�sengage myself when I w�ll. But w�th the words wh�ch
are the�r l�fe and whereby they f�nd adm�ss�on �nto me, themselves
seek �n my affect�ons a place of some est�mat�on, and I can scarcely
ass�gn them one su�table. For at one t�me I seem to myself to g�ve
them more honour than �s seemly, feel�ng our m�nds to be more
hol�ly and fervently ra�sed unto a flame of devot�on, by the holy
words themselves when thus sung, than when not; and that the
several affect�ons of our sp�r�t, by a sweet var�ety, have the�r own
proper measures �n the vo�ce and s�ng�ng, by some h�dden
correspondence wherew�th they are st�rred up. But th�s contentment
of the flesh, to wh�ch the soul must not be g�ven over to be
enervated, doth oft begu�le me, the sense not so wa�t�ng upon
reason as pat�ently to follow her; but hav�ng been adm�tted merely
for her sake, �t str�ves even to run before her, and lead her. Thus �n
these th�ngs I unawares s�n, but afterwards am aware of �t.

At other t�mes, shunn�ng over-anx�ously th�s very decept�on, I err �n
too great str�ctness; and somet�mes to that degree, as to w�sh the
whole melody of sweet mus�c wh�ch �s used to Dav�d's Psalter,
ban�shed from my ears, and the Church's too; and that mode seems
to me safer, wh�ch I remember to have been often told me of
Athanas�us, B�shop of Alexandr�a, who made the reader of the psalm
utter �t w�th so sl�ght �nflect�on of vo�ce, that �t was nearer speak�ng
than s�ng�ng. Yet aga�n, when I remember the tears I shed at the
Psalmody of Thy Church, �n the beg�nn�ng of my recovered fa�th; and
how at th�s t�me I am moved, not w�th the s�ng�ng, but w�th the th�ngs
sung, when they are sung w�th a clear vo�ce and modulat�on most
su�table, I acknowledge the great use of th�s �nst�tut�on. Thus I
fluctuate between per�l of pleasure and approved wholesomeness;
�ncl�ned the rather (though not as pronounc�ng an �rrevocable
op�n�on) to approve of the usage of s�ng�ng �n the church; that so by
the del�ght of the ears the weaker m�nds may r�se to the feel�ng of
devot�on. Yet when �t befalls me to be more moved w�th the vo�ce
than the words sung, I confess to have s�nned penally, and then had



rather not hear mus�c. See now my state; weep w�th me, and weep
for me, ye, whoso regulate your feel�ngs w�th�n, as that good act�on
ensues. For you who do not act, these th�ngs touch not you. But
Thou, O Lord my God, hearken; behold, and see, and have mercy
and heal me, Thou, �n whose presence I have become a problem to
myself; and that �s my �nf�rm�ty.

There rema�ns the pleasure of these eyes of my flesh, on wh�ch to
make my confess�ons �n the hear�ng of the ears of Thy temple, those
brotherly and devout ears; and so to conclude the temptat�ons of the
lust of the flesh, wh�ch yet assa�l me, groan�ng earnestly, and
des�r�ng to be clothed upon w�th my house from heaven. The eyes
love fa�r and var�ed forms, and br�ght and soft colours. Let not these
occupy my soul; let God rather occupy �t, who made these th�ngs,
very good �ndeed, yet �s He my good, not they. And these affect me,
wak�ng, the whole day, nor �s any rest g�ven me from them, as there
�s from mus�cal, somet�mes �n s�lence, from all vo�ces. For th�s queen
of colours, the l�ght, bath�ng all wh�ch we behold, wherever I am
through the day, gl�d�ng by me �n var�ed forms, soothes me when
engaged on other th�ngs, and not observ�ng �t. And so strongly doth �t
entw�ne �tself, that �f �t be suddenly w�thdrawn, �t �s w�th long�ng
sought for, and �f absent long, saddeneth the m�nd.

O Thou L�ght, wh�ch Tob�as saw, when, these eyes closed, he
taught h�s son the way of l�fe; and h�mself went before w�th the feet
of char�ty, never swerv�ng. Or wh�ch Isaac saw, when h�s fleshly eyes
be�ng heavy and closed by old age, �t was vouchsafed h�m, not
know�ngly, to bless h�s sons, but by bless�ng to know them. Or wh�ch
Jacob saw, when he also, bl�nd through great age, w�th �llum�ned
heart, �n the persons of h�s sons shed l�ght on the d�fferent races of
the future people, �n them fores�gn�f�ed; and la�d h�s hands, myst�cally
crossed, upon h�s grandch�ldren by Joseph, not as the�r father by h�s
outward eye corrected them, but as h�mself �nwardly d�scerned. Th�s
�s the l�ght, �t �s one, and all are one, who see and love �t. But that
corporeal l�ght whereof I spake, �t seasoneth the l�fe of th�s world for
her bl�nd lovers, w�th an ent�c�ng and dangerous sweetness. But they
who know how to pra�se Thee for �t, "O all-creat�ng Lord," take �t up
�n Thy hymns, and are not taken up w�th �t �n the�r sleep. Such would
I be. These seduct�ons of the eyes I res�st, lest my feet wherew�th I



walk upon Thy way be ensnared; and I l�ft up m�ne �nv�s�ble eyes to
Thee, that Thou wouldest pluck my feet out of the snare. Thou dost
ever and anon pluck them out, for they are ensnared. Thou ceasest
not to pluck them out, wh�le I often entangle myself �n the snares on
all s�des la�d; because Thou that keepest Israel shalt ne�ther slumber
nor sleep.

What �nnumerable toys, made by d�vers arts and manufactures, �n
our apparel, shoes, utens�ls and all sorts of works, �n p�ctures also
and d�vers �mages, and these far exceed�ng all necessary and
moderate use and all p�ous mean�ng, have men added to tempt the�r
own eyes w�thal; outwardly follow�ng what themselves make,
�nwardly forsak�ng H�m by whom themselves were made, and
destroy�ng that wh�ch themselves have been made! But I, my God
and my Glory, do hence also s�ng a hymn to Thee, and do
consecrate pra�se to H�m who consecrateth me, because those
beaut�ful patterns wh�ch through men's souls are conveyed �nto the�r
cunn�ng hands, come from that Beauty, wh�ch �s above our souls,
wh�ch my soul day and n�ght s�gheth after. But the framers and
followers of the outward beaut�es der�ve thence the rule of judg�ng of
them, but not of us�ng them. And He �s there, though they perce�ve
H�m not, that so they m�ght not wander, but keep the�r strength for
Thee, and not scatter �t abroad upon pleasurable wear�ness. And I,
though I speak and see th�s, entangle my steps w�th these outward
beaut�es; but Thou pluckest me out, O Lord, Thou pluckest me out;
because Thy lov�ng-k�ndness �s before my eyes. For I am taken
m�serably, and Thou pluckest me out merc�fully; somet�mes not
perce�v�ng �t, when I had but l�ghtly l�ghted upon them; otherwh�les
w�th pa�n, because I had stuck fast �n them.

To th�s �s added another form of temptat�on more man�foldly
dangerous. For bes�des that concup�scence of the flesh wh�ch
cons�steth �n the del�ght of all senses and pleasures, where�n �ts
slaves, who go far from Thee, waste and per�sh, the soul hath,
through the same senses of the body, a certa�n va�n and cur�ous
des�re, ve�led under the t�tle of knowledge and learn�ng, not of
del�ght�ng �n the flesh, but of mak�ng exper�ments through the flesh.
The seat whereof be�ng �n the appet�te of knowledge, and s�ght be�ng
the sense ch�efly used for atta�n�ng knowledge, �t �s �n D�v�ne



language called The lust of the eyes. For, to see, belongeth properly
to the eyes; yet we use th�s word of the other senses also, when we
employ them �n seek�ng knowledge. For we do not say, hark how �t
flashes, or smell how �t glows, or taste how �t sh�nes, or feel how �t
gleams; for all these are sa�d to be seen. And yet we say not only,
see how �t sh�neth, wh�ch the eyes alone can perce�ve; but also, see
how �t soundeth, see how �t smelleth, see how �t tasteth, see how
hard �t �s. And so the general exper�ence of the senses, as was sa�d,
�s called The lust of the eyes, because the off�ce of see�ng, where�n
the eyes hold the prerogat�ve, the other senses by way of s�m�l�tude
take to themselves, when they make search after any knowledge.

But by th�s may more ev�dently be d�scerned, where�n pleasure
and where�n cur�os�ty �s the object of the senses; for pleasure
seeketh objects beaut�ful, melod�ous, fragrant, savoury, soft; but
cur�os�ty, for tr�al's sake, the contrary as well, not for the sake of
suffer�ng annoyance, but out of the lust of mak�ng tr�al and know�ng
them. For what pleasure hath �t, to see �n a mangled carcase what
w�ll make you shudder? and yet �f �t be ly�ng near, they flock th�ther,
to be made sad, and to turn pale. Even �n sleep they are afra�d to
see �t. As �f when awake, any one forced them to see �t, or any report
of �ts beauty drew them th�ther! Thus also �n the other senses, wh�ch
�t were long to go through. From th�s d�sease of cur�os�ty are all those
strange s�ghts exh�b�ted �n the theatre. Hence men go on to search
out the h�dden powers of nature (wh�ch �s bes�des our end), wh�ch to
know prof�ts not, and where�n men des�re noth�ng but to know.
Hence also, �f w�th that same end of perverted knowledge mag�cal
arts be enqu�red by. Hence also �n rel�g�on �tself, �s God tempted,
when s�gns and wonders are demanded of H�m, not des�red for any
good end, but merely to make tr�al of.

In th�s so vast w�lderness, full of snares and dangers, behold many
of them I have cut off, and thrust out of my heart, as Thou hast g�ven
me, O God of my salvat�on. And yet when dare I say, s�nce so many
th�ngs of th�s k�nd buzz on all s�des about our da�ly l�fe-when dare I
say that noth�ng of th�s sort engages my attent�on, or causes �n me
an �dle �nterest? True, the theatres do not now carry me away, nor
care I to know the courses of the stars, nor d�d my soul ever consult
ghosts departed; all sacr�leg�ous myster�es I detest. From Thee, O



Lord my God, to whom I owe humble and s�ngle-hearted serv�ce, by
what art�f�ces and suggest�ons doth the enemy deal w�th me to
des�re some s�gn! But I beseech Thee by our K�ng, and by our pure
and holy country, Jerusalem, that as any consent�ng thereto �s far
from me, so may �t ever be further and further. But when I pray Thee
for the salvat�on of any, my end and �ntent�on �s far d�fferent. Thou
g�vest and w�lt g�ve me to follow Thee w�ll�ngly, do�ng what Thou w�lt.

Notw�thstand�ng, �n how many most petty and contempt�ble th�ngs
�s our cur�os�ty da�ly tempted, and how often we g�ve way, who can
recount? How often do we beg�n as �f we were tolerat�ng people
tell�ng va�n stor�es, lest we offend the weak; then by degrees we take
�nterest there�n! I go not now to the c�rcus to see a dog cours�ng a
hare; but �n the f�eld, �f pass�ng, that cours�ng peradventure w�ll
d�stract me even from some we�ghty thought, and draw me after �t:
not that I turn as�de the body of my beast, yet st�ll �ncl�ne my m�nd
th�ther. And unless Thou, hav�ng made me see my �nf�rm�ty d�dst
speed�ly admon�sh me e�ther through the s�ght �tself by some
contemplat�on to r�se towards Thee, or altogether to desp�se and
pass �t by, I dully stand f�xed there�n. What, when s�tt�ng at home, a
l�zard catch�ng fl�es, or a sp�der entangl�ng them rush�ng �nto her
nets, oft-t�mes takes my attent�on? Is the th�ng d�fferent, because
they are but small creatures? I go on from them to pra�se Thee the
wonderful Creator and Orderer of all, but th�s does not f�rst draw my
attent�on. It �s one th�ng to r�se qu�ckly, another not to fall. And of
such th�ngs �s my l�fe full; and my one hope �s Thy wonderful great
mercy. For when our heart becomes the receptacle of such th�ngs,
and �s overcharged w�th throngs of th�s abundant van�ty, then are our
prayers also thereby often �nterrupted and d�stracted, and wh�lst �n
Thy presence we d�rect the vo�ce of our heart to Th�ne ears, th�s so
great concern �s broken off by the rush�ng �n of I know not what �dle
thoughts. Shall we then account th�s also among th�ngs of sl�ght
concernment, or shall aught br�ng us back to hope, save Thy
complete mercy, s�nce Thou hast begun to change us?



And Thou knowest how far Thou hast already changed me, who
f�rst healedst me of the lust of v�nd�cat�ng myself, that so Thou
m�ghtest forg�ve all the rest of my �n�qu�t�es, and heal all my
�nf�rm�t�es, and redeem l�fe from corrupt�on, and crown me w�th
mercy and p�ty, and sat�sfy my des�re w�th good th�ngs: who d�dst
curb my pr�de w�th Thy fear, and tame my neck to Thy yoke. And
now I bear �t and �t �s l�ght unto me, because so hast Thou prom�sed,
and hast made �t; and ver�ly so �t was, and I knew �t not, when I
feared to take �t.

But, O Lord, Thou alone Lord w�thout pr�de, because Thou art the
only true Lord, who hast no lord; hath th�s th�rd k�nd of temptat�on
also ceased from me, or can �t cease through th�s whole l�fe? To
w�sh, namely, to be feared and loved of men, for no other end, but
that we may have a joy there�n wh�ch �s no joy? A m�serable l�fe th�s
and a foul boastfulness! Hence espec�ally �t comes that men do
ne�ther purely love nor fear Thee. And therefore dost Thou res�st the
proud, and g�vest grace to the humble: yea, Thou thunderest down
upon the amb�t�ons of the world, and the foundat�ons of the
mounta�ns tremble. Because now certa�n off�ces of human soc�ety
make �t necessary to be loved and feared of men, the adversary of
our true blessedness layeth hard at us, every where spread�ng h�s
snares of "well-done, well-done"; that greed�ly catch�ng at them, we
may be taken unawares, and sever our joy from Thy truth, and set �t
�n the dece�v�ngness of men; and be pleased at be�ng loved and
feared, not for Thy sake, but �n Thy stead: and thus hav�ng been
made l�ke h�m, he may have them for h�s own, not �n the bands of
char�ty, but �n the bonds of pun�shment: who purposed to set h�s
throne �n the north, that dark and ch�lled they m�ght serve h�m,
pervertedly and crookedly �m�tat�ng Thee. But we, O Lord, behold we
are Thy l�ttle flock; possess us as Th�ne, stretch Thy w�ngs over us,
and let us fly under them. Be Thou our glory; let us be loved for
Thee, and Thy word feared �n us. Who would be pra�sed of men
when Thou blamest, w�ll not be defended of men when Thou judgest;
nor del�vered when Thou condemnest. But when—not the s�nner �s
pra�sed �n the des�res of h�s soul, nor he blessed who doth ungodl�ly,
but—a man �s pra�sed for some g�ft wh�ch Thou hast g�ven h�m, and
he rejo�ces more at the pra�se for h�mself than that he hath the g�ft



for wh�ch he �s pra�sed, he also �s pra�sed, wh�le Thou d�spra�sest;
better �s he who pra�sed than he who �s pra�sed. For the one took
pleasure �n the g�ft of God �n man; the other was better pleased w�th
the g�ft of man, than of God.

By these temptat�ons we are assa�led da�ly, O Lord; w�thout
ceas�ng are we assa�led. Our da�ly furnace �s the tongue of men. And
�n th�s way also Thou commandest us cont�nence. G�ve what Thou
enjo�nest, and enjo�n what Thou w�lt. Thou knowest on th�s matter
the groans of my heart, and the floods of m�ne eyes. For I cannot
learn how far I am more cleansed from th�s plague, and I much fear
my secret s�ns, wh�ch Th�ne eyes know, m�ne do not. For �n other
k�nds of temptat�ons I have some sort of means of exam�n�ng myself;
�n th�s, scarce any. For, �n refra�n�ng my m�nd from the pleasures of
the flesh and �dle cur�os�ty, I see how much I have atta�ned lo, when I
do w�thout them; forego�ng, or not hav�ng them. For then I ask myself
how much more or less troublesome �t �s to me not to have them?
Then, r�ches, wh�ch are des�red, that they may serve to some one or
two or all of the three concup�scences, �f the soul cannot d�scern
whether, when �t hath them, �t desp�seth them, they may be cast
as�de, that so �t may prove �tself. But to be w�thout pra�se, and
there�n essay our powers, must we l�ve �ll, yea so abandonedly and
atroc�ously, that no one should know w�thout detest�ng us? What
greater madness can be sa�d or thought of? But �f pra�se useth and
ought to accompany a good l�fe and good works, we ought as l�ttle to
forego �ts company, as good l�fe �tself. Yet I know not whether I can
well or �ll be w�thout anyth�ng, unless �t be absent.

What then do I confess unto Thee �n th�s k�nd of temptat�on, O
Lord? What, but that I am del�ghted w�th pra�se, but w�th truth �tself,
more than w�th pra�se? For were �t proposed to me, whether I would,
be�ng frenz�ed �n error on all th�ngs, be pra�sed by all men, or be�ng
cons�stent and most settled �n the truth be blamed by all, I see wh�ch
I should choose. Yet fa�n would I that the approbat�on of another
should not even �ncrease my joy for any good �n me. Yet I own, �t
doth �ncrease �t, and not so only, but d�spra�se doth d�m�n�sh �t. And
when I am troubled at th�s my m�sery, an excuse occurs to me, wh�ch
of what value �t �s, Thou God knowest, for �t leaves me uncerta�n. For
s�nce Thou hast commanded us not cont�nency alone, that �s, from



what th�ngs to refra�n our love, but r�ghteousness also, that �s,
whereon to bestow �t, and hast w�lled us to love not Thee only, but
our ne�ghbour also; often, when pleased w�th �ntell�gent pra�se, I
seem to myself to be pleased w�th the prof�c�ency or towardl�ness of
my ne�ghbour, or to be gr�eved for ev�l �n h�m, when I hear h�m
d�spra�se e�ther what he understands not, or �s good. For somet�mes
I am gr�eved at my own pra�se, e�ther when those th�ngs be pra�sed
�n me, �n wh�ch I m�sl�ke myself, or even lesser and sl�ght goods are
more esteemed than they ought. But aga�n how know I whether I am
therefore thus affected, because I would not have h�m who pra�seth
me d�ffer from me about myself; not as be�ng �nfluenced by concern
for h�m, but because those same good th�ngs wh�ch please me �n
myself, please me more when they please another also? For some
how I am not pra�sed when my judgment of myself �s not pra�sed;
forasmuch as e�ther those th�ngs are pra�sed, wh�ch d�splease me; or
those more, wh�ch please me less. Am I then doubtful of myself �n
th�s matter?

Behold, �n Thee, O Truth, I see that I ought not to be moved at my
own pra�ses, for my own sake, but for the good of my ne�ghbour. And
whether �t be so w�th me, I know not. For here�n I know less of myself
than of Thee. I beseech now, O my God, d�scover to me myself also,
that I may confess unto my brethren, who are to pray for me,
where�n I f�nd myself ma�med. Let me exam�ne myself aga�n more
d�l�gently. If �n my pra�se I am moved w�th the good of my ne�ghbour,
why am I less moved �f another be unjustly d�spra�sed than �f �t be
myself? Why am I more stung by reproach cast upon myself, than at
that cast upon another, w�th the same �njust�ce, before me? Know I
not th�s also? or �s �t at last that I dece�ve myself, and do not the truth
before Thee �n my heart and tongue? Th�s madness put far from me,
O Lord, lest m�ne own mouth be to me the s�nner's o�l to make fat my
head. I am poor and needy; yet best, wh�le �n h�dden groan�ngs I
d�splease myself, and seek Thy mercy, unt�l what �s lack�ng �n my
defect�ve state be renewed and perfected, on to that peace wh�ch
the eye of the proud knoweth not.

Yet the word wh�ch cometh out of the mouth, and deeds known to
men, br�ng w�th them a most dangerous temptat�on through the love
of pra�se: wh�ch, to establ�sh a certa�n excellency of our own, sol�c�ts



and collects men's suffrages. It tempts, even when �t �s reproved by
myself �n myself, on the very ground that �t �s reproved; and often
glor�es more va�nly of the very contempt of va�n-glory; and so �t �s no
longer contempt of va�n-glory, whereof �t glor�es; for �t doth not
contemn when �t glor�eth.

W�th�n also, w�th�n �s another ev�l, ar�s�ng out of a l�ke temptat�on;
whereby men become va�n, pleas�ng themselves �n themselves,
though they please not, or d�splease or care not to please others.
But pleas�ng themselves, they much d�splease Thee, not only tak�ng
pleasure �n th�ngs not good, as �f good, but �n Thy good th�ngs, as
though the�r own; or even �f as Th�ne, yet as though for the�r own
mer�ts; or even �f as though from Thy grace, yet not w�th brotherly
rejo�c�ng, but envy�ng that grace to others. In all these and the l�ke
per�ls and trava�ls, Thou seest the trembl�ng of my heart; and I rather
feel my wounds to be cured by Thee, than not �nfl�cted by me.

Where hast Thou not walked w�th me, O Truth, teach�ng me what
to beware, and what to des�re; when I referred to Thee what I could
d�scover here below, and consulted Thee? W�th my outward senses,
as I m�ght, I surveyed the world, and observed the l�fe, wh�ch my
body hath from me, and these my senses. Thence entered I the
recesses of my memory, those man�fold and spac�ous chambers,
wonderfully furn�shed w�th �nnumerable stores; and I cons�dered, and
stood aghast; be�ng able to d�scern noth�ng of these th�ngs w�thout
Thee, and f�nd�ng none of them to be Thee. Nor was I myself, who
found out these th�ngs, who went over them all, and laboured to
d�st�ngu�sh and to value every th�ng accord�ng to �ts d�gn�ty, tak�ng
some th�ngs upon the report of my senses, quest�on�ng about others
wh�ch I felt to be m�ngled w�th myself, number�ng and d�st�ngu�sh�ng
the reporters themselves, and �n the large treasure-house of my
memory revolv�ng some th�ngs, stor�ng up others, draw�ng out
others. Nor yet was I myself when I d�d th�s, �.e., that my power
whereby I d�d �t, ne�ther was �t Thou, for Thou art the ab�d�ng l�ght,
wh�ch I consulted concern�ng all these, whether they were, what they
were, and how to be valued; and I heard Thee d�rect�ng and
command�ng me; and th�s I often do, th�s del�ghts me, and as far as I
may be freed from necessary dut�es, unto th�s pleasure have I
recourse. Nor �n all these wh�ch I run over consult�ng Thee can I f�nd



any safe place for my soul, but �n Thee; wh�ther my scattered
members may be gathered, and noth�ng of me depart from Thee.
And somet�mes Thou adm�ttest me to an affect�on, very unusual, �n
my �nmost soul; r�s�ng to a strange sweetness, wh�ch �f �t were
perfected �n me, I know not what �n �t would not belong to the l�fe to
come. But through my m�serable encumbrances I s�nk down aga�n
�nto these lower th�ngs, and am swept back by former custom, and
am held, and greatly weep, but am greatly held. So much doth the
burden of a bad custom we�gh us down. Here I can stay, but would
not; there I would, but cannot; both ways, m�serable.

Thus then have I cons�dered the s�cknesses of my s�ns �n that
threefold concup�scence, and have called Thy r�ght hand to my help.
For w�th a wounded heart have I beheld Thy br�ghtness, and str�cken
back I sa�d, "Who can atta�n th�ther? I am cast away from the s�ght of
Th�ne eyes." Thou art the Truth who pres�dest over all, but I through
my covetousness would not �ndeed forego Thee, but would w�th
Thee possess a l�e; as no man would �n such w�se speak falsely, as
h�mself to be �gnorant of the truth. So then I lost Thee, because Thou
vouchsafest not to be possessed w�th a l�e.

Whom could I f�nd to reconc�le me to Thee? was I to have
recourse to Angels? by what prayers? by what sacraments? Many
endeavour�ng to return unto Thee, and of themselves unable, have,
as I hear, tr�ed th�s, and fallen �nto the des�re of cur�ous v�s�ons, and
been accounted worthy to be deluded. For they, be�ng h�gh m�nded,
sought Thee by the pr�de of learn�ng, swell�ng out rather than sm�t�ng
upon the�r breasts, and so by the agreement of the�r heart, drew unto
themselves the pr�nces of the a�r, the fellow-consp�rators of the�r
pr�de, by whom, through mag�cal �nfluences, they were dece�ved,
seek�ng a med�ator, by whom they m�ght be purged, and there was
none. For the dev�l �t was, transform�ng h�mself �nto an Angel of l�ght.
And �t much ent�ced proud flesh, that he had no body of flesh. For
they were mortal, and s�nners; but thou, Lord, to whom they proudly
sought to be reconc�led, art �mmortal, and w�thout s�n. But a med�ator
between God and man must have someth�ng l�ke to God, someth�ng
l�ke to men; lest be�ng �n both l�ke to man, he should be far from God:
or �f �n both l�ke God, too unl�ke man: and so not be a med�ator. That
dece�tful med�ator then, by whom �n Thy secret judgments pr�de



deserved to be deluded, hath one th�ng �n common w�th man, that �s
s�n; another he would seem to have �n common w�th God; and not
be�ng clothed w�th the mortal�ty of flesh, would vaunt h�mself to be
�mmortal. But s�nce the wages of s�n �s death, th�s hath he �n
common w�th men, that w�th them he should be condemned to
death.

But the true Med�ator, Whom �n Thy secret mercy Thou hast
showed to the humble, and sentest, that by H�s example also they
m�ght learn that same hum�l�ty, that Med�ator between God and man,
the Man Chr�st Jesus, appeared betw�xt mortal s�nners and the
�mmortal just One; mortal w�th men, just w�th God: that because the
wages of r�ghteousness �s l�fe and peace, He m�ght by a
r�ghteousness conjo�ned w�th God make vo�d that death of s�nners,
now made r�ghteous, wh�ch He w�lled to have �n common w�th them.
Hence He was showed forth to holy men of old; that so they, through
fa�th �n H�s Pass�on to come, as we through fa�th of �t passed, m�ght
be saved. For as Man, He was a Med�ator; but as the Word, not �n
the m�ddle between God and man, because equal to God, and God
w�th God, and together one God.

How hast Thou loved us, good Father, who sparedst not Th�ne
only Son, but del�veredst H�m up for us ungodly! How hast Thou
loved us, for whom He that thought �t no robbery to be equal w�th
Thee, was made subject even to the death of the cross, He alone,
free among the dead, hav�ng power to lay down H�s l�fe, and power
to take �t aga�n: for us to Thee both V�ctor and V�ct�m, and therefore
V�ctor, because the V�ct�m; for us to Thee Pr�est and Sacr�f�ce, and
therefore Pr�est because the Sacr�f�ce; mak�ng us to Thee, of
servants, sons by be�ng born of Thee, and serv�ng us. Well then �s
my hope strong �n H�m, that Thou w�lt heal all my �nf�rm�t�es, by H�m
Who s�tteth at Thy r�ght hand and maketh �ntercess�on for us; else
should I despa�r. For many and great are my �nf�rm�t�es, many they
are, and great; but Thy med�c�ne �s m�ght�er. We m�ght �mag�ne that
Thy Word was far from any un�on w�th man, and despa�r of
ourselves, unless He had been made flesh and dwelt among us.

Affr�ghted w�th my s�ns and the burden of my m�sery, I had cast �n
my heart, and had purposed to flee to the w�lderness: but Thou



forbadest me, and strengthenedst me, say�ng, Therefore Chr�st d�ed
for all, that they wh�ch l�ve may now no longer l�ve unto themselves,
but unto H�m that d�ed for them. See, Lord, I cast my care upon
Thee, that I may l�ve, and cons�der wondrous th�ngs out of Thy law.
Thou knowest my unsk�lfulness, and my �nf�rm�t�es; teach me, and
heal me. He, Th�ne only Son, �n Whom are h�d all the treasures of
w�sdom and knowledge, hath redeemed me w�th H�s blood. Let not
the proud speak ev�l of me; because I med�tate on my ransom, and
eat and dr�nk, and commun�cate �t; and poor, des�red to be sat�sf�ed
from H�m, amongst those that eat and are sat�sf�ed, and they shall
pra�se the Lord who seek H�m.



BOOK XI
Lord, s�nce etern�ty �s Th�ne, art Thou �gnorant of what I say to

Thee? or dost Thou see �n t�me, what passeth �n t�me? Why then do I
lay �n order before Thee so many relat�ons? Not, of a truth, that Thou
m�ghtest learn them through me, but to st�r up m�ne own and my
readers' devot�ons towards Thee, that we may all say, Great �s the
Lord, and greatly to be pra�sed. I have sa�d already; and aga�n w�ll
say, for love of Thy love do I th�s. For we pray also, and yet Truth
hath sa�d, Your Father knoweth what you have need of, before you
ask. It �s then our affect�ons wh�ch we lay open unto Thee,
confess�ng our own m�ser�es, and Thy merc�es upon us, that Thou
mayest free us wholly, s�nce Thou hast begun, that we may cease to
be wretched �n ourselves, and be blessed �n Thee; see�ng Thou hast
called us, to become poor �n sp�r�t, and meek, and mourners, and
hunger�ng and ath�rst after r�ghteousness, and merc�ful, and pure �n
heart, and peace-makers. See, I have told Thee many th�ngs, as I
could and as I would, because Thou f�rst wouldest that I should
confess unto Thee, my Lord God. For Thou art good, for Thy mercy
endureth for ever.

But how shall I suff�ce w�th the tongue of my pen to utter all Thy
exhortat�ons, and all Thy terrors, and comforts, and gu�dances,
whereby Thou broughtest me to preach Thy Word, and d�spense Thy
Sacrament to Thy people? And �f I suff�ce to utter them �n order, the
drops of t�me are prec�ous w�th me; and long have I burned to
med�tate �n Thy law, and there�n to confess to Thee my sk�ll and
unsk�lfulness, the daybreak of Thy enl�ghten�ng, and the remnants of
my darkness, unt�l �nf�rm�ty be swallowed up by strength. And I would
not have aught bes�des steal away those hours wh�ch I f�nd free from
the necess�t�es of refresh�ng my body and the powers of my m�nd,
and of the serv�ce wh�ch we owe to men, or wh�ch though we owe
not, we yet pay.



O Lord my god, g�ve ear unto my prayer, and let Thy mercy
hearken unto my des�re: because �t �s anx�ous not for myself alone,
but would serve brotherly char�ty; and Thou seest my heart, that so �t
�s. I would sacr�f�ce to Thee the serv�ce of my thought and tongue; do
Thou g�ve me, what I may offer Thee. For I am poor and needy, Thou
r�ch to all that call upon Thee; Who, �naccess�ble to care, carest for
us. C�rcumc�se from all rashness and all ly�ng both my �nward and
outward l�ps: let Thy Scr�ptures be my pure del�ghts: let me not be
dece�ved �n them, nor dece�ve out of them. Lord, hearken and p�ty, O
Lord my God, L�ght of the bl�nd, and Strength of the weak; yea also
L�ght of those that see, and Strength of the strong; hearken unto my
soul, and hear �t cry�ng out of the depths. For �f Th�ne ears be not
w�th us �n the depths also, wh�ther shall we go? wh�ther cry? The day
�s Th�ne, and the n�ght �s Th�ne; at Thy beck the moments flee by.
Grant thereof a space for our med�tat�ons �n the h�dden th�ngs of Thy
law, and close �t not aga�nst us who knock. For not �n va�n wouldest
Thou have the darksome secrets of so many pages wr�tten; nor are
those forests w�thout the�r harts wh�ch ret�re there�n and range and
walk; feed, l�e down, and rum�nate. Perfect me, O Lord, and reveal
them unto me. Behold, Thy vo�ce �s my joy; Thy vo�ce exceedeth the
abundance of pleasures. G�ve what I love: for I do love; and th�s hast
Thou g�ven: forsake not Thy own g�fts, nor desp�se Thy green herb
that th�rsteth. Let me confess unto Thee whatsoever I shall f�nd �n
Thy books, and hear the vo�ce of pra�se, and dr�nk �n Thee, and
med�tate on the wonderful th�ngs out of Thy law; even from the
beg�nn�ng, where�n Thou madest the heaven and the earth, unto the
everlast�ng re�gn�ng of Thy holy c�ty w�th Thee.

Lord, have mercy on me, and hear my des�re. For �t �s not, I deem,
of the earth, not of gold and s�lver, and prec�ous stones, or gorgeous
apparel, or honours and off�ces, or the pleasures of the flesh, or
necessar�es for the body and for th�s l�fe of our p�lgr�mage: all wh�ch
shall be added unto those that seek Thy k�ngdom and Thy
r�ghteousness. Behold, O Lord my God, where�n �s my des�re. The
w�cked have told me of del�ghts, but not such as Thy law, O Lord.
Behold, where�n �s my des�re. Behold, Father, behold, and see and
approve; and be �t pleas�ng �n the s�ght of Thy mercy, that I may f�nd
grace before Thee, that the �nward parts of Thy words be opened to



me knock�ng. I beseech by our Lord Jesus Chr�st Thy Son, the Man
of Thy r�ght hand, the Son of man, whom Thou hast establ�shed for
Thyself, as Thy Med�ator and ours, through Whom Thou soughtest
us, not seek�ng Thee, but soughtest us, that we m�ght seek Thee,—
Thy Word, through Whom Thou madest all th�ngs, and among them,
me also;—Thy Only-Begotten, through Whom Thou calledst to
adopt�on the bel�ev�ng people, and there�n me also;—I beseech Thee
by H�m, who s�tteth at Thy r�ght hand, and �ntercedeth w�th Thee for
us, �n Whom are h�dden all the treasures of w�sdom and knowledge.
These do I seek �n Thy books. Of H�m d�d Moses wr�te; th�s sa�th
H�mself; th�s sa�th the Truth.

I would hear and understand, how "In the Beg�nn�ng Thou madest
the heaven and earth." Moses wrote th�s, wrote and departed,
passed hence from Thee to Thee; nor �s he now before me. For �f he
were, I would hold h�m and ask h�m, and beseech h�m by Thee to
open these th�ngs unto me, and would lay the ears of my body to the
sounds burst�ng out of h�s mouth. And should he speak Hebrew, �n
va�n w�ll �t str�ke on my senses, nor would aught of �t touch my m�nd;
but �f Lat�n, I should know what he sa�d. But whence should I know,
whether he spake truth? Yea, and �f I knew th�s also, should I know �t
from h�m? Truly w�th�n me, w�th�n, �n the chamber of my thoughts,
Truth, ne�ther Hebrew, nor Greek, nor Lat�n, nor barbar�an, w�thout
organs of vo�ce or tongue, or sound of syllables, would say, "It �s
truth," and I forthw�th should say conf�dently to that man of Th�ne,
"thou sayest truly." Whereas then I cannot enqu�re of h�m, Thee,
Thee I beseech, O Truth, full of Whom he spake truth, Thee, my
God, I beseech, forg�ve my s�ns; and Thou, who gavest h�m Thy
servant to speak these th�ngs, g�ve to me also to understand them.

Behold, the heavens and the earth are; they procla�m that they
were created; for they change and vary. Whereas whatsoever hath
not been made, and yet �s, hath noth�ng �n �t, wh�ch before �t had not;
and th�s �t �s, to change and vary. They procla�m also, that they made
not themselves; "therefore we are, because we have been made; we
were not therefore, before we were, so as to make ourselves." Now
the ev�dence of the th�ng, �s the vo�ce of the speakers. Thou
therefore, Lord, madest them; who art beaut�ful, for they are
beaut�ful; who art good, for they are good; who art, for they are; yet



are they not beaut�ful nor good, nor are they, as Thou the�r Creator
art; compared w�th Whom, they are ne�ther beaut�ful, nor good, nor
are. Th�s we know, thanks be to Thee. And our knowledge,
compared w�th Thy knowledge, �s �gnorance.

But how d�dst Thou make the heaven and the earth? and what the
eng�ne of Thy so m�ghty fabr�c? For �t was not as a human art�f�cer,
form�ng one body from another, accord�ng to the d�scret�on of h�s
m�nd, wh�ch can �n some way �nvest w�th such a form, as �t seeth �n
�tself by �ts �nward eye. And whence should he be able to do th�s,
unless Thou hadst made that m�nd? and he �nvests w�th a form what
already ex�steth, and hath a be�ng, as clay, or stone, or wood, or
gold, or the l�ke. And whence should they be, hadst not Thou
appo�nted them? Thou madest the art�f�cer h�s body, Thou the m�nd
command�ng the l�mbs, Thou the matter whereof he makes any
th�ng; Thou the apprehens�on whereby to take �n h�s art, and see
w�th�n what he doth w�thout; Thou the sense of h�s body, whereby, as
by an �nterpreter, he may from m�nd to matter, convey that wh�ch he
doth, and report to h�s m�nd what �s done; that �t w�th�n may consult
the truth, wh�ch pres�deth over �tself, whether �t be well done or no.
All these pra�se Thee, the Creator of all. But how dost Thou make
them? how, O God, d�dst Thou make heaven and earth? Ver�ly,
ne�ther �n the heaven, nor �n the earth, d�dst Thou make heaven and
earth; nor �n the a�r, or waters, see�ng these also belong to the
heaven and the earth; nor �n the whole world d�dst Thou make the
whole world; because there was no place where to make �t, before �t
was made, that �t m�ght be. Nor d�dst Thou hold any th�ng �n Thy
hand, whereof to make heaven and earth. For whence shouldest
Thou have th�s, wh�ch Thou hadst not made, thereof to make any
th�ng? For what �s, but because Thou art? Therefore Thou spokest,
and they were made, and �n Thy Word Thou madest them.

But how d�dst Thou speak? In the way that the vo�ce came out of
the cloud, say�ng, Th�s �s my beloved Son? For that vo�ce passed by
and passed away, began and ended; the syllables sounded and
passed away, the second after the f�rst, the th�rd after the second,
and so forth �n order, unt�l the last after the rest, and s�lence after the
last. Whence �t �s abundantly clear and pla�n that the mot�on of a
creature expressed �t, �tself temporal, serv�ng Thy eternal w�ll. And



these Thy words, created for a t�me, the outward ear reported to the
�ntell�gent soul, whose �nward ear lay l�sten�ng to Thy Eternal Word.
But she compared these words sound�ng �n t�me, w�th that Thy
Eternal Word �n s�lence, and sa�d "It �s d�fferent, far d�fferent. These
words are far beneath me, nor are they, because they flee and pass
away; but the Word of my Lord ab�deth above me for ever." If then �n
sound�ng and pass�ng words Thou sa�dst that heaven and earth
should be made, and so madest heaven and earth, there was a
corporeal creature before heaven and earth, by whose mot�ons �n
t�me that vo�ce m�ght take h�s course �n t�me. But there was nought
corporeal before heaven and earth; or �f there were, surely Thou
hadst, w�thout such a pass�ng vo�ce, created that, whereof to make
th�s pass�ng vo�ce, by wh�ch to say, Let the heaven and the earth be
made. For whatsoever that were, whereof such a vo�ce were made,
unless by Thee �t were made, �t could not be at all. By what Word
then d�dst Thou speak, that a body m�ght be made, whereby these
words aga�n m�ght be made?

Thou callest us then to understand the Word, God, w�th Thee God,
Wh�ch �s spoken eternally, and by It are all th�ngs spoken eternally.
For what was spoken was not spoken success�vely, one th�ng
concluded that the next m�ght be spoken, but all th�ngs together and
eternally. Else have we t�me and change; and not a true etern�ty nor
true �mmortal�ty. Th�s I know, O my God, and g�ve thanks. I know, I
confess to Thee, O Lord, and w�th me there knows and blesses
Thee, whoso �s not unthankful to assure Truth. We know, Lord, we
know; s�nce �nasmuch as anyth�ng �s not wh�ch was, and �s, wh�ch
was not, so far forth �t d�eth and ar�seth. Noth�ng then of Thy Word
doth g�ve place or replace, because It �s truly �mmortal and eternal.
And therefore unto the Word coeternal w�th Thee Thou dost at once
and eternally say all that Thou dost say; and whatever Thou sayest
shall be made �s made; nor dost Thou make, otherw�se than by
say�ng; and yet are not all th�ngs made together, or everlast�ng,
wh�ch Thou makest by say�ng.

Why, I beseech Thee, O Lord my God? I see �t �n a way; but how
to express �t, I know not, unless �t be, that whatsoever beg�ns to be,
and leaves off to be, beg�ns then, and leaves off then, when �n Thy
eternal Reason �t �s known, that �t ought to beg�n or leave off; �n



wh�ch Reason noth�ng beg�nneth or leaveth off. Th�s �s Thy Word,
wh�ch �s also "the Beg�nn�ng, because also It speaketh unto us."
Thus �n the Gospel He speaketh through the flesh; and th�s sounded
outwardly �n the ears of men; that �t m�ght be bel�eved and sought
�nwardly, and found �n the eternal Ver�ty; where the good and only
Master teacheth all H�s d�sc�ples. There, Lord, hear I Thy vo�ce
speak�ng unto me; because He speaketh us, who teacheth us; but
He that teacheth us not, though He speaketh, to us He speaketh not.
Who now teacheth us, but the unchangeable Truth? for even when
we are admon�shed through a changeable creature; we are but led
to the unchangeable Truth; where we learn truly, wh�le we stand and
hear H�m, and rejo�ce greatly because of the Br�degroom's vo�ce,
restor�ng us to H�m, from Whom we are. And therefore the
Beg�nn�ng, because unless It ab�ded, there should not, when we
went astray, be wh�ther to return. But when we return from error, �t �s
through know�ng; and that we may know, He teacheth us, because
He �s the Beg�nn�ng, and speak�ng unto us.

In th�s Beg�nn�ng, O God, hast Thou made heaven and earth, �n
Thy Word, �n Thy Son, �n Thy Power, �n Thy W�sdom, �n Thy Truth;
wondrously speak�ng, and wondrously mak�ng. Who shall
comprehend? Who declare �t? What �s that wh�ch gleams through
me, and str�kes my heart w�thout hurt�ng �t; and I shudder and
k�ndle? I shudder, �nasmuch as I am unl�ke �t; I k�ndle, �nasmuch as I
am l�ke �t. It �s W�sdom, W�sdom's self wh�ch gleameth through me;
sever�ng my cloud�ness wh�ch yet aga�n mantles over me, fa�nt�ng
from �t, through the darkness wh�ch for my pun�shment gathers upon
me. For my strength �s brought down �n need, so that I cannot
support my bless�ngs, t�ll Thou, Lord, Who hast been grac�ous to all
m�ne �n�qu�t�es, shalt heal all my �nf�rm�t�es. For Thou shalt also
redeem my l�fe from corrupt�on, and crown me w�th lov�ng k�ndness
and tender merc�es, and shalt sat�sfy my des�re w�th good th�ngs,
because my youth shall be renewed l�ke an eagle's. For �n hope we
are saved, wherefore we through pat�ence wa�t for Thy prom�ses. Let
h�m that �s able, hear Thee �nwardly d�scours�ng out of Thy oracle: I
w�ll boldly cry out, How wonderful are Thy works, O Lord, �n W�sdom
hast Thou made them all; and th�s W�sdom �s the Beg�nn�ng, and �n
that Beg�nn�ng d�dst Thou make heaven and earth.



Lo, are they not full of the�r old leaven, who say to us, "What was
God do�ng before He made heaven and earth? For �f (say they) He
were unemployed and wrought not, why does He not also
henceforth, and for ever, as He d�d heretofore? For d�d any new
mot�on ar�se �n God, and a new w�ll to make a creature, wh�ch He
had never before made, how then would that be a true etern�ty,
where there ar�seth a w�ll, wh�ch was not? For the w�ll of God �s not a
creature, but before the creature; see�ng noth�ng could be created,
unless the w�ll of the Creator had preceded. The w�ll of God then
belongeth to H�s very Substance. And �f aught have ar�sen �n God's
Substance, wh�ch before was not, that Substance cannot be truly
called eternal. But �f the w�ll of God has been from etern�ty that the
creature should be, why was not the creature also from etern�ty?"

Who speak thus, do not yet understand Thee, O W�sdom of God,
L�ght of souls, understand not yet how the th�ngs be made, wh�ch by
Thee, and �n Thee are made: yet they str�ve to comprehend th�ngs
eternal, wh�lst the�r heart fluttereth between the mot�ons of th�ngs
past and to come, and �s st�ll unstable. Who shall hold �t, and f�x �t,
that �t be settled awh�le, and awh�le catch the glory of that ever-f�xed
Etern�ty, and compare �t w�th the t�mes wh�ch are never f�xed, and
see that �t cannot be compared; and that a long t�me cannot become
long, but out of many mot�ons pass�ng by, wh�ch cannot be
prolonged altogether; but that �n the Eternal noth�ng passeth, but the
whole �s present; whereas no t�me �s all at once present: and that all
t�me past, �s dr�ven on by t�me to come, and all to come followeth
upon the past; and all past and to come, �s created, and flows out of
that wh�ch �s ever present? Who shall hold the heart of man, that �t
may stand st�ll, and see how etern�ty ever st�ll-stand�ng, ne�ther past
nor to come, uttereth the t�mes past and to come? Can my hand do
th�s, or the hand of my mouth by speech br�ng about a th�ng so
great?

See, I answer h�m that asketh, "What d�d God before He made
heaven and earth?" I answer not as one �s sa�d to have done merr�ly
(elud�ng the pressure of the quest�on), "He was prepar�ng hell (sa�th
he) for pryers �nto myster�es." It �s one th�ng to answer enqu�r�es,
another to make sport of enqu�rers. So I answer not; for rather had I
answer, "I know not," what I know not, than so as to ra�se a laugh at



h�m who asketh deep th�ngs and ga�n pra�se for one who answereth
false th�ngs. But I say that Thou, our God, art the Creator of every
creature: and �f by the name "heaven and earth," every creature be
understood; I boldly say, "that before God made heaven and earth,
He d�d not make any th�ng." For �f He made, what d�d He make but a
creature? And would I knew whatsoever I des�re to know to my prof�t,
as I know, that no creature was made, before there was made any
creature.

But �f any excurs�ve bra�n rove over the �mages of forepassed
t�mes, and wonder that Thou the God Alm�ghty and All-creat�ng and
All-support�ng, Maker of heaven and earth, d�dst for �nnumerable
ages forbear from so great a work, before Thou wouldest make �t; let
h�m awake and cons�der, that he wonders at false conce�ts. For
whence could �nnumerable ages pass by, wh�ch Thou madest not,
Thou the Author and Creator of all ages? or what t�mes should there
be, wh�ch were not made by Thee? or how should they pass by, �f
they never were? See�ng then Thou art the Creator of all t�mes, �f
any t�me was before Thou madest heaven and earth, why say they
that Thou d�dst forego work�ng? For that very t�me d�dst Thou make,
nor could t�mes pass by, before Thou madest those t�mes. But �f
before heaven and earth there was no t�me, why �s �t demanded,
what Thou then d�dst? For there was no "then," when there was no
t�me.

Nor dost Thou by t�me, precede t�me: else shouldest Thou not
precede all t�mes. But Thou precedest all th�ngs past, by the
subl�m�ty of an ever-present etern�ty; and surpassest all future
because they are future, and when they come, they shall be past;
but Thou art the Same, and Thy years fa�l not. Thy years ne�ther
come nor go; whereas ours both come and go, that they all may
come. Thy years stand together, because they do stand; nor are
depart�ng thrust out by com�ng years, for they pass not away; but
ours shall all be, when they shall no more be. Thy years are one day;
and Thy day �s not da�ly, but To-day, see�ng Thy To-day g�ves not
place unto to-morrow, for ne�ther doth �t replace yesterday. Thy To-
day, �s Etern�ty; therefore d�dst Thou beget The Coeternal, to whom
Thou sa�dst, Th�s day have I begotten Thee. Thou hast made all



th�ngs; and before all t�mes Thou art: ne�ther �n any t�me was t�me
not.

At no t�me then hadst Thou not made any th�ng, because t�me
�tself Thou madest. And no t�mes are coeternal w�th Thee, because
Thou ab�dest; but �f they abode, they should not be t�mes. For what
�s t�me? Who can read�ly and br�efly expla�n th�s? Who can even �n
thought comprehend �t, so as to utter a word about �t? But what �n
d�scourse do we ment�on more fam�l�arly and know�ngly, than t�me?
And, we understand, when we speak of �t; we understand also, when
we hear �t spoken of by another. What then �s t�me? If no one asks
me, I know: �f I w�sh to expla�n �t to one that asketh, I know not: yet I
say boldly that I know, that �f noth�ng passed away, t�me past were
not; and �f noth�ng were com�ng, a t�me to come were not; and �f
noth�ng were, t�me present were not. Those two t�mes then, past and
to come, how are they, see�ng the past now �s not, and that to come
�s not yet? But the present, should �t always be present, and never
pass �nto t�me past, ver�ly �t should not be t�me, but etern�ty. If t�me
present (�f �t �s to be t�me) only cometh �nto ex�stence, because �t
passeth �nto t�me past, how can we say that e�ther th�s �s, whose
cause of be�ng �s, that �t shall not be; so, namely, that we cannot truly
say that t�me �s, but because �t �s tend�ng not to be?

And yet we say, "a long t�me" and "a short t�me"; st�ll, only of t�me
past or to come. A long t�me past (for example) we call an hundred
years s�nce; and a long t�me to come, an hundred years hence. But a
short t�me past, we call (suppose) often days s�nce; and a short t�me
to come, often days hence. But �n what sense �s that long or short,
wh�ch �s not? For the past, �s not now; and the future, �s not yet. Let
us not then say, "�t �s long"; but of the past, "�t hath been long"; and of
the future, "�t w�ll be long." O my Lord, my L�ght, shall not here also
Thy Truth mock at man? For that past t�me wh�ch was long, was �t
long when �t was now past, or when �t was yet present? For then
m�ght �t be long, when there was, what could be long; but when past,
�t was no longer; wherefore ne�ther could that be long, wh�ch was not
at all. Let us not then say, "t�me past hath been long": for we shall
not f�nd, what hath been long, see�ng that s�nce �t was past, �t �s no
more, but let us say, "that present t�me was long"; because, when �t
was present, �t was long. For �t had not yet passed away, so as not to



be; and therefore there was, what could be long; but after �t was
past, that ceased also to be long, wh�ch ceased to be.

Let us see then, thou soul of man, whether present t�me can be
long: for to thee �t �s g�ven to feel and to measure length of t�me.
What w�lt thou answer me? Are an hundred years, when present, a
long t�me? See f�rst, whether an hundred years can be present. For �f
the f�rst of these years be now current, �t �s present, but the other
n�nety and n�ne are to come, and therefore are not yet, but �f the
second year be current, one �s now past, another present, the rest to
come. And so �f we assume any m�ddle year of th�s hundred to be
present, all before �t, are past; all after �t, to come; wherefore an
hundred years cannot be present. But see at least whether that one
wh�ch �s now current, �tself �s present; for �f the current month be �ts
f�rst, the rest are to come; �f the second, the f�rst �s already past, and
the rest are not yet. Therefore, ne�ther �s the year now current
present; and �f not present as a whole, then �s not the year present.
For twelve months are a year; of wh�ch whatever by the current
month �s present; the rest past, or to come. Although ne�ther �s that
current month present; but one day only; the rest be�ng to come, �f �t
be the f�rst; past, �f the last; �f any of the m�ddle, then am�d past and
to come.

See how the present t�me, wh�ch alone we found could be called
long, �s abr�dged to the length scarce of one day. But let us exam�ne
that also; because ne�ther �s one day present as a whole. For �t �s
made up of four and twenty hours of n�ght and day: of wh�ch, the f�rst
hath the rest to come; the last hath them past; and any of the m�ddle
hath those before �t past, those beh�nd �t to come. Yea, that one hour
passeth away �n fly�ng part�cles. Whatsoever of �t hath flown away, �s
past; whatsoever rema�neth, �s to come. If an �nstant of t�me be
conce�ved, wh�ch cannot be d�v�ded �nto the smallest part�cles of
moments, that alone �s �t, wh�ch may be called present. Wh�ch yet
fl�es w�th such speed from future to past, as not to be lengthened out
w�th the least stay. For �f �t be, �t �s d�v�ded �nto past and future. The
present hath no space. Where then �s the t�me, wh�ch we may call
long? Is �t to come? Of �t we do not say, "�t �s long"; because �t �s not
yet, so as to be long; but we say, "�t w�ll be long." When therefore w�ll
�t be? For �f even then, when �t �s yet to come, �t shall not be long



(because what can be long, as yet �s not), and so �t shall then be
long, when from future wh�ch as yet �s not, �t shall beg�n now to be,
and have become present, that so there should ex�st what may be
long; then does t�me present cry out �n the words above, that �t
cannot be long.

And yet, Lord, we perce�ve �ntervals of t�mes, and compare them,
and say, some are shorter, and others longer. We measure also, how
much longer or shorter th�s t�me �s than that; and we answer, "Th�s �s
double, or treble; and that, but once, or only just so much as that."
But we measure t�mes as they are pass�ng, by perce�v�ng them; but
past, wh�ch now are not, or the future, wh�ch are not yet, who can
measure? unless a man shall presume to say, that can be
measured, wh�ch �s not. When then t�me �s pass�ng, �t may be
perce�ved and measured; but when �t �s past, �t cannot, because �t �s
not.

I ask, Father, I aff�rm not: O my God, rule and gu�de me. "Who w�ll
tell me that there are not three t�mes (as we learned when boys, and
taught boys), past, present, and future; but present only, because
those two are not? Or are they also; and when from future �t
becometh present, doth �t come out of some secret place; and so,
when ret�r�ng, from present �t becometh past? For where d�d they,
who foretold th�ngs to come, see them, �f as yet they be not? For that
wh�ch �s not, cannot be seen. And they who relate th�ngs past, could
not relate them, �f �n m�nd they d�d not d�scern them, and �f they were
not, they could no way be d�scerned. Th�ngs then past and to come,
are."

Perm�t me, Lord, to seek further. O my hope, let not my purpose
be confounded. For �f t�mes past and to come be, I would know
where they be. Wh�ch yet �f I cannot, yet I know, wherever they be,
they are not there as future, or past, but present. For �f there also
they be future, they are not yet there; �f there also they be past, they
are no longer there. Wheresoever then �s whatsoever �s, �t �s only as
present. Although when past facts are related, there are drawn out of
the memory, not the th�ngs themselves wh�ch are past, but words
wh�ch, conce�ved by the �mages of the th�ngs, they, �n pass�ng, have
through the senses left as traces �n the m�nd. Thus my ch�ldhood,



wh�ch now �s not, �s �n t�me past, wh�ch now �s not: but now when I
recall �ts �mage, and tell of �t, I behold �t �n the present, because �t �s
st�ll �n my memory. Whether there be a l�ke cause of foretell�ng th�ngs
to come also; that of th�ngs wh�ch as yet are not, the �mages may be
perce�ved before, already ex�st�ng, I confess, O my God, I know not.
Th�s �ndeed I know, that we generally th�nk before on our future
act�ons, and that that foreth�nk�ng �s present, but the act�on whereof
we foreth�nk �s not yet, because �t �s to come. Wh�ch, when we have
set upon, and have begun to do what we were foreth�nk�ng, then
shall that act�on be; because then �t �s no longer future, but present.

Wh�ch way soever then th�s secret fore-perce�v�ng of th�ngs to
come be; that only can be seen, wh�ch �s. But what now �s, �s not
future, but present. When then th�ngs to come are sa�d to be seen, �t
�s not themselves wh�ch as yet are not (that �s, wh�ch are to be), but
the�r causes perchance or s�gns are seen, wh�ch already are.
Therefore they are not future but present to those who now see that,
from wh�ch the future, be�ng foreconce�ved �n the m�nd, �s foretold.
Wh�ch fore-concept�ons aga�n now are; and those who foretell those
th�ngs, do behold the concept�ons present before them. Let now the
numerous var�ety of th�ngs furn�sh me some example. I behold the
day-break, I foreshow, that the sun, �s about to r�se. What I behold, �s
present; what I fores�gn�fy, to come; not the sun, wh�ch already �s;
but the sun-r�s�ng, wh�ch �s not yet. And yet d�d I not �n my m�nd
�mag�ne the sun-r�s�ng �tself (as now wh�le I speak of �t), I could not
foretell �t. But ne�ther �s that day-break wh�ch I d�scern �n the sky, the
sun-r�s�ng, although �t goes before �t; nor that �mag�nat�on of my
m�nd; wh�ch two are seen now present, that the other wh�ch �s to be
may be foretold. Future th�ngs then are not yet: and �f they be not
yet, they are not: and �f they are not, they cannot be seen; yet
foretold they may be from th�ngs present, wh�ch are already, and are
seen.

Thou then, Ruler of Thy creat�on, by what way dost Thou teach
souls th�ngs to come? For Thou d�dst teach Thy Prophets. By what
way dost Thou, to whom noth�ng �s to come, teach th�ngs to come; or
rather of the future, dost teach th�ngs present? For, what �s not,
ne�ther can �t be taught. Too far �s th�s way of my ken: �t �s too m�ghty



for me, I cannot atta�n unto �t; but from Thee I can, when Thou shalt
vouchsafe �t, O sweet l�ght of my h�dden eyes.

What now �s clear and pla�n �s, that ne�ther th�ngs to come nor past
are. Nor �s �t properly sa�d, "there be three t�mes, past, present, and
to come": yet perchance �t m�ght be properly sa�d, "there be three
t�mes; a present of th�ngs past, a present of th�ngs present, and a
present of th�ngs future." For these three do ex�st �n some sort, �n the
soul, but otherwhere do I not see them; present of th�ngs past,
memory; present of th�ngs present, s�ght; present of th�ngs future,
expectat�on. If thus we be perm�tted to speak, I see three t�mes, and
I confess there are three. Let �t be sa�d too, "there be three t�mes,
past, present, and to come": �n our �ncorrect way. See, I object not,
nor ga�nsay, nor f�nd fault, �f what �s so sa�d be but understood, that
ne�ther what �s to be, now �s, nor what �s past. For but few th�ngs are
there, wh�ch we speak properly, most th�ngs �mproperly; st�ll the
th�ngs �ntended are understood.

I sa�d then even now, we measure t�mes as they pass, �n order to
be able to say, th�s t�me �s tw�ce so much as that one; or, th�s �s just
so much as that; and so of any other parts of t�me, wh�ch be
measurable. Wherefore, as I sa�d, we measure t�mes as they pass.
And �f any should ask me, "How knowest thou?" I m�ght answer, "I
know, that we do measure, nor can we measure th�ngs that are not;
and th�ngs past and to come, are not." But t�me present how do we
measure, see�ng �t hath no space? It �s measured wh�le pass�ng, but
when �t shall have passed, �t �s not measured; for there w�ll be
noth�ng to be measured. But whence, by what way, and wh�ther
passes �t wh�le �t �s a measur�ng? whence, but from the future?
Wh�ch way, but through the present? wh�ther, but �nto the past? From
that therefore, wh�ch �s not yet, through that, wh�ch hath no space,
�nto that, wh�ch now �s not. Yet what do we measure, �f not t�me �n
some space? For we do not say, s�ngle, and double, and tr�ple, and
equal, or any other l�ke way that we speak of t�me, except of spaces
of t�mes. In what space then do we measure t�me pass�ng? In the
future, whence �t passeth through? But what �s not yet, we measure
not. Or �n the present, by wh�ch �t passes? but no space, we do not
measure: or �n the past, to wh�ch �t passes? But ne�ther do we
measure that, wh�ch now �s not.



My soul �s on f�re to know th�s most �ntr�cate en�gma. Shut �t not
up, O Lord my God, good Father; through Chr�st I beseech Thee, do
not shut up these usual, yet h�dden th�ngs, from my des�re, that �t be
h�ndered from p�erc�ng �nto them; but let them dawn through Thy
enl�ghten�ng mercy, O Lord. Whom shall I enqu�re of concern�ng
these th�ngs? and to whom shall I more fru�tfully confess my
�gnorance, than to Thee, to Whom these my stud�es, so vehemently
k�ndled toward Thy Scr�ptures, are not troublesome? G�ve what I
love; for I do love, and th�s hast Thou g�ven me. G�ve, Father, Who
truly knowest to g�ve good g�fts unto Thy ch�ldren. G�ve, because I
have taken upon me to know, and trouble �s before me unt�l Thou
openest �t. By Chr�st I beseech Thee, �n H�s Name, Holy of hol�es, let
no man d�sturb me. For I bel�eved, and therefore do I speak. Th�s �s
my hope, for th�s do I l�ve, that I may contemplate the del�ghts of the
Lord. Behold, Thou hast made my days old, and they pass away,
and how, I know not. And we talk of t�me, and t�me, and t�mes, and
t�mes, "How long t�me �s �t s�nce he sa�d th�s"; "how long t�me s�nce
he d�d th�s"; and "how long t�me s�nce I saw that"; and "th�s syllable
hath double t�me to that s�ngle short syllable." These words we
speak, and these we hear, and are understood, and understand.
Most man�fest and ord�nary they are, and the self-same th�ngs aga�n
are but too deeply h�dden, and the d�scovery of them were new.

I heard once from a learned man, that the mot�ons of the sun,
moon, and stars, const�tuted t�me, and I assented not. For why
should not the mot�ons of all bod�es rather be t�mes? Or, �f the l�ghts
of heaven should cease, and a potter's wheel run round, should
there be no t�me by wh�ch we m�ght measure those wh�rl�ngs, and
say, that e�ther �t moved w�th equal pauses, or �f �t turned somet�mes
slower, otherwh�les qu�cker, that some rounds were longer, other
shorter? Or, wh�le we were say�ng th�s, should we not also be
speak�ng �n t�me? Or, should there �n our words be some syllables
short, others long, but because those sounded �n a shorter t�me,
these �n a longer? God, grant to men to see �n a small th�ng not�ces
common to th�ngs great and small. The stars and l�ghts of heaven,
are also for s�gns, and for seasons, and for years, and for days; they
are; yet ne�ther should I say, that the go�ng round of that wooden
wheel was a day, nor yet he, that �t was therefore no t�me.



I des�re to know the force and nature of t�me, by wh�ch we
measure the mot�ons of bod�es, and say (for example) th�s mot�on �s
tw�ce as long as that. For I ask, See�ng "day" denotes not the stay
only of the sun upon the earth (accord�ng to wh�ch day �s one th�ng,
n�ght another); but also �ts whole c�rcu�t from east to east aga�n;
accord�ng to wh�ch we say, "there passed so many days," the n�ght
be�ng �ncluded when we say, "so many days," and the n�ghts not
reckoned apart;—see�ng then a day �s completed by the mot�on of
the sun and by h�s c�rcu�t from east to east aga�n, I ask, does the
mot�on alone make the day, or the stay �n wh�ch that mot�on �s
completed, or both? For �f the f�rst be the day; then should we have a
day, although the sun should f�n�sh that course �n so small a space of
t�me, as one hour comes to. If the second, then should not that make
a day, �f between one sun-r�se and another there were but so short a
stay, as one hour comes to; but the sun must go four and twenty
t�mes about, to complete one day. If both, then ne�ther could that be
called a day; �f the sun should run h�s whole round �n the space of
one hour; nor that, �f, wh�le the sun stood st�ll, so much t�me should
overpass, as the sun usually makes h�s whole course �n, from
morn�ng to morn�ng. I w�ll not therefore now ask, what that �s wh�ch �s
called day; but, what t�me �s, whereby we, measur�ng the c�rcu�t of
the sun, should say that �t was f�n�shed �n half the t�me �t was wont, �f
so be �t was f�n�shed �n so small a space as twelve hours; and
compar�ng both t�mes, should call th�s a s�ngle t�me, that a double
t�me; even suppos�ng the sun to run h�s round from east to east,
somet�mes �n that s�ngle, somet�mes �n that double t�me. Let no man
then tell me, that the mot�ons of the heavenly bod�es const�tute
t�mes, because, when at the prayer of one, the sun had stood st�ll, t�ll
he could ach�eve h�s v�ctor�ous battle, the sun stood st�ll, but t�me
went on. For �n �ts own allotted space of t�me was that battle waged
and ended. I perce�ve t�me then to be a certa�n extens�on. But do I
perce�ve �t, or seem to perce�ve �t? Thou, L�ght and Truth, w�lt show
me.

Dost Thou b�d me assent, �f any def�ne t�me to be "mot�on of a
body?" Thou dost not b�d me. For that no body �s moved, but �n t�me,
I hear; th�s Thou sayest; but that the mot�on of a body �s t�me, I hear
not; Thou sayest �t not. For when a body �s moved, I by t�me



measure, how long �t moveth, from the t�me �t began to move unt�l �t
left off? And �f I d�d not see whence �t began; and �t cont�nue to move
so that I see not when �t ends, I cannot measure, save perchance
from the t�me I began, unt�l I cease to see. And �f I look long, I can
only pronounce �t to be a long t�me, but not how long; because when
we say "how long," we do �t by compar�son; as, "th�s �s as long as
that," or "tw�ce so long as that," or the l�ke. But when we can mark
the d�stances of the places, whence and wh�ther goeth the body
moved, or h�s parts, �f �t moved as �n a lathe, then can we say
prec�sely, �n how much t�me the mot�on of that body or h�s part, from
th�s place unto that, was f�n�shed. See�ng therefore the mot�on of a
body �s one th�ng, that by wh�ch we measure how long �t �s, another;
who sees not, wh�ch of the two �s rather to be called t�me? For and �f
a body be somet�mes moved, somet�mes stands st�ll, then we
measure, not h�s mot�on only, but h�s stand�ng st�ll too by t�me; and
we say, "�t stood st�ll, as much as �t moved"; or "�t stood st�ll tw�ce or
thr�ce so long as �t moved"; or any other space wh�ch our measur�ng
hath e�ther ascerta�ned, or guessed; more or less, as we use to say.
T�me then �s not the mot�on of a body.

And I confess to Thee, O Lord, that I yet know not what t�me �s,
and aga�n I confess unto Thee, O Lord, that I know that I speak th�s
�n t�me, and that hav�ng long spoken of t�me, that very "long" �s not
long, but by the pause of t�me. How then know I th�s, see�ng I know
not what t�me �s? or �s �t perchance that I know not how to express
what I know? Woe �s me, that do not even know, what I know not.
Behold, O my God, before Thee I l�e not; but as I speak, so �s my
heart. Thou shalt l�ght my candle; Thou, O Lord my God, w�lt
enl�ghten my darkness.

Does not my soul most truly confess unto Thee, that I do measure
t�mes? Do I then measure, O my God, and know not what I
measure? I measure the mot�on of a body �n t�me; and the t�me �tself
do I not measure? Or could I �ndeed measure the mot�on of a body
how long �t were, and �n how long space �t could come from th�s
place to that, w�thout measur�ng the t�me �n wh�ch �t �s moved? Th�s
same t�me then, how do I measure? do we by a shorter t�me
measure a longer, as by the space of a cub�t, the space of a rood?
for so �ndeed we seem by the space of a short syllable, to measure



the space of a long syllable, and to say that th�s �s double the other.
Thus measure we the spaces of stanzas, by the spaces of the
verses, and the spaces of the verses, by the spaces of the feet, and
the spaces of the feet, by the spaces of the syllables, and the spaces
of long, by the space of short syllables; not measur�ng by pages (for
then we measure spaces, not t�mes); but when we utter the words
and they pass by, and we say "�t �s a long stanza," because
composed of so many verses; long verses, because cons�st�ng of so
many feet; long feet, because prolonged by so many syllables; a
long syllable because double to a short one. But ne�ther do we th�s
way obta�n any certa�n measure of t�me; because �t may be, that a
shorter verse, pronounced more fully, may take up more t�me than a
longer, pronounced hurr�edly. And so for a verse, a foot, a syllable.
Whence �t seemed to me, that t�me �s noth�ng else than protract�on;
but of what, I know not; and I marvel, �f �t be not of the m�nd �tself?
For what, I beseech Thee, O my God, do I measure, when I say,
e�ther �ndef�n�tely "th�s �s a longer t�me than that," or def�n�tely "th�s �s
double that"? That I measure t�me, I know; and yet I measure not
t�me to come, for �t �s not yet; nor present, because �t �s not
protracted by any space; nor past, because �t now �s not. What then
do I measure? T�mes pass�ng, not past? for so I sa�d.

Courage, my m�nd, and press on m�ght�ly. God �s our helper, He
made us, and not we ourselves. Press on where truth beg�ns to
dawn. Suppose, now, the vo�ce of a body beg�ns to sound, and does
sound, and sounds on, and l�st, �t ceases; �t �s s�lence now, and that
vo�ce �s past, and �s no more a vo�ce. Before �t sounded, �t was to
come, and could not be measured, because as yet �t was not, and
now �t cannot, because �t �s no longer. Then therefore wh�le �t
sounded, �t m�ght; because there then was what m�ght be measured.
But yet even then �t was not at a stay; for �t was pass�ng on, and
pass�ng away. Could �t be measured the rather, for that? For wh�le
pass�ng, �t was be�ng extended �nto some space of t�me, so that �t
m�ght be measured, s�nce the present hath no space. If therefore
then �t m�ght, then, lo, suppose another vo�ce hath begun to sound,
and st�ll soundeth �n one cont�nued tenor w�thout any �nterrupt�on; let
us measure �t wh�le �t sounds; see�ng when �t hath left sound�ng, �t
w�ll then be past, and noth�ng left to be measured; let us measure �t



ver�ly, and tell how much �t �s. But �t sounds st�ll, nor can �t be
measured but from the �nstant �t began �n, unto the end �t left �n. For
the very space between �s the th�ng we measure, namely, from some
beg�nn�ng unto some end. Wherefore, a vo�ce that �s not yet ended,
cannot be measured, so that �t may be sa�d how long, or short �t �s;
nor can �t be called equal to another, or double to a s�ngle, or the
l�ke. But when ended, �t no longer �s. How may �t then be measured?
And yet we measure t�mes; but yet ne�ther those wh�ch are not yet,
nor those wh�ch no longer are, nor those wh�ch are not lengthened
out by some pause, nor those wh�ch have no bounds. We measure
ne�ther t�mes to come, nor past, nor present, nor pass�ng; and yet we
do measure t�mes.

"Deus Creator omn�um," th�s verse of e�ght syllables alternates
between short and long syllables. The four short then, the f�rst, th�rd,
f�fth, and seventh, are but s�ngle, �n respect of the four long, the
second, fourth, s�xth, and e�ghth. Every one of these to every one of
those, hath a double t�me: I pronounce them, report on them, and
f�nd �t so, as one's pla�n sense perce�ves. By pla�n sense then, I
measure a long syllable by a short, and I sens�bly f�nd �t to have
tw�ce so much; but when one sounds after the other, �f the former be
short, the latter long, how shall I deta�n the short one, and how,
measur�ng, shall I apply �t to the long, that I may f�nd th�s to have
tw�ce so much; see�ng the long does not beg�n to sound, unless the
short leaves sound�ng? And that very long one do I measure as
present, see�ng I measure �t not t�ll �t be ended? Now h�s end�ng �s
h�s pass�ng away. What then �s �t I measure? where �s the short
syllable by wh�ch I measure? where the long wh�ch I measure? Both
have sounded, have flown, passed away, are no more; and yet I
measure, and conf�dently answer (so far as �s presumed on a
pract�sed sense) that as to space of t�me th�s syllable �s but s�ngle,
that double. And yet I could not do th�s, unless they were already
past and ended. It �s not then themselves, wh�ch now are not, that I
measure, but someth�ng �n my memory, wh�ch there rema�ns f�xed.

It �s �n thee, my m�nd, that I measure t�mes. Interrupt me not, that
�s, �nterrupt not thyself w�th the tumults of thy �mpress�ons. In thee I
measure t�mes; the �mpress�on, wh�ch th�ngs as they pass by cause
�n thee, rema�ns even when they are gone; th�s �t �s wh�ch st�ll



present, I measure, not the th�ngs wh�ch pass by to make th�s
�mpress�on. Th�s I measure, when I measure t�mes. E�ther then th�s
�s t�me, or I do not measure t�mes. What when we measure s�lence,
and say that th�s s�lence hath held as long t�me as d�d that vo�ce? do
we not stretch out our thought to the measure of a vo�ce, as �f �t
sounded, that so we may be able to report of the �ntervals of s�lence
�n a g�ven space of t�me? For though both vo�ce and tongue be st�ll,
yet �n thought we go over poems, and verses, and any other
d�scourse, or d�mens�ons of mot�ons, and report as to the spaces of
t�mes, how much th�s �s �n respect of that, no otherw�se than �f
vocally we d�d pronounce them. If a man would utter a lengthened
sound, and had settled �n thought how long �t should be, he hath �n
s�lence already gone through a space of t�me, and comm�tt�ng �t to
memory, beg�ns to utter that speech, wh�ch sounds on, unt�l �t be
brought unto the end proposed. Yea �t hath sounded, and w�ll sound;
for so much of �t as �s f�n�shed, hath sounded already, and the rest
w�ll sound. And thus passeth �t on, unt�l the present �ntent conveys
over the future �nto the past; the past �ncreas�ng by the d�m�nut�on of
the future, unt�l by the consumpt�on of the future, all �s past.

But how �s that future d�m�n�shed or consumed, wh�ch as yet �s
not? or how that past �ncreased, wh�ch �s now no longer, save that �n
the m�nd wh�ch enacteth th�s, there be three th�ngs done? For �t
expects, �t cons�ders, �t remembers; that so that wh�ch �t expecteth,
through that wh�ch �t cons�dereth, passeth �nto that wh�ch �t
remembereth. Who therefore den�eth, that th�ngs to come are not as
yet? and yet, there �s �n the m�nd an expectat�on of th�ngs to come.
And who den�es past th�ngs to be now no longer? and yet �s there
st�ll �n the m�nd a memory of th�ngs past. And who den�eth the
present t�me hath no space, because �t passeth away �n a moment?
and yet our cons�derat�on cont�nueth, through wh�ch that wh�ch shall
be present proceedeth to become absent. It �s not then future t�me,
that �s long, for as yet �t �s not: but a long future, �s "a long
expectat�on of the future," nor �s �t t�me past, wh�ch now �s not, that �s
long; but a long past, �s "a long memory of the past."

I am about to repeat a Psalm that I know. Before I beg�n, my
expectat�on �s extended over the whole; but when I have begun, how
much soever of �t I shall separate off �nto the past, �s extended along



my memory; thus the l�fe of th�s act�on of m�ne �s d�v�ded between my
memory as to what I have repeated, and expectat�on as to what I am
about to repeat; but "cons�derat�on" �s present w�th me, that through
�t what was future, may be conveyed over, so as to become past.
Wh�ch the more �t �s done aga�n and aga�n, so much the more the
expectat�on be�ng shortened, �s the memory enlarged: t�ll the whole
expectat�on be at length exhausted, when that whole act�on be�ng
ended, shall have passed �nto memory. And th�s wh�ch takes place �n
the whole Psalm, the same takes place �n each several port�on of �t,
and each several syllable; the same holds �n that longer act�on,
whereof th�s Psalm may be part; the same holds �n the whole l�fe of
man, whereof all the act�ons of man are parts; the same holds
through the whole age of the sons of men, whereof all the l�ves of
men are parts.

But because Thy lov�ng-k�ndness �s better than all l�ves, behold,
my l�fe �s but a d�stract�on, and Thy r�ght hand upheld me, �n my Lord
the Son of man, the Med�ator betw�xt Thee, The One, and us many,
many also through our man�fold d�stract�ons am�d many th�ngs, that
by H�m I may apprehend �n Whom I have been apprehended, and
may be re-collected from my old conversat�on, to follow The One,
forgett�ng what �s beh�nd, and not d�stended but extended, not to
th�ngs wh�ch shall be and shall pass away, but to those th�ngs wh�ch
are before, not d�stractedly but �ntently, I follow on for the pr�ze of my
heavenly call�ng, where I may hear the vo�ce of Thy pra�se, and
contemplate Thy del�ghts, ne�ther to come, nor to pass away. But
now are my years spent �n mourn�ng. And Thou, O Lord, art my
comfort, my Father everlast�ng, but I have been severed am�d t�mes,
whose order I know not; and my thoughts, even the �nmost bowels of
my soul, are rent and mangled w�th tumultuous var�et�es, unt�l I flow
together �nto Thee, pur�f�ed and molten by the f�re of Thy love.

And now w�ll I stand, and become f�rm �n Thee, �n my mould, Thy
truth; nor w�ll I endure the quest�ons of men, who by a penal d�sease
th�rst for more than they can conta�n, and say, "what d�d God before
He made heaven and earth?" Or, "How came �t �nto H�s m�nd to
make any th�ng, hav�ng never before made any th�ng?" G�ve them, O
Lord, well to beth�nk themselves what they say, and to f�nd, that
"never" cannot be pred�cated, when "t�me" �s not. Th�s then that He �s



sa�d "never to have made"; what else �s �t to say, than "�n 'no t�me' to
have made?" Let them see therefore, that t�me cannot be w�thout
created be�ng, and cease to speak that van�ty. May they also be
extended towards those th�ngs wh�ch are before; and understand
Thee before all t�mes, the eternal Creator of all t�mes, and that no
t�mes be coeternal w�th Thee, nor any creature, even �f there be any
creature before all t�mes.

O Lord my God, what a depth �s that recess of Thy myster�es, and
how far from �t have the consequences of my transgress�ons cast
me! Heal m�ne eyes, that I may share the joy of Thy l�ght. Certa�nly, �f
there be m�nd g�fted w�th such vast knowledge and foreknowledge,
as to know all th�ngs past and to come, as I know one well-known
Psalm, truly that m�nd �s pass�ng wonderful, and fearfully amaz�ng; �n
that noth�ng past, noth�ng to come �n after-ages, �s any more h�dden
from h�m, than when I sung that Psalm, was h�dden from me what,
and how much of �t had passed away from the beg�nn�ng, what, and
how much there rema�ned unto the end. But far be �t that Thou the
Creator of the Un�verse, the Creator of souls and bod�es, far be �t,
that Thou shouldest �n such w�se know all th�ngs past and to come.
Far, far more wonderfully, and far more myster�ously, dost Thou
know them. For not, as the feel�ngs of one who s�ngeth what he
knoweth, or heareth some well-known song, are through expectat�on
of the words to come, and the remember�ng of those that are past,
var�ed, and h�s senses d�v�ded,—not so doth any th�ng happen unto
Thee, unchangeably eternal, that �s, the eternal Creator of m�nds.
L�ke then as Thou �n the Beg�nn�ng knewest the heaven and the
earth, w�thout any var�ety of Thy knowledge, so madest Thou �n the
Beg�nn�ng heaven and earth, w�thout any d�stract�on of Thy act�on.
Whoso understandeth, let h�m confess unto Thee; and whoso
understandeth not, let h�m confess unto Thee. Oh how h�gh art Thou,
and yet the humble �n heart are Thy dwell�ng-place; for Thou ra�sest
up those that are bowed down, and they fall not, whose elevat�on
Thou art.





BOOK XII
My heart, O Lord, touched w�th the words of Thy Holy Scr�pture, �s

much bus�ed, am�d th�s poverty of my l�fe. And therefore most t�mes,
�s the poverty of human understand�ng cop�ous �n words, because
enqu�r�ng hath more to say than d�scover�ng, and demand�ng �s
longer than obta�n�ng, and our hand that knocks, hath more work to
do, than our hand that rece�ves. We hold the prom�se, who shall
make �t null? If God be for us, who can be aga�nst us? Ask, and ye
shall have; seek, and ye shall f�nd; knock, and �t shall be opened
unto you. For every one that asketh, rece�veth; and he that seeketh,
f�ndeth; and to h�m that knocketh, shall �t be opened. These be Th�ne
own prom�ses: and who need fear to be dece�ved, when the Truth
prom�seth?

The lowl�ness of my tongue confesseth unto Thy H�ghness, that
Thou madest heaven and earth; th�s heaven wh�ch I see, and th�s
earth that I tread upon, whence �s th�s earth that I bear about me;
Thou madest �t. But where �s that heaven of heavens, O Lord, wh�ch
we hear of �n the words of the Psalm. The heaven of heavens are
the Lord's; but the earth hath He g�ven to the ch�ldren of men?
Where �s that heaven wh�ch we see not, to wh�ch all th�s wh�ch we
see �s earth? For th�s corporeal whole, not be�ng wholly every where,
hath �n such w�se rece�ved �ts port�on of beauty �n these lower parts,
whereof the lowest �s th�s our earth; but to that heaven of heavens,
even the heaven of our earth, �s but earth: yea both these great
bod�es, may not absurdly be called earth, to that unknown heaven,
wh�ch �s the Lord's, not the sons' of men.

And now th�s earth was �nv�s�ble and w�thout form, and there was I
know not what depth of abyss, upon wh�ch there was no l�ght,
because �t had no shape. Therefore d�dst Thou command �t to be
wr�tten, that darkness was upon the face of the deep; what else than
the absence of l�ght? For had there been l�ght, where should �t have
been but by be�ng over all, aloft, and enl�ghten�ng? Where then l�ght



was not, what was the presence of darkness, but the absence of
l�ght? Darkness therefore was upon �t, because l�ght was not upon �t;
as where sound �s not, there �s s�lence. And what �s �t to have s�lence
there, but to have no sound there? Hast not Thou, O Lord, taught h�s
soul, wh�ch confesseth unto Thee? Hast not Thou taught me, Lord,
that before Thou formedst and d�vers�f�edst th�s formless matter,
there was noth�ng, ne�ther colour, nor f�gure, nor body, nor sp�r�t? and
yet not altogether noth�ng; for there was a certa�n formlessness,
w�thout any beauty.

How then should �t be called, that �t m�ght be �n some measure
conveyed to those of duller m�nd, but by some ord�nary word? And
what, among all parts of the world can be found nearer to an
absolute formlessness, than earth and deep? For, occupy�ng the
lowest stage, they are less beaut�ful than the other h�gher parts are,
transparent all and sh�n�ng. Wherefore then may I not conce�ve the
formlessness of matter (wh�ch Thou hadst created w�thout beauty,
whereof to make th�s beaut�ful world) to be su�tably �nt�mated unto
men, by the name of earth �nv�s�ble and w�thout form.

So that when thought seeketh what the sense may conce�ve under
th�s, and sa�th to �tself, "It �s no �ntellectual form, as l�fe, or just�ce;
because �t �s the matter of bod�es; nor object of sense, because
be�ng �nv�s�ble, and w�thout form, there was �n �t no object of s�ght or
sense";—wh�le man's thought thus sa�th to �tself, �t may endeavour
e�ther to know �t, by be�ng �gnorant of �t; or to be �gnorant, by know�ng
�t.

But I, Lord, �f I would, by my tongue and my pen, confess unto
Thee the whole, whatever Thyself hath taught me of that matter,—
the name whereof hear�ng before, and not understand�ng, when they
who understood �t not, told me of �t, so I conce�ved of �t as hav�ng
�nnumerable forms and d�verse, and therefore d�d not conce�ve �t at
all, my m�nd tossed up and down foul and horr�ble "forms" out of all
order, but yet "forms" and I called �t w�thout form not that �t wanted all
form, but because �t had such as my m�nd would, �f presented to �t,
turn from, as unwonted and jarr�ng, and human fra�lness would be
troubled at. And st�ll that wh�ch I conce�ved, was w�thout form, not as
be�ng depr�ved of all form, but �n compar�son of more beaut�ful forms;



and true reason d�d persuade me, that I must utterly uncase �t of all
remnants of form whatsoever, �f I would conce�ve matter absolutely
w�thout form; and I could not; for sooner could I �mag�ne that not to
be at all, wh�ch should be depr�ved of all form, than conce�ve a th�ng
betw�xt form and noth�ng, ne�ther formed, nor noth�ng, a formless
almost noth�ng. So my m�nd gave over to quest�on thereupon w�th
my sp�r�t, �t be�ng f�lled w�th the �mages of formed bod�es, and
chang�ng and vary�ng them, as �t w�lled; and I bent myself to the
bod�es themselves, and looked more deeply �nto the�r
changeableness, by wh�ch they cease to be what they have been,
and beg�n to be what they were not; and th�s same sh�ft�ng from form
to form, I suspected to be through a certa�n formless state, not
through a mere noth�ng; yet th�s I longed to know, not to suspect
only.-If then my vo�ce and pen would confess unto Thee the whole,
whatsoever knots Thou d�dst open for me �n th�s quest�on, what
reader would hold out to take �n the whole? Nor shall my heart for all
th�s cease to g�ve Thee honour, and a song of pra�se, for those
th�ngs wh�ch �t �s not able to express. For the changeableness of
changeable th�ngs, �s �tself capable of all those forms, �nto wh�ch
these changeable th�ngs are changed. And th�s changeableness,
what �s �t? Is �t soul? Is �t body? Is �t that wh�ch const�tuteth soul or
body? M�ght one say, "a noth�ng someth�ng", an "�s, �s not," I would
say, th�s were �t: and yet �n some way was �t even then, as be�ng
capable of rece�v�ng these v�s�ble and compound f�gures.

But whence had �t th�s degree of be�ng, but from Thee, from Whom
are all th�ngs, so far forth as they are? But so much the further from
Thee, as the unl�ker Thee; for �t �s not farness of place. Thou
therefore, Lord, Who art not one �n one place, and otherw�se �n
another, but the Self-same, and the Self-same, and the Self-same,
Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord God Alm�ghty, d�dst �n the Beg�nn�ng, wh�ch �s
of Thee, �n Thy W�sdom, wh�ch was born of Th�ne own Substance,
create someth�ng, and that out of noth�ng. For Thou createdst
heaven and earth; not out of Thyself, for so should they have been
equal to Th�ne Only Begotten Son, and thereby to Thee also;
whereas no way were �t r�ght that aught should be equal to Thee,
wh�ch was not of Thee. And aught else bes�des Thee was there not,
whereof Thou m�ghtest create them, O God, One Tr�n�ty, and Tr�ne



Un�ty; and therefore out of noth�ng d�dst Thou create heaven and
earth; a great th�ng, and a small th�ng; for Thou art Alm�ghty and
Good, to make all th�ngs good, even the great heaven, and the petty
earth. Thou wert, and noth�ng was there bes�des, out of wh�ch Thou
createdst heaven and earth; th�ngs of two sorts; one near Thee, the
other near to noth�ng; one to wh�ch Thou alone shouldest be
super�or; the other, to wh�ch noth�ng should be �nfer�or.

But that heaven of heavens was for Thyself, O Lord; but the earth
wh�ch Thou gavest to the sons of men, to be seen and felt, was not
such as we now see and feel. For �t was �nv�s�ble, w�thout form, and
there was a deep, upon wh�ch there was no l�ght; or, darkness was
above the deep, that �s, more than �n the deep. Because th�s deep of
waters, v�s�ble now, hath even �n h�s depths, a l�ght proper for �ts
nature; perce�vable �n whatever degree unto the f�shes, and creep�ng
th�ngs �n the bottom of �t. But that whole deep was almost noth�ng,
because h�therto �t was altogether w�thout form; yet there was
already that wh�ch could be formed. For Thou, Lord, madest the
world of a matter w�thout form, wh�ch out of noth�ng, Thou madest
next to noth�ng, thereof to make those great th�ngs, wh�ch we sons of
men wonder at. For very wonderful �s th�s corporeal heaven; of wh�ch
f�rmament between water and water, the second day, after the
creat�on of l�ght, Thou sa�dst, Let �t be made, and �t was made.
Wh�ch f�rmament Thou calledst heaven; the heaven, that �s, to th�s
earth and sea, wh�ch Thou madest the th�rd day, by g�v�ng a v�s�ble
f�gure to the formless matter, wh�ch Thou madest before all days. For
already hadst Thou made both an heaven, before all days; but that
was the heaven of th�s heaven; because In the beg�nn�ng Thou hadst
made heaven and earth. But th�s same earth wh�ch Thou madest
was formless matter, because �t was �nv�s�ble and w�thout form, and
darkness was upon the deep, of wh�ch �nv�s�ble earth and w�thout
form, of wh�ch formlessness, of wh�ch almost noth�ng, Thou m�ghtest
make all these th�ngs of wh�ch th�s changeable world cons�sts, but
subs�sts not; whose very changeableness appears there�n, that
t�mes can be observed and numbered �n �t. For t�mes are made by
the alterat�ons of th�ngs, wh�le the f�gures, the matter whereof �s the
�nv�s�ble earth aforesa�d, are var�ed and turned.



And therefore the Sp�r�t, the Teacher of Thy servant, when It
recounts Thee to have In the Beg�nn�ng created heaven and earth,
speaks noth�ng of t�mes, noth�ng of days. For ver�ly that heaven of
heavens wh�ch Thou createdst �n the Beg�nn�ng, �s some �ntellectual
creature, wh�ch, although no ways coeternal unto Thee, the Tr�n�ty,
yet partaketh of Thy etern�ty, and doth through the sweetness of that
most happy contemplat�on of Thyself, strongly restra�n �ts own
changeableness; and w�thout any fall s�nce �ts f�rst creat�on, cleav�ng
close unto Thee, �s placed beyond all the roll�ng v�c�ss�tude of t�mes.
Yea, ne�ther �s th�s very formlessness of the earth, �nv�s�ble, and
w�thout form, numbered among the days. For where no f�gure nor
order �s, there does noth�ng come, or go; and where th�s �s not, there
pla�nly are no days, nor any v�c�ss�tude of spaces of t�mes.

O let the L�ght, the Truth, the L�ght of my heart, not m�ne own
darkness, speak unto me. I fell off �nto that, and became darkened;
but even thence, even thence I loved Thee. I went astray, and
remembered Thee. I heard Thy vo�ce beh�nd me, call�ng to me to
return, and scarcely heard �t, through the tumultuousness of the
enem�es of peace. And now, behold, I return �n d�stress and pant�ng
after Thy founta�n. Let no man forb�d me! of th�s w�ll I dr�nk, and so
l�ve. Let me not be m�ne own l�fe; from myself I l�ved �ll, death was I
to myself; and I rev�ve �n Thee. Do Thou speak unto me, do Thou
d�scourse unto me. I have bel�eved Thy Books, and the�r words be
most full of mystery.

Already Thou hast told me w�th a strong vo�ce, O Lord, �n my �nner
ear, that Thou art eternal, Who only hast �mmortal�ty; s�nce Thou
canst not be changed as to f�gure or mot�on, nor �s Thy w�ll altered by
t�mes: see�ng no w�ll wh�ch var�es �s �mmortal. Th�s �s �n Thy s�ght
clear to me, and let �t be more and more cleared to me, I beseech
Thee; and �n the man�festat�on thereof, let me w�th sobr�ety ab�de
under Thy w�ngs. Thou hast told me also w�th a strong vo�ce, O Lord,
�n my �nner ear, that Thou hast made all natures and substances,
wh�ch are not what Thyself �s, and yet are; and that only �s not from
Thee, wh�ch �s not, and the mot�on of the w�ll from Thee who art,
unto that wh�ch �n a less degree �s, because such mot�on �s
transgress�on and s�n; and that no man's s�n doth e�ther hurt Thee,
or d�sturb the order of Thy government, f�rst or last. Th�s �s �n Thy



s�ght clear unto me, and let �t be more and more cleared to me, I
beseech Thee: and �n the man�festat�on thereof, let me w�th sobr�ety
ab�de under Thy w�ngs.

Thou hast told me also w�th a strong vo�ce, �n my �nner ear, that
ne�ther �s that creature coeternal unto Thyself, whose happ�ness
Thou only art, and wh�ch w�th a most persever�ng pur�ty, draw�ng �ts
nour�shment from Thee, doth �n no place and at no t�me put forth �ts
natural mutab�l�ty; and, Thyself be�ng ever present w�th �t, unto
Whom w�th �ts whole affect�on �t keeps �tself, hav�ng ne�ther future to
expect, nor convey�ng �nto the past what �t remembereth, �s ne�ther
altered by any change, nor d�stracted �nto any t�mes. O blessed
creature, �f such there be, for cleav�ng unto Thy Blessedness; blest
�n Thee, �ts eternal Inhab�tant and �ts Enl�ghtener! Nor do I f�nd by
what name I may the rather call the heaven of heavens wh�ch �s the
Lord's, than Th�ne house, wh�ch contemplateth Thy del�ghts w�thout
any defect�on of go�ng forth to another; one pure m�nd, most
harmon�ously one, by that settled estate of peace of holy sp�r�ts, the
c�t�zens of Thy c�ty �n heavenly places; far above those heavenly
places that we see.

By th�s may the soul, whose p�lgr�mage �s made long and far away,
by th�s may she understand, �f she now th�rsts for Thee, �f her tears
be now become her bread, wh�le they da�ly say unto her, Where �s
Thy God? �f she now seeks of Thee one th�ng, and des�reth �t, that
she may dwell �n Thy house all the days of her l�fe (and what �s her
l�fe, but Thou? and what Thy days, but Thy etern�ty, as Thy years
wh�ch fa�l not, because Thou art ever the same?); by th�s then may
the soul that �s able, understand how far Thou art, above all t�mes,
eternal; see�ng Thy house wh�ch at no t�me went �nto a far country,
although �t be not coeternal w�th Thee, yet by cont�nually and
unfa�l�ngly cleav�ng unto Thee, suffers no changeableness of t�mes.
Th�s �s �n Thy s�ght clear unto me, and let �t be more and more
cleared unto me, I beseech Thee, and �n the man�festat�on thereof,
let me w�th sobr�ety ab�de under Thy w�ngs.

There �s, behold, I know not what formlessness �n those changes
of these last and lowest creatures; and who shall tell me (unless
such a one as through the empt�ness of h�s own heart, wonders and



tosses h�mself up and down am�d h�s own fanc�es?), who but such a
one would tell me, that �f all f�gure be so wasted and consumed
away, that there should only rema�n that formlessness, through
wh�ch the th�ng was changed and turned from one f�gure to another,
that that could exh�b�t the v�c�ss�tudes of t�mes? For pla�nly �t could
not, because, w�thout the var�ety of mot�ons, there are no t�mes: and
no var�ety, where there �s no f�gure.

These th�ngs cons�dered, as much as Thou g�vest, O my God, as
much as Thou st�rrest me up to knock, and as much as Thou
openest to me knock�ng, two th�ngs I f�nd that Thou hast made, not
w�th�n the compass of t�me, ne�ther of wh�ch �s coeternal w�th Thee.
One, wh�ch �s so formed, that w�thout any ceas�ng of contemplat�on,
w�thout any �nterval of change, though changeable, yet not changed,
�t may thoroughly enjoy Thy etern�ty and unchangeableness; the
other wh�ch was so formless, that �t had not that, wh�ch could be
changed from one form �nto another, whether of mot�on, or of repose,
so as to become subject unto t�me. But th�s Thou d�dst not leave thus
formless, because before all days, Thou �n the Beg�nn�ng d�dst
create Heaven and Earth; the two th�ngs that I spake of. But the
Earth was �nv�s�ble and w�thout form, and darkness was upon the
deep. In wh�ch words, �s the formlessness conveyed unto us (that
such capac�t�es may hereby be drawn on by degrees, as are not able
to conce�ve an utter pr�vat�on of all form, w�thout yet com�ng to
noth�ng), out of wh�ch another Heaven m�ght be created, together
w�th a v�s�ble and well-formed earth: and the waters d�versly ordered,
and whatsoever further �s �n the format�on of the world, recorded to
have been, not w�thout days, created; and that, as be�ng of such
nature, that the success�ve changes of t�mes may take place �n
them, as be�ng subject to appo�nted alterat�ons of mot�ons and of
forms.

Th�s then �s what I conce�ve, O my God, when I hear Thy Scr�pture
say�ng, In the beg�nn�ng God made Heaven and Earth: and the Earth
was �nv�s�ble and w�thout form, and darkness was upon the deep,
and not ment�on�ng what day Thou createdst them; th�s �s what I
conce�ve, that because of the Heaven of heavens,—that �ntellectual
Heaven, whose Intell�gences know all at once, not �n part, not darkly,
not through a glass, but as a whole, �n man�festat�on, face to face;



not, th�s th�ng now, and that th�ng anon; but (as I sa�d) know all at
once, w�thout any success�on of t�mes;—and because of the earth
�nv�s�ble and w�thout form, w�thout any success�on of t�mes, wh�ch
success�on presents "th�s th�ng now, that th�ng anon"; because
where �s no form, there �s no d�st�nct�on of th�ngs:—�t �s, then, on
account of these two, a pr�m�t�ve formed, and a pr�m�t�ve formless;
the one, heaven but the Heaven of heaven, the other earth but the
earth �nv�s�ble and w�thout form; because of these two do I conce�ve,
d�d Thy Scr�pture say w�thout ment�on of days, In the Beg�nn�ng God
created Heaven and Earth. For forthw�th �t subjo�ned what earth �t
spake of; and also, �n that the F�rmament �s recorded to be created
the second day, and called Heaven, �t conveys to us of wh�ch
Heaven He before spake, w�thout ment�on of days.

Wondrous depth of Thy words! whose surface, behold! �s before
us, �nv�t�ng to l�ttle ones; yet are they a wondrous depth. O my God,
a wondrous depth! It �s awful to look there�n; an awfulness of honour,
and a trembl�ng of love. The enem�es thereof I hate vehemently; oh
that Thou wouldest slay them w�th Thy two-edged sword, that they
m�ght no longer be enem�es unto �t: for so do I love to have them
sla�n unto themselves, that they may l�ve unto Thee. But behold
others not faultf�nders, but extollers of the book of Genes�s; "The
Sp�r�t of God," say they, "Who by H�s servant Moses wrote these
th�ngs, would not have those words thus understood; He would not
have �t understood, as thou sayest, but otherw�se, as we say." Unto
Whom Thyself, O Thou God all, be�ng judge, do I thus answer.

"W�ll you aff�rm that to be false, wh�ch w�th a strong vo�ce Truth
tells me �n my �nner ear, concern�ng the Etern�ty of the Creator, that
H�s substance �s no ways changed by t�me, nor H�s w�ll separate
from H�s substance? Wherefore He w�lleth not one th�ng now,
another anon, but once, and at once, and always, He w�lleth all
th�ngs that He w�lleth; not aga�n and aga�n, nor now th�s, now that;
nor w�lleth afterwards, what before He w�lled not, nor w�lleth not,
what before He w�lled; because such a w�ll �s and no mutable th�ng �s
eternal: but our God �s eternal. Aga�n, what He tells me �n my �nner
ear, the expectat�on of th�ngs to come becomes s�ght, when they are
come, and th�s same s�ght becomes memory, when they be past.
Now all thought wh�ch thus var�es �s mutable; and no mutable th�ng



�s eternal: but our God �s eternal." These th�ngs I �nfer, and put
together, and f�nd that my God, the eternal God, hath not upon any
new w�ll made any creature, nor doth H�s knowledge adm�t of any
th�ng trans�tory. "What w�ll ye say then, O ye ga�nsayers? Are these
th�ngs false?" "No," they say; "What then? Is �t false, that every
nature already formed, or matter capable of form, �s not, but from
H�m Who �s supremely good, because He �s supremely?" "Ne�ther do
we deny th�s," say they. "What then? do you deny th�s, that there �s a
certa�n subl�me creature, w�th so chaste a love cleav�ng unto the true
and truly eternal God, that although not coeternal w�th H�m, yet �s �t
not detached from H�m, nor d�ssolved �nto the var�ety and v�c�ss�tude
of t�mes, but reposeth �n the most true contemplat�on of H�m only?"
Because Thou, O God, unto h�m that loveth Thee so much as Thou
commandest, dost show Thyself, and suff�cest h�m; and therefore
doth he not decl�ne from Thee, nor toward h�mself. Th�s �s the house
of God, not of earthly mould, nor of celest�al bulk corporeal but
sp�r�tual, and partaker of Thy etern�ty, because w�thout defect�on for
ever. For Thou hast made �t fast for ever and ever, Thou hast g�ven �t
a law wh�ch �t shall not pass. Nor yet �s �t coeternal w�th Thee, O
God, because not w�thout beg�nn�ng; for �t was made.

For although we f�nd no t�me before �t, for w�sdom was created
before all th�ngs; not that W�sdom wh�ch �s altogether equal and
coeternal unto Thee, our God, H�s Father, and by Whom all th�ngs
were created, and �n Whom, as the Beg�nn�ng, Thou createdst
heaven and earth; but that w�sdom wh�ch �s created, that �s, the
�ntellectual nature, wh�ch by contemplat�ng the l�ght, �s l�ght. For th�s,
though created, �s also called w�sdom. But what d�fference there �s
betw�xt the L�ght wh�ch enl�ghteneth, and wh�ch �s enl�ghtened, so
much �s there betw�xt the W�sdom that createth, and that created; as
betw�xt the R�ghteousness wh�ch just�f�eth, and the r�ghteousness
wh�ch �s made by just�f�cat�on. For we also are called Thy
r�ghteousness; for so sa�th a certa�n servant of Th�ne, That we m�ght
be made the r�ghteousness of God �n H�m. Therefore s�nce a certa�n
created w�sdom was created before all th�ngs, the rat�onal and
�ntellectual m�nd of that chaste c�ty of Th�ne, our mother wh�ch �s
above, and �s free and eternal �n the heavens (�n what heavens, �f
not �n those that pra�se Thee, the Heaven of heavens? Because th�s



�s also the Heaven of heavens for the Lord);—though we f�nd no t�me
before �t (because that wh�ch hath been created before all th�ngs,
precedeth also the creature of t�me), yet �s the Etern�ty of the Creator
H�mself before �t, from Whom, be�ng created, �t took the beg�nn�ng,
not �ndeed of t�me (for t�me �tself was not yet), but of �ts creat�on.

Hence �t �s so of Thee, our God, as to be altogether other than
Thou, and not the Self-same: because though we f�nd t�me ne�ther
before �t, nor even �n �t (�t be�ng meet ever to behold Thy face, nor �s
ever drawn away from �t, wherefore �t �s not var�ed by any change),
yet �s there �n �t a l�ab�l�ty to change, whence �t would wax dark, and
ch�ll, but that by a strong affect�on cleav�ng unto Thee, l�ke perpetual
noon, �t sh�neth and gloweth from Thee. O house most l�ghtsome
and del�ghtsome! I have loved thy beauty, and the place of the
hab�tat�on of the glory of my Lord, thy bu�lder and possessor. Let my
wayfar�ng s�gh after thee, and I say to H�m that made thee, let H�m
take possess�on of me also �n thee, see�ng He hath made me
l�kew�se. I have gone astray l�ke a lost sheep: yet upon the shoulders
of my Shepherd, thy bu�lder, hope I to be brought back to thee.

"What say ye to me, O ye ga�nsayers that I was speak�ng unto,
who yet bel�eve Moses to have been the holy servant of God, and
h�s books the oracles of the Holy Ghost? Is not th�s house of God,
not coeternal �ndeed w�th God, yet after �ts measure, eternal �n the
heavens, when you seek for changes of t�mes �n va�n, because you
w�ll not f�nd them? For that, to wh�ch �t �s ever good to cleave fast to
God, surpasses all extens�on, and all revolv�ng per�ods of t�me." "It
�s," say they. "What then of all that wh�ch my heart loudly uttered
unto my God, when �nwardly �t heard the vo�ce of H�s pra�se, what
part thereof do you aff�rm to be false? Is �t that the matter was
w�thout form, �n wh�ch because there was no form, there was no
order? But where no order was, there could be no v�c�ss�tude of
t�mes: and yet th�s almost noth�ng, �nasmuch as �t was not altogether
noth�ng, was from H�m certa�nly, from Whom �s whatsoever �s, �n
what degree soever �t �s." "Th�s also," say they, "do we not deny."

W�th these I now parley a l�ttle �n Thy presence, O my God, who
grant all these th�ngs to be true, wh�ch Thy Truth wh�spers unto my
soul. For those who deny these th�ngs, let them bark and deafen



themselves as much as they please; I w�ll essay to persuade them to
qu�et, and to open �n them a way for Thy word. But �f they refuse,
and repel me; I beseech, O my God, be not Thou s�lent to me. Speak
Thou truly �n my heart; for only Thou so speakest: and I w�ll let them
alone blow�ng upon the dust w�thout, and ra�s�ng �t up �nto the�r own
eyes: and myself w�ll enter my chamber, and s�ng there a song of
loves unto Thee; groan�ng w�th groan�ngs unutterable, �n my
wayfar�ng, and remember�ng Jerusalem, w�th heart l�fted up towards
�t, Jerusalem my country, Jerusalem my mother, and Thyself that
rulest over �t, the Enl�ghtener, Father, Guard�an, Husband, the pure
and strong del�ght, and sol�d joy, and all good th�ngs unspeakable,
yea all at once, because the One Sovere�gn and true Good. Nor w�ll I
be turned away, unt�l Thou gather all that I am, from th�s d�spersed
and d�sordered estate, �nto the peace of that our most dear mother,
where the f�rst-fru�ts of my sp�r�t be already (whence I am
ascerta�ned of these th�ngs), and Thou conform and conf�rm �t for
ever, O my God, my Mercy. But those who do not aff�rm all these
truths to be false, who honour Thy holy Scr�pture, set forth by holy
Moses, plac�ng �t, as we, on the summ�t of author�ty to be followed,
and do yet contrad�ct me �n some th�ng, I answer thus; By Thyself
judge, O our God, between my Confess�ons and these men's
contrad�ct�ons.

For they say, "Though these th�ngs be true, yet d�d not Moses
�ntend those two, when, by revelat�on of the Sp�r�t, he sa�d, In the
beg�nn�ng God created heaven and earth. He d�d not under the
name of heaven, s�gn�fy that sp�r�tual or �ntellectual creature wh�ch
always beholds the face of God; nor under the name of earth, that
formless matter." "What then?" "That man of God," say they, "meant
as we say, th�s declared he by those words." "What?" "By the name
of heaven and earth would he f�rst s�gn�fy," say they, "un�versally and
compend�ously, all th�s v�s�ble world; so as afterwards by the
enumerat�on of the several days, to arrange �n deta�l, and, as �t were,
p�ece by p�ece, all those th�ngs, wh�ch �t pleased the Holy Ghost thus
to enounce. For such were that rude and carnal people to wh�ch he
spake, that he thought them f�t to be entrusted w�th the knowledge of
such works of God only as were v�s�ble." They agree, however, that
under the words earth �nv�s�ble and w�thout form, and that darksome



deep (out of wh�ch �t �s subsequently shown, that all these v�s�ble
th�ngs wh�ch we all know, were made and arranged dur�ng those
"days") may, not �ncongruously, be understood of th�s formless f�rst
matter.

What now �f another should say that "th�s same formlessness and
confusedness of matter, was for th�s reason f�rst conveyed under the
name of heaven and earth, because out of �t was th�s v�s�ble world
w�th all those natures wh�ch most man�festly appear �n �t, wh�ch �s
oftt�mes called by the name of heaven and earth, created and
perfected?" What aga�n �f another say that "�nv�s�ble and v�s�ble
nature �s not �ndeed �nappropr�ately called heaven and earth; and so,
that the un�versal creat�on, wh�ch God made �n H�s W�sdom, that �s,
�n the Beg�nn�ng, was comprehended under those two words?
Notw�thstand�ng, s�nce all th�ngs be made not of the substance of
God, but out of noth�ng (because they are not the same that God �s,
and there �s a mutable nature �n them all, whether they ab�de, as
doth the eternal house of God, or be changed, as the soul and body
of man are): therefore the common matter of all th�ngs v�s�ble and
�nv�s�ble (as yet unformed though capable of form), out of wh�ch was
to be created both heaven and earth (�.e., the �nv�s�ble and v�s�ble
creature when formed), was ent�tled by the same names g�ven to the
earth �nv�s�ble and w�thout form and the darkness upon the deep, but
w�th th�s d�st�nct�on, that by the earth �nv�s�ble and w�thout form �s
understood corporeal matter, antecedent to �ts be�ng qual�f�ed by any
form; and by the darkness upon the deep, sp�r�tual matter, before �t
underwent any restra�nt of �ts unl�m�ted flu�dness, or rece�ved any
l�ght from W�sdom?"

It yet rema�ns for a man to say, �f he w�ll, that "the already
perfected and formed natures, v�s�ble and �nv�s�ble, are not s�gn�f�ed
under the name of heaven and earth, when we read, In the
beg�nn�ng God made heaven and earth, but that the yet unformed
commencement of th�ngs, the stuff apt to rece�ve form and mak�ng,
was called by these names, because there�n were confusedly
conta�ned, not as yet d�st�ngu�shed by the�r qual�t�es and forms, all
those th�ngs wh�ch be�ng now d�gested �nto order, are called Heaven
and Earth, the one be�ng the sp�r�tual, the other the corporeal,
creat�on."



All wh�ch th�ngs be�ng heard and well cons�dered, I w�ll not str�ve
about words: for that �s prof�table to noth�ng, but the subvers�on of
the hearers. But the law �s good to ed�fy, �f a man use �t lawfully: for
that the end of �t �s char�ty, out of a pure heart and good consc�ence,
and fa�th unfe�gned. And well d�d our Master know, upon wh�ch two
commandments He hung all the Law and the Prophets. And what
doth �t prejud�ce me, O my God, Thou l�ght of my eyes �n secret,
zealously confess�ng these th�ngs, s�nce d�vers th�ngs may be
understood under these words wh�ch yet are all true,—what, I say,
doth �t prejud�ce me, �f I th�nk otherw�se than another th�nketh the
wr�ter thought? All we readers ver�ly str�ve to trace out and to
understand h�s mean�ng whom we read; and see�ng we bel�eve h�m
to speak truly, we dare not �mag�ne h�m to have sa�d any th�ng, wh�ch
ourselves e�ther know or th�nk to be false. Wh�le every man
endeavours then to understand �n the Holy Scr�ptures, the same as
the wr�ter understood, what hurt �s �t, �f a man understand what Thou,
the l�ght of all true-speak�ng m�nds, dost show h�m to be true,
although he whom he reads, understood not th�s, see�ng he also
understood a Truth, though not th�s truth?

For true �t �s, O Lord, that Thou madest heaven and earth; and �t �s
true too, that the Beg�nn�ng �s Thy W�sdom, �n Wh�ch Thou createst
all: and true aga�n, that th�s v�s�ble world hath for �ts greater part the
heaven and the earth, wh�ch br�efly compr�se all made and created
natures. And true too, that whatsoever �s mutable, g�ves us to
understand a certa�n want of form, whereby �t rece�veth a form, or �s
changed, or turned. It �s true, that that �s subject to no t�mes, wh�ch
so cleaveth to the unchangeable Form, as though subject to change,
never to be changed. It �s true, that that formlessness wh�ch �s
almost noth�ng, cannot be subject to the alterat�on of t�mes. It �s true,
that that whereof a th�ng �s made, may by a certa�n mode of speech,
be called by the name of the th�ng made of �t; whence that
formlessness, whereof heaven and earth were made, m�ght be
called heaven and earth. It �s true, that of th�ngs hav�ng form, there �s
not any nearer to hav�ng no form, than the earth and the deep. It �s
true, that not only every created and formed th�ng, but whatsoever �s
capable of be�ng created and formed, Thou madest, of Whom are all



th�ngs. It �s true, that whatsoever �s formed out of that wh�ch had no
form, was unformed before �t was formed.

Out of these truths, of wh�ch they doubt not whose �nward eye
Thou hast enabled to see such th�ngs, and who unshakenly bel�eve
Thy servant Moses to have spoken �n the Sp�r�t of truth;—of all these
then, he taketh one, who sa�th, In the Beg�nn�ng God made the
heaven and the earth; that �s, "�n H�s Word coeternal w�th H�mself,
God made the �ntell�g�ble and the sens�ble, or the sp�r�tual and the
corporeal creature." He another, that sa�th, In the Beg�nn�ng God
made heaven and earth; that �s, "�n H�s Word coeternal w�th H�mself,
d�d God make the un�versal bulk of th�s corporeal world, together
w�th all those apparent and known creatures, wh�ch �t conta�neth."
He another, that sa�th, In the Beg�nn�ng God made heaven and
earth; that �s, "�n H�s Word coeternal w�th H�mself, d�d God make the
formless matter of creatures sp�r�tual and corporeal." He another,
that sa�th, In the Beg�nn�ng God created heaven and earth; that �s,
"�n H�s Word coeternal w�th H�mself, d�d God create the formless
matter of the creature corporeal, where�n heaven and earth lay as
yet confused, wh�ch, be�ng now d�st�ngu�shed and formed, we at th�s
day see �n the bulk of th�s world." He another, who sa�th, In the
Beg�nn�ng God made heaven and earth; that �s, "�n the very
beg�nn�ng of creat�ng and work�ng, d�d God make that formless
matter, confusedly conta�n�ng �n �tself both heaven and earth; out of
wh�ch, be�ng formed, do they now stand out, and are apparent, w�th
all that �s �n them."

And w�th regard to the understand�ng of the words follow�ng, out of
all those truths, he chooses one to h�mself, who sa�th, But the earth
was �nv�s�ble, and w�thout form, and darkness was upon the deep;
that �s, "that corporeal th�ng that God made, was as yet a formless
matter of corporeal th�ngs, w�thout order, w�thout l�ght." Another he
who says, The earth was �nv�s�ble and w�thout form, and darkness
was upon the deep; that �s, "th�s all, wh�ch �s called heaven and
earth, was st�ll a formless and darksome matter, of wh�ch the
corporeal heaven and the corporeal earth were to be made, w�th all
th�ngs �n them, wh�ch are known to our corporeal senses." Another
he who says, The earth was �nv�s�ble and w�thout form, and darkness
was upon the deep; that �s, "th�s all, wh�ch �s called heaven and



earth, was st�ll a formless and a darksome matter; out of wh�ch was
to be made, both that �ntell�g�ble heaven, otherwhere called the
Heaven of heavens, and the earth, that �s, the whole corporeal
nature, under wh�ch name �s compr�sed th�s corporeal heaven also;
�n a word, out of wh�ch every v�s�ble and �nv�s�ble creature was to be
created." Another he who says, The earth was �nv�s�ble and w�thout
form, and darkness was upon the deep, "the Scr�pture d�d not call
that formlessness by the name of heaven and earth; but that
formlessness, sa�th he, already was, wh�ch he called the earth
�nv�s�ble w�thout form, and darkness upon the deep; of wh�ch he had
before sa�d, that God had made heaven and earth, namely, the
sp�r�tual and corporeal creature." Another he who says, The earth
was �nv�s�ble and w�thout form, and darkness was upon the deep;
that �s, "there already was a certa�n formless matter, of wh�ch the
Scr�pture sa�d before, that God made heaven and earth; namely, the
whole corporeal bulk of the world, d�v�ded �nto two great parts, upper
and lower, w�th all the common and known creatures �n them."

For should any attempt to d�spute aga�nst these two last op�n�ons,
thus, "If you w�ll not allow, that th�s formlessness of matter seems to
be called by the name of heaven and earth; Ergo, there was
someth�ng wh�ch God had not made, out of wh�ch to make heaven
and earth; for ne�ther hath Scr�pture told us, that God made th�s
matter, unless we understand �t to be s�gn�f�ed by the name of
heaven and earth, or of earth alone, when �t �s sa�d, In the Beg�nn�ng
God made the heaven and earth; that so �n what follows, and the
earth was �nv�s�ble and w�thout form (although �t pleased H�m so to
call the formless matter), we are to understand no other matter, but
that wh�ch God made, whereof �s wr�tten above, God made heaven
and earth." The ma�nta�ners of e�ther of those two latter op�n�ons w�ll,
upon hear�ng th�s, return for answer, "we do not deny th�s formless
matter to be �ndeed created by God, that God of Whom are all
th�ngs, very good; for as we aff�rm that to be a greater good, wh�ch �s
created and formed, so we confess that to be a lesser good wh�ch �s
made capable of creat�on and form, yet st�ll good. We say however
that Scr�pture hath not set down, that God made th�s formlessness,
as also �t hath not many others; as the Cherub�m, and Seraph�m, and
those wh�ch the Apostle d�st�nctly speaks of, Thrones, Dom�n�ons,



Pr�nc�pal�t�es, Powers. All wh�ch that God made, �s most apparent. Or
�f �n that wh�ch �s sa�d, He made heaven and earth, all th�ngs be
comprehended, what shall we say of the waters, upon wh�ch the
Sp�r�t of God moved? For �f they be compr�sed �n th�s word earth;
how then can formless matter be meant �n that name of earth, when
we see the waters so beaut�ful? Or �f �t be so taken; why then �s �t
wr�tten, that out of the same formlessness, the f�rmament was made,
and called heaven; and that the waters were made, �s not wr�tten?
For the waters rema�n not formless and �nv�s�ble, see�ng we behold
them flow�ng �n so comely a manner. But �f they then rece�ved that
beauty, when God sa�d, Let the waters under the f�rmament be
gathered together, that so the gather�ng together be �tself the form�ng
of them; what w�ll be sa�d as to those waters above the f�rmament?
See�ng ne�ther �f formless would they have been worthy of so
honourable a seat, nor �s �t wr�tten, by what word they were formed.
If then Genes�s �s s�lent as to God's mak�ng of any th�ng, wh�ch yet
that God d�d make ne�ther sound fa�th nor well-grounded
understand�ng doubteth, nor aga�n w�ll any sober teach�ng dare to
aff�rm these waters to be coeternal w�th God, on the ground that we
f�nd them to be ment�oned �n the hook of Genes�s, but when they
were created, we do not f�nd; why (see�ng truth teaches us) should
we not understand that formless matter (wh�ch th�s Scr�pture calls
the earth �nv�s�ble and w�thout form, and darksome deep) to have
been created of God out of noth�ng, and therefore not to be coeternal
to H�m; notw�thstand�ng th�s h�story hath om�tted to show when �t was
created?"

These th�ngs then be�ng heard and perce�ved, accord�ng to the
weakness of my capac�ty (wh�ch I confess unto Thee, O Lord, that
knowest �t), two sorts of d�sagreements I see may ar�se, when a
th�ng �s �n words related by true reporters; one, concern�ng the truth
of the th�ngs, the other, concern�ng the mean�ng of the relater. For
we enqu�re one way about the mak�ng of the creature, what �s true;
another way, what Moses, that excellent m�n�ster of Thy Fa�th, would
have h�s reader and hearer understand by those words. For the f�rst
sort, away w�th all those who �mag�ne themselves to know as a truth,
what �s false; and for th�s other, away w�th all them too, wh�ch
�mag�ne Moses to have wr�tten th�ngs that be false. But let me be



un�ted �n Thee, O Lord, w�th those and del�ght myself �n Thee, w�th
them that feed on Thy truth, �n the largeness of char�ty, and let us
approach together unto the words of Thy book, and seek �n them for
Thy mean�ng, through the mean�ng of Thy servant, by whose pen
Thou hast d�spensed them.

But wh�ch of us shall, among those so many truths, wh�ch occur to
enqu�rers �n those words, as they are d�fferently understood, so
d�scover that one mean�ng, as to aff�rm, "th�s Moses thought," and
"th�s would he have understood �n that h�story"; w�th the same
conf�dence as he would, "th�s �s true," whether Moses thought th�s or
that? For behold, O my God, I Thy servant, who have �n th�s book
vowed a sacr�f�ce of confess�on unto Thee, and pray, that by Thy
mercy I may pay my vows unto Thee, can I, w�th the same
conf�dence wherew�th I aff�rm, that �n Thy �ncommutable world Thou
createdst all th�ngs v�s�ble and �nv�s�ble, aff�rm also, that Moses
meant no other than th�s, when he wrote, In the Beg�nn�ng God
made heaven and earth? No. Because I see not �n h�s m�nd, that he
thought of th�s when he wrote these th�ngs, as I do see �t �n Thy truth
to be certa�n. For he m�ght have h�s thoughts upon God's
commencement of creat�ng, when he sa�d In the beg�nn�ng; and by
heaven and earth, �n th�s place he m�ght �ntend no formed and
perfected nature whether sp�r�tual or corporeal, but both of them
�nchoate and as yet formless. For I perce�ve, that wh�chsoever of the
two had been sa�d, �t m�ght have been truly sa�d; but wh�ch of the two
he thought of �n these words, I do not so perce�ve. Although, whether
�t were e�ther of these, or any sense bes�de (that I have not here
ment�oned), wh�ch th�s so great man saw �n h�s m�nd, when he
uttered these words, I doubt not but that he saw �t truly, and
expressed �t aptly.

Let no man harass me then, by say�ng, Moses thought not as you
say, but as I say: for �f he should ask me, "How know you that Moses
thought that wh�ch you �nfer out of h�s words?" I ought to take �t �n
good part, and would answer perchance as I have above, or
someth�ng more at large, �f he were uny�eld�ng. But when he sa�th,
"Moses meant not what you say, but what I say," yet den�eth not that
what each of us say, may both be true, O my God, l�fe of the poor, �n
Whose bosom �s no contrad�ct�on, pour down a soften�ng dew �nto



my heart, that I may pat�ently bear w�th such as say th�s to me, not
because they have a d�v�ne Sp�r�t, and have seen �n the heart of Thy
servant what they speak, but because they be proud; not know�ng
Moses' op�n�on, but lov�ng the�r own, not because �t �s truth, but
because �t �s the�rs. Otherw�se they would equally love another true
op�n�on, as I love what they say, when they say true: not because �t
�s the�rs, but because �t �s true; and on that very ground not the�rs
because �t �s true. But �f they therefore love �t, because �t �s true, then
�s �t both the�rs, and m�ne; as be�ng �n common to all lovers of truth.
But whereas they contend that Moses d�d not mean what I say, but
what they say, th�s I l�ke not, love not: for though �t were so, yet that
the�r rashness belongs not to knowledge, but to overboldness, and
not �ns�ght but van�ty was �ts parent. And therefore, O Lord, are Thy
judgements terr�ble; see�ng Thy truth �s ne�ther m�ne, nor h�s, nor
another's; but belong�ng to us all, whom Thou callest publ�cly to
partake of �t, warn�ng us terr�bly, not to account �t pr�vate to
ourselves, lest we be depr�ved of �t. For whosoever challenges that
as proper to h�mself, wh�ch Thou propoundest to all to enjoy, and
would have that h�s own wh�ch belongs to all, �s dr�ven from what �s
�n common to h�s own; that �s, from truth, to a l�e. For he that
speaketh a l�e, speaketh �t of h�s own.

Hearken, O God, Thou best judge; Truth Itself, hearken to what I
shall say to th�s ga�nsayer, hearken, for before Thee do I speak, and
before my brethren, who employ Thy law lawfully, to the end of
char�ty: hearken and behold, �f �t please Thee, what I shall say to
h�m. For th�s brotherly and peaceful word do I return unto H�m: "If we
both see that to be true that Thou sayest, and both see that to be
true that I say, where, I pray Thee, do we see �t? Ne�ther I �n thee,
nor thou �n me; but both �n the unchangeable Truth �tself, wh�ch �s
above our souls." See�ng then we str�ve not about the very l�ght of
the Lord God, why str�ve we about the thoughts of our ne�ghbour
wh�ch we cannot so see, as the unchangeable Truth �s seen: for that,
�f Moses h�mself had appeared to us and sa�d, "Th�s I meant"; ne�ther
so should we see �t, but should bel�eve �t. Let us not then be puffed
up for one aga�nst another, above that wh�ch �s wr�tten: let us love
the Lord our God w�th all our heart, w�th all our soul, and w�th all our
m�nd: and our ne�ghbour as ourself. W�th a v�ew to wh�ch two



precepts of char�ty, unless we bel�eve that Moses meant, whatsoever
�n those books he d�d mean, we shall make God a l�ar, �mag�n�ng
otherw�se of our fellow servant's m�nd, than he hath taught us.
Behold now, how fool�sh �t �s, �n such abundance of most true
mean�ngs, as may be extracted out of those words, rashly to aff�rm,
wh�ch of them Moses pr�nc�pally meant; and w�th pern�c�ous
content�ons to offend char�ty �tself, for whose sake he spake every
th�ng, whose words we go about to expound.

And yet I, O my God, Thou l�fter up of my hum�l�ty, and rest of my
labour, Who hearest my confess�ons, and forg�vest my s�ns: see�ng
Thou commandest me to love my ne�ghbour as myself, I cannot
bel�eve that Thou gavest a less g�ft unto Moses Thy fa�thful servant,
than I would w�sh or des�re Thee to have g�ven me, had I been born
�n the t�me he was, and hadst Thou set me �n that off�ce, that by the
serv�ce of my heart and tongue those books m�ght be d�spensed,
wh�ch for so long after were to prof�t all nat�ons, and through the
whole world from such an em�nence of author�ty, were to surmount
all say�ngs of false and proud teach�ngs. I should have des�red ver�ly,
had I then been Moses (for we all come from the same lump, and
what �s man, sav�ng that Thou art m�ndful of h�m?), I would then, had
I been then what he was, and been enjo�ned by Thee to wr�te the
book of Genes�s, have des�red such a power of express�on and such
a style to be g�ven me, that ne�ther they who cannot yet understand
how God created, m�ght reject the say�ngs, as beyond the�r capac�ty;
and they who had atta�ned thereto, m�ght f�nd what true op�n�on
soever they had by thought arr�ved at, not passed over �n those few
words of that Thy servant: and should another man by the l�ght of
truth have d�scovered another, ne�ther should that fa�l of be�ng
d�scoverable �n those same words.

For as a founta�n w�th�n a narrow compass, �s more plent�ful, and
suppl�es a t�de for more streams over larger spaces, than any one of
those streams, wh�ch, after a w�de �nterval, �s der�ved from the same
founta�n; so the relat�on of that d�spenser of Th�ne, wh�ch was to
benef�t many who were to d�scourse thereon, does out of a narrow
scantl�ng of language, overflow �nto streams of clearest truth,
whence every man may draw out for h�mself such truth as he can
upon these subjects, one, one truth, another, another, by larger



c�rcumlocut�ons of d�scourse. For some, when they read, or hear
these words, conce�ve that God l�ke a man or some mass endued
w�th unbounded power, by some new and sudden resolut�on, d�d,
exter�or to �tself, as �t were at a certa�n d�stance, create heaven and
earth, two great bod�es above and below, where�n all th�ngs were to
be conta�ned. And when they hear, God sa�d, Let �t be made, and �t
was made; they conce�ve of words begun and ended, sound�ng �n
t�me, and pass�ng away; after whose departure, that came �nto
be�ng, wh�ch was commanded so to do; and whatever of the l�ke
sort, men's acqua�ntance w�th the mater�al world would suggest. In
whom, be�ng yet l�ttle ones and carnal, wh�le the�r weakness �s by
th�s humble k�nd of speech, carr�ed on, as �n a mother's bosom, the�r
fa�th �s wholesomely bu�lt up, whereby they hold assured, that God
made all natures, wh�ch �n adm�rable var�ety the�r eye beholdeth
around. Wh�ch words, �f any desp�s�ng, as too s�mple, w�th a proud
weakness, shall stretch h�mself beyond the guard�an nest; he w�ll,
alas, fall m�serably. Have p�ty, O Lord God, lest they who go by the
way trample on the unfledged b�rd, and send Th�ne angel to replace
�t �nto the nest, that �t may l�ve, t�ll �t can fly.

But others, unto whom these words are no longer a nest, but deep
shady fru�t-bowers, see the fru�ts concealed there�n, fly joyously
around, and w�th cheerful notes seek out, and pluck them. For
read�ng or hear�ng these words, they see that all t�mes past and to
come, are surpassed by Thy eternal and stable ab�d�ng; and yet that
there �s no creature formed �n t�me, not of Thy mak�ng. Whose w�ll,
because �t �s the same that Thou art, Thou madest all th�ngs, not by
any change of w�ll, nor by a w�ll, wh�ch before was not, and that
these th�ngs were not out of Thyself, �n Th�ne own l�keness, wh�ch �s
the form of all th�ngs; but out of noth�ng, a formless unl�keness,
wh�ch should be formed by Thy l�keness (recurr�ng to Thy Un�ty,
accord�ng to the�r appo�nted capac�ty, so far as �s g�ven to each th�ng
�n h�s k�nd), and m�ght all be made very good; whether they ab�de
around Thee, or be�ng �n gradat�on removed �n t�me and place, made
or undergo the beaut�ful var�at�ons of the Un�verse. These th�ngs
they see, and rejo�ce, �n the l�ttle degree they here may, �n the l�ght of
Thy truth.



Another bends h�s m�nd on that wh�ch �s sa�d, In the Beg�nn�ng
God made heaven and earth; and beholdeth there�n W�sdom, the
Beg�nn�ng because It also speaketh unto us. Another l�kew�se bends
h�s m�nd on the same words, and by Beg�nn�ng understands the
commencement of th�ngs created; In the beg�nn�ng He made, as �f �t
were sa�d, He at f�rst made. And among them that understand In the
Beg�nn�ng to mean, "In Thy W�sdom Thou createdst heaven and
earth," one bel�eves the matter out of wh�ch the heaven and earth
were to be created, to be there called heaven and earth; another,
natures already formed and d�st�ngu�shed; another, one formed
nature, and that a sp�r�tual, under the name Heaven, the other
formless, a corporeal matter, under the name Earth. They aga�n who
by the names heaven and earth, understand matter as yet formless,
out of wh�ch heaven and earth were to be formed, ne�ther do they
understand �t �n one way; but the one, that matter out of wh�ch both
the �ntell�g�ble and the sens�ble creature were to be perfected;
another, that only, out of wh�ch th�s sens�ble corporeal mass was to
be made, conta�n�ng �n �ts vast bosom these v�s�ble and ord�nary
natures. Ne�ther do they, who bel�eve the creatures already ordered
and arranged, to be �n th�s place called heaven and earth,
understand the same; but the one, both the �nv�s�ble and v�s�ble, the
other, the v�s�ble only, �n wh�ch we behold th�s l�ghtsome heaven, and
darksome earth, w�th the th�ngs �n them conta�ned.

But he that no otherw�se understands In the Beg�nn�ng He made,
than �f �t were sa�d, At f�rst He made, can only truly understand
heaven and earth of the matter of heaven and earth, that �s, of the
un�versal �ntell�g�ble and corporeal creat�on. For �f he would
understand thereby the un�verse, as already formed, �t may be r�ghtly
demanded of h�m, "If God made th�s f�rst, what made He
afterwards?" and after the un�verse, he w�ll f�nd noth�ng; whereupon
must he aga�nst h�s w�ll hear another quest�on; "How d�d God make
th�s f�rst, �f noth�ng after?" But when he says, God made matter f�rst
formless, then formed, there �s no absurd�ty, �f he be but qual�f�ed to
d�scern, what precedes by etern�ty, what by t�me, what by cho�ce,
and what �n or�g�nal. By etern�ty, as God �s before all th�ngs; by t�me,
as the flower before the fru�t; by cho�ce, as the fru�t before the flower;
by or�g�nal, as the sound before the tune. Of these four, the f�rst and



last ment�oned, are w�th extreme d�ff�culty understood, the two
m�ddle, eas�ly. For a rare and too lofty a v�s�on �s �t, to behold Thy
Etern�ty, O Lord, unchangeably mak�ng th�ngs changeable; and
thereby before them. And who, aga�n, �s of so sharp-s�ghted
understand�ng, as to be able w�thout great pa�ns to d�scern, how the
sound �s therefore before the tune; because a tune �s a formed
sound; and a th�ng not formed, may ex�st; whereas that wh�ch
ex�steth not, cannot be formed. Thus �s the matter before the th�ng
made; not because �t maketh �t, see�ng �tself �s rather made; nor �s �t
before by �nterval of t�me; for we do not f�rst �n t�me utter formless
sounds w�thout s�ng�ng, and subsequently adapt or fash�on them �nto
the form of a chant, as wood or s�lver, whereof a chest or vessel �s
fash�oned. For such mater�als do by t�me also precede the forms of
the th�ngs made of them, but �n s�ng�ng �t �s not so; for when �t �s
sung, �ts sound �s heard; for there �s not f�rst a formless sound, wh�ch
�s afterwards formed �nto a chant. For each sound, so soon as made,
passeth away, nor canst thou f�nd ought to recall and by art to
compose. So then the chant �s concentrated �n �ts sound, wh�ch
sound of h�s �s h�s matter. And th�s �ndeed �s formed, that �t may be a
tune; and therefore (as I sa�d) the matter of the sound �s before the
form of the tune; not before, through any power �t hath to make �t a
tune; for a sound �s no way the workmaster of the tune; but �s
someth�ng corporeal, subjected to the soul wh�ch s�ngeth, whereof to
make a tune. Nor �s �t f�rst �n t�me; for �t �s g�ven forth together w�th
the tune; nor f�rst �n cho�ce, for a sound �s not better than a tune, a
tune be�ng not only a sound, but a beaut�ful sound. But �t �s f�rst �n
or�g�nal, because a tune rece�ves not form to become a sound, but a
sound rece�ves a form to become a tune. By th�s example, let h�m
that �s able, understand how the matter of th�ngs was f�rst made, and
called heaven and earth, because heaven and earth were made out
of �t. Yet was �t not made f�rst �n t�me; because the forms of th�ngs
g�ve r�se to t�me; but that was w�thout form, but now �s, �n t�me, an
object of sense together w�th �ts form. And yet noth�ng can be related
of that matter, but as though pr�or �n t�me, whereas �n value �t �s last
(because th�ngs formed are super�or to th�ngs w�thout form) and �s
preceded by the Etern�ty of the Creator: that so there m�ght be out of
noth�ng, whereof somewhat m�ght be created.



In th�s d�vers�ty of the true op�n�ons, let Truth herself produce
concord. And our God have mercy upon us, that we may use the law
lawfully, the end of the commandment, pure char�ty. By th�s �f man
demands of me, "wh�ch of these was the mean�ng of Thy servant
Moses"; th�s were not the language of my Confess�ons, should I not
confess unto Thee, "I know not"; and yet I know that those senses
are true, those carnal ones excepted, of wh�ch I have spoken what
seemed necessary. And even those hopeful l�ttle ones who so th�nk,
have th�s benef�t, that the words of Thy Book affr�ght them not,
del�ver�ng h�gh th�ngs lowl�ly, and w�th few words a cop�ous mean�ng.
And all we who, I confess, see and express the truth del�vered �n
those words, let us love one another, and jo�ntly love Thee our God,
the founta�n of truth, �f we are ath�rst for �t, and not for van�t�es; yea,
let us so honour th�s Thy servant, the d�spenser of th�s Scr�pture, full
of Thy Sp�r�t, as to bel�eve that, when by Thy revelat�on he wrote
these th�ngs, he �ntended that, wh�ch among them ch�efly excels both
for l�ght of truth, and fru�tfulness of prof�t.

So when one says, "Moses meant as I do"; and another, "Nay, but
as I do," I suppose that I speak more reverently, "Why not rather as
both, �f both be true?" And �f there be a th�rd, or a fourth, yea �f any
other seeth any other truth �n those words, why may not he be
bel�eved to have seen all these, through whom the One God hath
tempered the holy Scr�ptures to the senses of many, who should see
there�n th�ngs true but d�vers? For I certa�nly (and fearlessly I speak
�t from my heart), that were I to �nd�te any th�ng to have supreme
author�ty, I should prefer so to wr�te, that whatever truth any could
apprehend on those matters, m�ght be conveyed �n my words, rather
than set down my own mean�ng so clearly as to exclude the rest,
wh�ch not be�ng false, could not offend me. I w�ll not therefore, O my
God, be so rash, as not to bel�eve, that Thou vouchsafedst as much
to that great man. He w�thout doubt, when he wrote those words,
perce�ved and thought on what truth soever we have been able to
f�nd, yea and whatsoever we have not been able, nor yet are, but
wh�ch may be found �n them.

Lastly, O Lord, who art God and not flesh and blood, �f man d�d
see less, could any th�ng be concealed from Thy good Sp�r�t (who
shall lead me �nto the land of upr�ghtness), wh�ch Thou Thyself by



those words wert about to reveal to readers �n t�mes to come, though
he through whom they were spoken, perhaps among many true
mean�ngs, thought on some one? wh�ch �f so �t be, let that wh�ch he
thought on be of all the h�ghest. But to us, O Lord, do Thou, e�ther
reveal that same, or any other true one wh�ch Thou pleasest; that so,
whether Thou d�scoverest the same to us, as to that Thy servant, or
some other by occas�on of those words, yet Thou mayest feed us,
not error dece�ve us. Behold, O Lord my God, how much we have
wr�tten upon a few words, how much I beseech Thee! What strength
of ours, yea what ages would suff�ce for all Thy books �n th�s
manner? Perm�t me then �n these more br�efly to confess unto Thee,
and to choose some one true, certa�n, and good sense that Thou
shalt �nsp�re me, although many should occur, where many may
occur; th�s be�ng the law my confess�on, that �f I should say that
wh�ch Thy m�n�ster �ntended, that �s r�ght and best; for th�s should I
endeavour, wh�ch �f I should not atta�n, yet I should say that, wh�ch
Thy Truth w�lled by h�s words to tell me, wh�ch revealed also unto
h�m, what It w�lled.





BOOK XIII
I call upon Thee, O my God, my mercy, Who createdst me, and

forgottest not me, forgett�ng Thee. I call Thee �nto my soul wh�ch, by
the long�ng Thyself �nsp�rest �nto her, Thou preparest for Thee.
Forsake me not now call�ng upon Thee, whom Thou preventedst
before I called, and urgedst me w�th much var�ety of repeated calls,
that I would hear Thee from afar, and be converted, and call upon
Thee, that calledst after me; for Thou, Lord, blottedst out all my ev�l
deserv�ngs, so as not to repay �nto my hands, wherew�th I fell from
Thee; and Thou hast prevented all my well deserv�ngs, so as to
repay the work of Thy hands wherew�th Thou madest me; because
before I was, Thou wert; nor was I any th�ng, to wh�ch Thou m�ghtest
grant to be; and yet behold, I am, out of Thy goodness, prevent�ng all
th�s wh�ch Thou hast made me, and whereof Thou hast made me.
For ne�ther hadst Thou need of me, nor am I any such good, as to be
helpful unto Thee, my Lord and God; not �n serv�ng Thee, as though
Thou wouldest t�re �n work�ng; or lest Thy power m�ght be less, �f
lack�ng my serv�ce: nor cult�vat�ng Thy serv�ce, as a land, that must
rema�n uncult�vated, unless I cult�vated Thee: but serv�ng and
worsh�pp�ng Thee, that I m�ght rece�ve a well-be�ng from Thee, from
whom �t comes, that I have a be�ng capable of well-be�ng.

For of the fulness of Thy goodness, doth Thy creature subs�st, that
so a good, wh�ch could no ways prof�t Thee, nor was of Thee (lest so
�t should be equal to Thee), m�ght yet be s�nce �t could be made of
Thee. For what d�d heaven and earth, wh�ch Thou madest �n the
Beg�nn�ng, deserve of Thee? Let those sp�r�tual and corporeal
natures wh�ch Thou madest �n Thy W�sdom, say where�n they
deserved of Thee, to depend thereon (even �n that the�r several
�nchoate and formless state, whether sp�r�tual or corporeal, ready to
fall away �nto an �mmoderate l�berty and far-d�stant unl�kel�ness unto
Thee;—the sp�r�tual, though w�thout form, super�or to the corporeal
though formed, and the corporeal though w�thout form, better than



were �t altogether noth�ng), and so to depend upon Thy Word, as
formless, unless by the same Word they were brought back to Thy
Un�ty, �ndued w�th form and from Thee the One Sovere�gn Good
were made all very good. How d�d they deserve of Thee, to be even
w�thout form, s�nce they had not been even th�s, but from Thee?

How d�d corporeal matter deserve of Thee, to be even �nv�s�ble
and w�thout form? see�ng �t were not even th�s, but that Thou madest
�t, and therefore because �t was not, could not deserve of Thee to be
made. Or how could the �nchoate sp�r�tual creature deserve of Thee,
even to ebb and flow darksomely l�ke the deep,—unl�ke Thee, unless
�t had been by the same Word turned to that, by Whom �t was
created, and by H�m so enl�ghtened, become l�ght; though not
equally, yet conformably to that Form wh�ch �s equal unto Thee? For
as �n a body, to be, �s not one w�th be�ng beaut�ful, else could �t not
be deformed; so l�kew�se to a created sp�r�t to l�ve, �s not one w�th
l�v�ng w�sely; else should �t be w�se unchangeably. But good �t �s for �t
always to hold fast to Thee; lest what l�ght �t hath obta�ned by turn�ng
to Thee, �t lose by turn�ng from Thee, and relapse �nto l�fe resembl�ng
the darksome deep. For we ourselves also, who as to the soul are a
sp�r�tual creature, turned away from Thee our l�ght, were �n that l�fe
somet�mes darkness; and st�ll labour am�dst the rel�cs of our
darkness, unt�l �n Thy Only One we become Thy r�ghteousness, l�ke
the mounta�ns of God. For we have been Thy judgments, wh�ch are
l�ke the great deep.

That wh�ch Thou sa�dst �n the beg�nn�ng of the creat�on, Let there
be l�ght, and there was l�ght; I do, not unsu�tably, understand of the
sp�r�tual creature: because there was already a sort of l�fe, wh�ch
Thou m�ghtest �llum�nate. But as �t had no cla�m on Thee for a l�fe,
wh�ch could be enl�ghtened, so ne�ther now that �t was, had �t any, to
be enl�ghtened. For ne�ther could �ts formless estate be pleas�ng
unto Thee, unless �t became l�ght, and that not by ex�st�ng s�mply, but
by behold�ng the �llum�nat�ng l�ght, and cleav�ng to �t; so that, that �t
l�ved, and l�ved happ�ly, �t owes to noth�ng but Thy grace, be�ng
turned by a better change unto That wh�ch cannot be changed �nto
worse or better; wh�ch Thou alone art, because Thou alone s�mply
art; unto Thee �t be�ng not one th�ng to l�ve, another to l�ve blessedly,
see�ng Thyself art Th�ne own Blessedness.



What then could be want�ng unto Thy good, wh�ch Thou Thyself
art, although these th�ngs had e�ther never been, or rema�ned
w�thout form; wh�ch thou madest, not out of any want, but out of the
fulness of Thy goodness, restra�n�ng them and convert�ng them to
form, not as though Thy joy were fulf�lled by them? For to Thee be�ng
perfect, �s the�r �mperfect�on d�spleas�ng, and hence were they
perfected by Thee, and please Thee; not as wert Thou �mperfect,
and by the�r perfect�ng wert also to be perfected. For Thy good Sp�r�t
�ndeed was borne over the waters, not borne up by them, as �f He
rested upon them. For those, on whom Thy good Sp�r�t �s sa�d to
rest, He causes to rest �n H�mself. But Thy �ncorrupt�ble and
unchangeable w�ll, �n �tself all-suff�c�ent for �tself, was borne upon
that l�fe wh�ch Thou hadst created; to wh�ch, l�v�ng �s not one w�th
happy l�v�ng, see�ng �t l�veth also, ebb�ng and flow�ng �n �ts own
darkness: for wh�ch �t rema�neth to be converted unto H�m, by Whom
�t was made, and to l�ve more and more by the founta�n of l�fe, and �n
H�s l�ght to see l�ght, and to be perfected, and enl�ghtened, and
beaut�f�ed.

Lo, now the Tr�n�ty appears unto me �n a glass darkly, wh�ch �s
Thou my God, because Thou, O Father, �n H�m Who �s the Beg�nn�ng
of our w�sdom, Wh�ch �s Thy W�sdom, born of Thyself, equal unto
Thee and coeternal, that �s, �n Thy Son, createdst heaven and earth.
Much now have we sa�d of the Heaven of heavens, and of the earth
�nv�s�ble and w�thout form, and of the darksome deep, �n reference to
the wander�ng �nstab�l�ty of �ts sp�r�tual deform�ty, unless �t had been
converted unto H�m, from Whom �t had �ts then degree of l�fe, and by
H�s enl�ghten�ng became a beauteous l�fe, and the heaven of that
heaven, wh�ch was afterwards set between water and water. And
under the name of God, I now held the Father, who made these
th�ngs, and under the name of Beg�nn�ng, the Son, �n whom He
made these th�ngs; and bel�ev�ng, as I d�d, my God as the Tr�n�ty, I
searched further �n H�s holy words, and lo, Thy Sp�r�t moved upon
the waters. Behold the Tr�n�ty, my God, Father, and Son, and Holy
Ghost, Creator of all creat�on.

But what was the cause, O true-speak�ng L�ght?—unto Thee l�ft I
up my heart, let �t not teach me van�t�es, d�spel �ts darkness; and tell
me, I beseech Thee, by our mother char�ty, tell me the reason, I



beseech Thee, why after the ment�on of heaven, and of the earth
�nv�s�ble and w�thout form, and darkness upon the deep, Thy
Scr�pture should then at length ment�on Thy Sp�r�t? Was �t because �t
was meet that the knowledge of H�m should be conveyed, as be�ng
"borne above"; and th�s could not be sa�d, unless that were f�rst
ment�oned, over wh�ch Thy Sp�r�t may be understood to have been
borne. For ne�ther was He borne above the Father, nor the Son, nor
could He r�ghtly be sa�d to be borne above, �f He were borne over
noth�ng. F�rst then was that to be spoken of, over wh�ch He m�ght be
borne; and then He, whom �t was meet not otherw�se to be spoken of
than as be�ng borne. But wherefore was �t not meet that the
knowledge of H�m should be conveyed otherw�se, than as be�ng
borne above?

Hence let h�m that �s able, follow w�th h�s understand�ng Thy
Apostle, where he thus speaks, Because Thy love �s shed abroad �n
our hearts by the Holy Ghost wh�ch �s g�ven unto us: and where
concern�ng sp�r�tual g�fts, he teacheth and showeth unto us a more
excellent way of char�ty; and where he bows h�s knee unto Thee for
us, that we may know the superem�nent knowledge of the love of
Chr�st. And therefore from the beg�nn�ng, was He borne
superem�nent above the waters. To whom shall I speak th�s? how
speak of the we�ght of ev�l des�res, downwards to the steep abyss;
and how char�ty ra�ses up aga�n by Thy Sp�r�t wh�ch was borne
above the waters? to whom shall I speak �t? how speak �t? For �t �s
not �n space that we are merged and emerge. What can be more,
and yet what less l�ke? They be affect�ons, they be loves; the
uncleanness of our sp�r�t flow�ng away downwards w�th the love of
cares, and the hol�ness of Th�ne ra�s�ng us upward by love of
unanx�ous repose; that we may l�ft our hearts unto Thee, where Thy
Sp�r�t �s borne above the waters; and come to that superem�nent
repose, when our soul shall have passed through the waters wh�ch
y�eld no support.

Angels fell away, man's soul fell away, and thereby po�nted the
abyss �n that dark depth, ready for the whole sp�r�tual creat�on, hadst
not Thou sa�d from the beg�nn�ng, Let there be l�ght, and there had
been l�ght, and every obed�ent �ntell�gence of Thy heavenly C�ty had
cleaved to Thee, and rested �n Thy Sp�r�t, Wh�ch �s borne



unchangeably over every th�ng changeable. Otherw�se, had even the
heaven of heavens been �n �tself a darksome deep; but now �t �s l�ght
�n the Lord. For even �n that m�serable restlessness of the sp�r�ts,
who fell away and d�scovered the�r own darkness, when bared of the
cloth�ng of Thy l�ght, dost Thou suff�c�ently reveal how noble Thou
madest the reasonable creature; to wh�ch noth�ng w�ll suff�ce to y�eld
a happy rest, less than Thee; and so not even herself. For Thou, O
our God, shalt l�ghten our darkness: from Thee r�seth our garment of
l�ght; and then shall our darkness be as the noon day. G�ve Thyself
unto me, O my God, restore Thyself unto me: behold I love, and �f �t
be too l�ttle, I would love more strongly. I cannot measure so as to
know, how much love there yet lacketh to me, ere my l�fe may run
�nto Thy embracements, nor turn away, unt�l �t be h�dden �n the
h�dden place of Thy Presence. Th�s only I know, that woe �s me
except �n Thee: not only w�thout but w�th�n myself also; and all
abundance, wh�ch �s not my God, �s empt�ness to me.

But was not e�ther the Father, or the Son, borne above the waters?
�f th�s means, �n space, l�ke a body, then ne�ther was the Holy Sp�r�t;
but �f the unchangeable superem�nence of D�v�n�ty above all th�ngs
changeable, then were both Father, and Son, and Holy Ghost borne
upon the waters. Why then �s th�s sa�d of Thy Sp�r�t only, why �s �t
sa�d only of H�m? As �f He had been �n place, Who �s not �n place, of
Whom only �t �s wr�tten, that He �s Thy g�ft? In Thy G�ft we rest; there
we enjoy Thee. Our rest �s our place. Love l�fts us up th�ther, and Thy
good Sp�r�t l�fts up our lowl�ness from the gates of death. In Thy good
pleasure �s our peace. The body by �ts own we�ght str�ves towards �ts
own place. We�ght makes not downward only, but to h�s own place.
F�re tends upward, a stone downward. They are urged by the�r own
we�ght, they seek the�r own places. O�l poured below water, �s ra�sed
above the water; water poured upon o�l, s�nks below the o�l. They are
urged by the�r own we�ghts to seek the�r own places. When out of
the�r order, they are restless; restored to order, they are at rest. My
we�ght, �s my love; thereby am I borne, wh�thersoever I am borne.
We are �nflamed, by Thy G�ft we are k�ndled; and are carr�ed
upwards; we glow �nwardly, and go forwards. We ascend Thy ways
that be �n our heart, and s�ng a song of degrees; we glow �nwardly
w�th Thy f�re, w�th Thy good f�re, and we go; because we go upwards



to the peace of Jerusalem: for gladdened was I �n those who sa�d
unto me, We w�ll go up to the house of the Lord. There hath Thy
good pleasure placed us, that we may des�re noth�ng else, but to
ab�de there for ever.

Blessed creature, wh�ch be�ng �tself other than Thou, has known
no other cond�t�on, than that, so soon as �t was made, �t was, w�thout
any �nterval, by Thy G�ft, Wh�ch �s borne above every th�ng
changeable, borne aloft by that call�ng whereby Thou sa�dst, Let
there be l�ght, and there was l�ght. Whereas �n us th�s took place at
d�fferent t�mes, �n that we were darkness, and are made l�ght: but of
that �s only sa�d, what �t would have been, had �t not been
enl�ghtened. And, th�s �s so spoken, as �f �t had been unsettled and
darksome before; that so the cause whereby �t was made otherw�se,
m�ght appear, namely, that be�ng turned to the L�ght unfa�l�ng �t
became l�ght. Whoso can, let h�m understand th�s; let h�m ask of
Thee. Why should he trouble me, as �f I could enl�ghten any man that
cometh �nto th�s world?

Wh�ch of us comprehendeth the Alm�ghty Tr�n�ty? and yet wh�ch
speaks not of It, �f �ndeed �t be It? Rare �s the soul, wh�ch wh�le �t
speaks of It, knows what �t speaks of. And they contend and str�ve,
yet, w�thout peace, no man sees that v�s�on. I would that men would
cons�der these three, that are �n themselves. These three be �ndeed
far other than the Tr�n�ty: I do but tell, where they may pract�se
themselves, and there prove and feel how far they be. Now the three
I spake of are, To Be, to Know, and to W�ll. For I Am, and Know, and
W�ll: I Am Know�ng and W�ll�ng: and I Know myself to Be, and to W�ll:
and I W�ll to Be, and to Know. In these three then, let h�m d�scern
that can, how �nseparable a l�fe there �s, yea one l�fe, m�nd, and one
essence, yea lastly how �nseparable a d�st�nct�on there �s, and yet a
d�st�nct�on. Surely a man hath �t before h�m; let h�m look �nto h�mself,
and see, and tell me. But when he d�scovers and can say any th�ng
of these, let h�m not therefore th�nk that he has found that wh�ch �s
above these Unchangeable, wh�ch Is unchangeably, and Knows
unchangeably, and W�lls unchangeably; and whether because of
these three, there �s �n God also a Tr�n�ty, or whether all three be �n
Each, so that the three belong to Each; or whether both ways at
once, wondrously, s�mply and yet man�foldly, Itself a bound unto Itself



w�th�n Itself, yet unbounded; whereby It �s, and �s Known unto Itself
and suff�ceth to �tself, unchangeably the Self-same, by the abundant
greatness of �ts Un�ty,—who can read�ly conce�ve th�s? who could
any ways express �t? who would, any way, pronounce thereon
rashly?

Proceed �n thy confess�on, say to the Lord thy God, O my fa�th,
Holy, Holy, Holy, O Lord my God, �n Thy Name have we been
bapt�sed, Father, Son, and Holy Ghost; �n Thy Name do we bapt�se,
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, because among us also, �n H�s Chr�st
d�d God make heaven and earth, namely, the sp�r�tual and carnal
people of H�s Church. Yea and our earth, before �t rece�ved the form
of doctr�ne, was �nv�s�ble and w�thout form; and we were covered
w�th the darkness of �gnorance. For Thou chastenedst man for
�n�qu�ty, and Thy judgments were l�ke the great deep unto h�m. But
because Thy Sp�r�t was borne above the waters, Thy mercy forsook
not our m�sery, and Thou sa�dst, Let there be l�ght, Repent ye, for the
k�ngdom of heaven �s at hand. Repent ye, let there be l�ght. And
because our soul was troubled w�th�n us, we remembered Thee, O
Lord, from the land of Jordan, and that mounta�n equal unto Thyself,
but l�ttle for our sakes: and our darkness d�spleased us, we turned
unto Thee and there was l�ght. And, behold, we were somet�mes
darkness, but now l�ght �n the Lord.

But as yet by fa�th and not by s�ght, for by hope we are saved; but
hope that �s seen, �s not hope. As yet doth deep call unto deep, but
now �n the vo�ce of Thy water-spouts. As yet doth he that sa�th, I
could not speak unto you as unto sp�r�tual, but as unto carnal, even
he as yet, doth not th�nk h�mself to have apprehended, and forgetteth
those th�ngs wh�ch are beh�nd, and reacheth forth to those wh�ch are
before, and groaneth be�ng burthened, and h�s soul th�rsteth after the
L�v�ng God, as the hart after the water-brooks, and sa�th, When shall
I come? des�r�ng to be clothed upon w�th h�s house wh�ch �s from
heaven, and calleth upon th�s lower deep, say�ng, Be not conformed
to th�s world, but be ye transformed by the renew�ng of your m�nd.
And, be not ch�ldren �n understand�ng, but �n mal�ce, be ye ch�ldren,
that �n understand�ng ye may be perfect; and O fool�sh Galat�ans,
who hath bew�tched you? But now no longer �n h�s own vo�ce; but �n
Th�ne who sentest Thy Sp�r�t from above; through H�m who



ascended up on h�gh, and set open the flood-gates of H�s g�fts, that
the force of H�s streams m�ght make glad the c�ty of God. H�m doth
th�s fr�end of the Br�degroom s�gh after, hav�ng now the f�rst-fru�ts of
the Sp�r�t la�d up w�th H�m, yet st�ll groan�ng w�th�n h�mself, wa�t�ng for
the adopt�on, to w�t, the redempt�on of h�s body; to H�m he s�ghs, a
member of the Br�de; for H�m he �s jealous, as be�ng a fr�end of the
Br�degroom; for H�m he �s jealous, not for h�mself; because �n the
vo�ce of Thy water-spouts, not �n h�s own vo�ce, doth he call to that
other depth, over whom be�ng jealous he feareth, lest as the serpent
begu�led Eve through h�s subt�lty, so the�r m�nds should be corrupted
from the pur�ty that �s �n our Br�degroom Thy only Son. O what a l�ght
of beauty w�ll that be, when we shall see H�m as He �s, and those
tears be passed away, wh�ch have been my meat day and n�ght,
wh�lst they da�ly say unto me, Where �s now Thy God?

Behold, I too say, O my God, Where art Thou? see, where Thou
art! �n Thee I breathe a l�ttle, when I pour out my soul by myself �n
the vo�ce of joy and pra�se, the sound of h�m that keeps holy-day.
And yet aga�n �t �s sad, because �t relapseth, and becomes a deep,
or rather perce�ves �tself st�ll to be a deep. Unto �t speaks my fa�th
wh�ch Thou hast k�ndled to enl�ghten my feet �n the n�ght, Why art
thou sad, O my soul, and why dost thou trouble me? Hope �n the
Lord; H�s word �s a lanthorn unto thy feet: hope and endure, unt�l the
n�ght, the mother of the w�cked, unt�l the wrath of the Lord, be
overpast, whereof we also were once ch�ldren, who were somet�mes
darkness, rel�cs whereof we bear about us �n our body, dead
because of s�n; unt�l the day break, and the shadows fly away. Hope
thou �n the Lord; �n the morn�ng I shall stand �n Thy presence, and
contemplate Thee: I shall for ever confess unto Thee. In the morn�ng
I shall stand �n Thy presence, and shall see the health of my
countenance, my God, who also shall qu�cken our mortal bod�es, by
the Sp�r�t that dwelleth �n us, because He hath �n mercy been borne
over our �nner darksome and float�ng deep: from Whom we have �n
th�s p�lgr�mage rece�ved an earnest, that we should now be l�ght:
wh�lst we are saved by hope, and are the ch�ldren of l�ght, and the
ch�ldren of the day, not the ch�ldren of the n�ght, nor of the darkness,
wh�ch yet somet�mes we were. Betw�xt whom and us, �n th�s
uncerta�nty of human knowledge, Thou only d�v�dest; Thou, who



provest our hearts, and callest the l�ght, day, and the darkness, n�ght.
For who d�scerneth us, but Thou? And what have we, that we have
not rece�ved of Thee? out of the same lump vessels are made unto
honour, whereof others also are made unto d�shonour.

Or who, except Thou, our God, made for us that f�rmament of
author�ty over us �n Thy D�v�ne Scr�pture? as �t �s sa�d, For heaven
shall be folded up l�ke a scroll; and now �s �t stretched over us l�ke a
sk�n. For Thy D�v�ne Scr�pture �s of more em�nent author�ty, s�nce
those mortals by whom Thou d�spensest �t unto us, underwent
mortal�ty. And Thou knowest, Lord, Thou knowest, how Thou w�th
sk�ns d�dst clothe men, when they by s�n became mortal. Whence
Thou hast l�ke a sk�n stretched out the f�rmament of Thy book, that
�s, Thy harmon�z�ng words, wh�ch by the m�n�stry of mortal men Thou
spreadest over us. For by the�r very death was that sol�d f�rmament
of author�ty, �n Thy d�scourses set forth by them, more em�nently
extended over all that be under �t; wh�ch wh�lst they l�ved here, was
not so em�nently extended. Thou hadst not as yet spread abroad the
heaven l�ke a sk�n; Thou hadst not as yet enlarged �n all d�rect�ons
the glory of the�r deaths.

Let us look, O Lord, upon the heavens, the work of Thy f�ngers;
clear from our eyes that cloud, wh�ch Thou hast spread under them.
There �s Thy test�mony, wh�ch g�veth w�sdom unto the l�ttle ones:
perfect, O my God, Thy pra�se out of the mouth of babes and
suckl�ngs. For we know no other books, wh�ch so destroy pr�de,
wh�ch so destroy the enemy and the defender, who res�steth Thy
reconc�l�at�on by defend�ng h�s own s�ns. I know not, Lord, I know not
any other such pure words, wh�ch so persuade me to confess, and
make my neck pl�ant to Thy yoke, and �nv�te me to serve Thee for
nought. Let me understand them, good Father: grant th�s to me, who
am placed under them: because for those placed under them, hast
Thou establ�shed them.

Other waters there be above th�s f�rmament, I bel�eve �mmortal,
and separated from earthly corrupt�on. Let them pra�se Thy Name,
let them pra�se Thee, the supercelest�al people, Th�ne angels, who
have no need to gaze up at th�s f�rmament, or by read�ng to know of
Thy Word. For they always behold Thy face, and there read w�thout



any syllables �n t�me, what w�lleth Thy eternal w�ll; they read, they
choose, they love. They are ever read�ng; and that never passes
away wh�ch they read; for by choos�ng, and by lov�ng, they read the
very unchangeableness of Thy counsel. The�r book �s never closed,
nor the�r scroll folded up; see�ng Thou Thyself art th�s to them, and
art eternally; because Thou hast orda�ned them above th�s
f�rmament, wh�ch Thou hast f�rmly settled over the �nf�rm�ty of the
lower people, where they m�ght gaze up and learn Thy mercy,
announc�ng �n t�me Thee Who madest t�mes. For Thy mercy, O Lord,
�s �n the heavens, and Thy truth reacheth unto the clouds. The
clouds pass away, but the heaven ab�deth. The preachers of Thy
word pass out of th�s l�fe �nto another; but Thy Scr�pture �s spread
abroad over the people, even unto the end of the world. Yet heaven
and earth also shall pass away, but Thy words shall not pass away.
Because the scroll shall be rolled together: and the grass over wh�ch
�t was spread, shall w�th the goodl�ness of �t pass away; but Thy
Word rema�neth for ever, wh�ch now appeareth unto us under the
dark �mage of the clouds, and through the glass of the heavens, not
as �t �s: because we also, though the well-beloved of Thy Son, yet �t
hath not yet appeared what we shall be. He looketh through the
latt�ce of our flesh, and He spake us tenderly, and k�ndled us, and we
ran after H�s odours. But when He shall appear, then shall we be l�ke
H�m, for we shall see H�m as He �s. As He �s, Lord, w�ll our s�ght be.

For altogether, as Thou art, Thou only knowest; Who art
unchangeably, and knowest unchangeably, and w�llest
unchangeably. And Thy Essence Knoweth, and W�lleth
unchangeably; and Thy Knowledge Is, and W�lleth unchangeably;
and Thy W�ll Is, and Knoweth unchangeably. Nor seemeth �t r�ght �n
Th�ne eyes, that as the Unchangeable L�ght knoweth Itself, so should
�t be known by the th�ng enl�ghtened, and changeable. Therefore �s
my soul l�ke a land where no water �s, because as �t cannot of �tself
enl�ghten �tself, so can �t not of �tself sat�sfy �tself. For so �s the
founta�n of l�fe w�th Thee, l�ke as �n Thy l�ght we shall see l�ght.

Who gathered the emb�ttered together �nto one soc�ety? For they
have all one end, a temporal and earthly fel�c�ty, for atta�n�ng whereof
they do all th�ngs, though they waver up and down w�th an
�nnumerable var�ety of cares. Who, Lord, but Thou, sa�dst, Let the



waters be gathered together �nto one place, and let the dry land
appear, wh�ch th�rsteth after Thee? For the sea also �s Th�ne, and
Thou hast made �t, and Thy hands prepared the dry land. Nor �s the
b�tterness of men's w�lls, but the gather�ng together of the waters,
called sea; for Thou restra�nest the w�cked des�res of men's souls,
and settest them the�r bounds, how far they may be allowed to pass,
that the�r waves may break one aga�nst another: and thus makest
Thou �t a sea, by the order of Thy dom�n�on over all th�ngs.

But the souls that th�rst after Thee, and that appear before Thee
(be�ng by other bounds d�v�ded from the soc�ety of the sea), Thou
waterest by a sweet spr�ng, that the earth may br�ng forth her fru�t,
and Thou, Lord God, so command�ng, our soul may bud forth works
of mercy accord�ng to the�r k�nd, lov�ng our ne�ghbour �n the rel�ef of
h�s bod�ly necess�t�es, hav�ng seed �n �tself accord�ng to �ts l�keness,
when from feel�ng of our �nf�rm�ty, we compass�onate so as to rel�eve
the needy; help�ng them, as we would be helped; �f we were �n l�ke
need; not only �n th�ngs easy, as �n herb y�eld�ng seed, but also �n the
protect�on of our ass�stance, w�th our best strength, l�ke the tree
y�eld�ng fru�t: that �s, well-do�ng �n rescu�ng h�m that suffers wrong,
from the hand of the powerful, and g�v�ng h�m the shelter of
protect�on, by the m�ghty strength of just judgment.

So, Lord, so, I beseech Thee, let there spr�ng up, as Thou doest,
as Thou g�vest cheerfulness and ab�l�ty, let truth spr�ng out of the
earth, and r�ghteousness look down from heaven, and let there be
l�ghts �n the f�rmament. Let us break our bread to the hungry, and
br�ng the houseless poor to our house. Let us clothe the naked, and
desp�se not those of our own flesh. Wh�ch fru�ts hav�ng sprung out of
the earth, see �t �s good: and let our temporary l�ght break forth; and
ourselves, from th�s lower fru�tfulness of act�on, arr�v�ng at the
del�ghtfulness of contemplat�on, obta�n�ng the Word of L�fe above,
appear l�ke l�ghts �n the world, cleav�ng to the f�rmament of Thy
Scr�pture. For there Thou �nstructest us, to d�v�de between the th�ngs
�ntellectual, and th�ngs of sense, as betw�xt the day and the n�ght; or
between souls, g�ven e�ther to th�ngs �ntellectual, or th�ngs of sense,
so that now not Thou only �n the secret of Thy judgment, as before
the f�rmament was made, d�v�dest between the l�ght and the
darkness, but Thy sp�r�tual ch�ldren also set and ranked �n the same



f�rmament (now that Thy grace �s la�d open throughout the world),
may g�ve l�ght upon the earth, and d�v�de betw�xt the day and the
n�ght, and be for s�gns of t�mes, that old th�ngs are passed away,
and, behold, all th�ngs are become new; and that our salvat�on �s
nearer than when we bel�eved: and that the n�ght �s far spent, and
the day �s at hand: and that Thou w�lt crown Thy year w�th bless�ng,
send�ng the labourers of Thy goodness �nto Thy harvest, �n sow�ng
whereof, others have laboured, send�ng also �nto another f�eld,
whose harvest shall be �n the end. Thus grantest Thou the prayers of
h�m that asketh, and blessest the years of the just; but Thou art the
same, and �n Thy years wh�ch fa�l not, Thou preparest a garner for
our pass�ng years. For Thou by an eternal counsel dost �n the�r
proper seasons bestow heavenly bless�ngs upon the earth. For to
one �s g�ven by the Sp�r�t the word of w�sdom, as �t were the lesser
l�ght: to another fa�th; to another the g�ft w�th the l�ght of persp�cuous
truth, as �t were for the rule of the day. To another the word of
knowledge by the same Sp�r�t, as �t were the lesser l�ght: to another
fa�th; to another the g�ft of heal�ng; to another the work�ng of
m�racles; to another prophecy; to another d�scern�ng of sp�r�ts; to
another d�vers k�nds of tongues. And all these as �t were stars. For
all these worketh the one and self-same sp�r�t, d�v�d�ng to every man
h�s own as He w�ll; and caus�ng stars to appear man�festly, to prof�t
w�thal. But the word of knowledge, where�n are conta�ned all
Sacraments, wh�ch are var�ed �n the�r seasons as �t were the moon,
and those other not�ces of g�fts, wh�ch are reckoned up �n order, as �t
were stars, �nasmuch as they come short of that br�ghtness of
w�sdom, wh�ch gladdens the forement�oned day, are only for the rule
of the n�ght. For they are necessary to such, as that Thy most
prudent servant could not speak unto as unto sp�r�tual, but as unto
carnal; even he, who speaketh w�sdom among those that are
perfect. But the natural man, as �t were a babe �n Chr�st and fed on
m�lk, unt�l he be strengthened for sol�d meat and h�s eye be enabled
to behold the Sun, let h�m not dwell �n a n�ght forsaken of all l�ght, but
be content w�th the l�ght of the moon and the stars. So dost Thou
speak to us, our All-w�se God, �n Thy Book, Thy f�rmament; that we
may d�scern all th�ngs, �n an adm�rable contemplat�on; though as yet
�n s�gns and �n t�mes, and �n days, and �n years.



But f�rst, wash you, be clean; put away ev�l from your souls, and
from before m�ne eyes, that the dry land may appear. Learn to do
good, judge the fatherless, plead for the w�dow, that the earth may
br�ng forth the green herb for meat, and the tree bear�ng fru�t; and
come, let us reason together, sa�th the Lord, that there may be l�ghts
�n the f�rmament of the heaven, and they may sh�ne upon the earth.
That r�ch man asked of the good Master, what he should do to atta�n
eternal l�fe. Let the good Master tell h�m (whom he thought no more
than man; but He �s good because He �s God), let H�m tell h�m, �f he
would enter �nto l�fe, he must keep the commandments: let h�m put
away from h�m the b�tterness of mal�ce and w�ckedness; not k�ll, not
comm�t adultery, not steal, not bear false w�tness; that the dry land
may appear, and br�ng forth the honour�ng of father and mother, and
the love of our ne�ghbour. All these (sa�th he) have I kept. Whence
then so many thorns, �f the earth be fru�tful? Go, root up the
spread�ng th�ckets of covetousness; sell that thou hast, and be f�lled
w�th fru�t, by g�v�ng to the poor, and thou shalt have treasure �n
heaven; and follow the Lord �f thou w�lt be perfect, assoc�ated w�th
them, among whom He speaketh w�sdom, Who knoweth what to
d�str�bute to the day, and to the n�ght, that thou also mayest know �t,
and for thee there may be l�ghts �n the f�rmament of heaven; wh�ch
w�ll not be, unless thy heart be there: nor w�ll that e�ther be, unless
there thy treasure be; as thou hast heard of the good Master. But
that barren earth was gr�eved; and the thorns choked the word.

But you, chosen generat�on, you weak th�ngs of the world, who
have forsaken all, that ye may follow the Lord; go after H�m, and
confound the m�ghty; go after H�m, ye beaut�ful feet, and sh�ne ye �n
the f�rmament, that the heavens may declare H�s glory, d�v�d�ng
between the l�ght of the perfect, though not as the angels, and the
darkness of the l�ttle ones, though not desp�sed. Sh�ne over the
earth; and let the day, l�ghtened by the sun, utter unto day, speech of
w�sdom; and n�ght, sh�n�ng w�th the moon, show unto n�ght, the word
of knowledge. The moon and stars sh�ne for the n�ght; yet doth not
the n�ght obscure them, see�ng they g�ve �t l�ght �n �ts degree. For
behold God say�ng, as �t were, Let there be l�ghts �n the f�rmament of
heaven; there came suddenly a sound from heaven, as �t had been
the rush�ng of a m�ghty w�nd, and there appeared cloven tongues l�ke



as of f�re, and �t sat upon each of them. And there were made l�ghts
�n the f�rmament of heaven, hav�ng the word of l�fe. Run ye to and fro
every where, ye holy f�res, ye beauteous f�res; for ye are the l�ght of
the world, nor are ye put under a bushel; He whom you cleave unto,
�s exalted, and hath exalted you. Run ye to and fro, and be known
unto all nat�ons.

Let the sea also conce�ve and br�ng forth your works; and let the
waters br�ng forth the mov�ng creature that hath l�fe. For ye,
separat�ng the prec�ous from the v�le, are made the mouth of God, by
whom He sa�th, Let the waters br�ng forth, not the l�v�ng creature
wh�ch the earth br�ngs forth, but the mov�ng creature hav�ng l�fe, and
the fowls that fly above the earth. For Thy Sacraments, O God, by
the m�n�stry of Thy holy ones, have moved am�d the waves of
temptat�ons of the world, to hallow the Gent�les �n Thy Name, �n Thy
Bapt�sm. And am�d these th�ngs, many great wonders were wrought,
as �t were great whales: and the vo�ces of Thy messengers fly�ng
above the earth, �n the open f�rmament of Thy Book; that be�ng set
over them, as the�r author�ty under wh�ch they were to fly,
wh�thersoever they went. For there �s no speech nor language,
where the�r vo�ce �s not heard: see�ng the�r sound �s gone through all
the earth, and the�r words to the end of the world, because Thou,
Lord, mult�pl�edst them by bless�ng.

Speak I untruly, or do I m�ngle and confound, and not d�st�ngu�sh
between the luc�d knowledge of these th�ngs �n the f�rmament of
heaven, and the mater�al works �n the wavy sea, and under the
f�rmament of heaven? For of those th�ngs whereof the knowledge �s
substant�al and def�ned, w�thout any �ncrease by generat�on, as �t
were l�ghts of w�sdom and knowledge, yet even of them, the mater�al
operat�ons are many and d�vers; and one th�ng grow�ng out of
another, they are mult�pl�ed by Thy bless�ng, O God, who hast
refreshed the fast�d�ousness of mortal senses; that so one th�ng �n
the understand�ng of our m�nd, may, by the mot�ons of the body, be
many ways set out, and expressed. These Sacraments have the
waters brought forth; but �n Thy word. The necess�t�es of the people
estranged from the etern�ty of Thy truth, have brought them forth, but
�n Thy Gospel; because the waters themselves cast them forth, the



d�seased b�tterness whereof was the cause, why they were sent forth
�n Thy Word.

Now are all th�ngs fa�r that Thou hast made; but behold, Thyself art
unutterably fa�rer, that madest all; from whom had not Adam fallen,
the brack�shness of the sea had never flowed out of h�m, that �s, the
human race so profoundly cur�ous, and tempestuously swell�ng, and
restlessly tumbl�ng up and down; and then had there been no need
of Thy d�spensers to work �n many waters, after a corporeal and
sens�ble manner, myster�ous do�ngs and say�ngs. For such those
mov�ng and fly�ng creatures now seem to me to mean, whereby
people be�ng �n�t�ated and consecrated by corporeal Sacraments,
should not further prof�t, unless the�r soul had a sp�r�tual l�fe, and
unless after the word of adm�ss�on, �t looked forwards to perfect�on.

And hereby, �n Thy Word, not the deepness of the sea, but the
earth separated from the b�tterness of the waters, br�ngs forth, not
the mov�ng creature that hath l�fe, but the l�v�ng soul. For now hath �t
no more need of bapt�sm, as the heathen have, and as �tself had,
when �t was covered w�th the waters; (for no other entrance �s there
�nto the k�ngdom of heaven, s�nce Thou hast appo�nted that th�s
should be the entrance): nor does �t seek after wonderfulness of
m�racles to work bel�ef; for �t �s not such, that unless �t sees s�gns
and wonders, �t w�ll not bel�eve, now that the fa�thful earth �s
separated from the waters that were b�tter w�th �nf�del�ty; and tongues
are for a s�gn, not to them that bel�eve, but to them that bel�eve not.
Ne�ther then does that earth wh�ch Thou hast founded upon the
waters, need that fly�ng k�nd, wh�ch at Thy word the waters brought
forth. Send Thou Thy word �nto �t by Thy messengers: for we speak
of the�r work�ng, yet �t �s Thou that workest �n them that they may
work out a l�v�ng soul �n �t. The earth br�ngs �t forth, because the
earth �s the cause that they work th�s �n the soul; as the sea was the
cause that they wrought upon the mov�ng creatures that have l�fe,
and the fowls that fly under the f�rmament of heaven, of whom the
earth hath no need; although �t feeds upon that f�sh wh�ch was taken
out of the deep, upon that table wh�ch Thou hast prepared �n the
presence of them that bel�eve. For therefore was He taken out of the
deep, that He m�ght feed the dry land; and the fowl, though bred �n
the sea, �s yet mult�pl�ed upon the earth. For of the f�rst preach�ngs of



the Evangel�sts, man's �nf�del�ty was the cause; yet are the fa�thful
also exhorted and blessed by them man�foldly, from day to day. But
the l�v�ng soul takes h�s beg�nn�ng from the earth: for �t prof�ts only
those already among the Fa�thful, to conta�n themselves from the
love of th�s world, that so the�r soul may l�ve unto Thee, wh�ch was
dead wh�le �t l�ved �n pleasures; �n death-br�ng�ng pleasures, Lord, for
Thou, Lord, art the l�fe-g�v�ng del�ght of the pure heart.

Now then let Thy m�n�sters work upon the earth,—not as upon the
waters of �nf�del�ty, by preach�ng and speak�ng by m�racles, and
Sacraments, and myst�c words; where�n �gnorance, the mother of
adm�rat�on, m�ght be �ntent upon them, out of a reverence towards
those secret s�gns. For such �s the entrance unto the Fa�th for the
sons of Adam forgetful of Thee, wh�le they h�de themselves from Thy
face, and become a darksome deep. But—let Thy m�n�sters work
now as on the dry land, separated from the wh�rlpools of the great
deep: and let them be a pattern unto the Fa�thful, by l�v�ng before
them, and st�rr�ng them up to �m�tat�on. For thus do men hear, so as
not to hear only, but to do also. Seek the Lord, and your soul shall
l�ve, that the earth may br�ng forth the l�v�ng soul. Be not conformed
to the world. Conta�n yourselves from �t: the soul l�ves by avo�d�ng
what �t d�es by affect�ng. Conta�n yourselves from the ungoverned
w�ldness of pr�de, the slugg�sh voluptuousness of luxury, and the
false name of knowledge: that so the w�ld beasts may be tamed, the
cattle broken to the yoke, the serpents, harmless. For these be the
mot�ons of our m�nd under an allegory; that �s to say, the haught�ness
of pr�de, the del�ght of lust, and the po�son of cur�os�ty, are the
mot�ons of a dead soul; for the soul d�es not so as to lose all mot�on;
because �t d�es by forsak�ng the founta�n of l�fe, and so �s taken up by
th�s trans�tory world, and �s conformed unto �t.

But Thy word, O God, �s the founta�n of l�fe eternal; and passeth
not away: wherefore th�s departure of the soul �s restra�ned by Thy
word, when �t �s sa�d unto us, Be not conformed unto th�s world; that
so the earth may �n the founta�n of l�fe br�ng forth a l�v�ng soul; that �s,
a soul made cont�nent �n Thy Word, by Thy Evangel�sts, by follow�ng
the followers of Thy Chr�st. For th�s �s after h�s k�nd; because a man
�s wont to �m�tate h�s fr�end. Be ye (sa�th he) as I am, for I also am as
you are. Thus �n th�s l�v�ng soul shall there be good beasts, �n



meekness of act�on (for Thou hast commanded, Go on w�th thy
bus�ness �n meekness, so shalt thou be beloved by all men); and
good cattle, wh�ch ne�ther �f they eat, shall they over-abound, nor, �f
they eat not, have any lack; and good serpents, not dangerous, to do
hurt, but w�se to take heed; and only mak�ng so much search �nto
th�s temporal nature, as may suff�ce that etern�ty be clearly seen,
be�ng understood by the th�ngs that are made. For these creatures
are obed�ent unto reason, when be�ng restra�ned from deadly
preva�l�ng upon us, they l�ve, and are good.

For behold, O Lord, our God, our Creator, when our affect�ons
have been restra�ned from the love of the world, by wh�ch we d�ed
through ev�l-l�v�ng; and begun to be a l�v�ng soul, through good l�v�ng;
and Thy word wh�ch Thou spokest by Thy apostle, �s made good �n
us, Be not conformed to th�s world: there follows that also, wh�ch
Thou presently subjo�nedst, say�ng, But be ye transformed by the
renew�ng of your m�nd; not now after your k�nd, as though follow�ng
your ne�ghbour who went before you, nor as l�v�ng after the example
of some better man (for Thou sa�dst not, "Let man be made after h�s
k�nd," but, Let us make man after our own �mage and s�m�l�tude), that
we m�ght prove what Thy w�ll �s. For to th�s purpose sa�d that
d�spenser of Th�ne (who begat ch�ldren by the Gospel), that he m�ght
not for ever have them babes, whom he must be fa�n to feed w�th
m�lk, and cher�sh as a nurse; be ye transformed (sa�th he) by the
renew�ng of your m�nd, that ye may prove what �s that good and
acceptable and perfect w�ll of God. Wherefore Thou sayest not, "Let
man be made," but Let us make man. Nor sa�dst Thou, "accord�ng to
h�s k�nd"; but, after our �mage and l�keness. For man be�ng renewed
�n h�s m�nd, and behold�ng and understand�ng Thy truth, needs not
man as h�s d�rector, so as to follow after h�s k�nd; but by Thy d�rect�on
proveth what �s that good, that acceptable, and perfect w�ll of Th�ne:
yea, Thou teachest h�m, now made capable, to d�scern the Tr�n�ty of
the Un�ty, and the Un�ty of the Tr�n�ty. Wherefore to that sa�d �n the
plural, Let us make man, �s yet subjo�ned �n the s�ngular, And God
made man: and to that sa�d �n the plural, After our l�keness, �s
subjo�ned �n the s�ngular, After the �mage of God. Thus �s man
renewed �n the knowledge of God, after the �mage of H�m that



created h�m: and be�ng made sp�r�tual, he judgeth all th�ngs (all
th�ngs wh�ch are to be judged), yet h�mself �s judged of no man.

But that he judgeth all th�ngs, th�s answers to h�s hav�ng dom�n�on
over the f�sh of the sea, and over the fowls of the a�r, and over all
cattle and w�ld beasts, and over all the earth, and over every
creep�ng th�ng that creepeth upon the earth. For th�s he doth by the
understand�ng of h�s m�nd, whereby he perce�veth the th�ngs of the
Sp�r�t of God; whereas otherw�se, man be�ng placed �n honour, had
no understand�ng, and �s compared unto the brute beasts, and �s
become l�ke unto them. In Thy Church therefore, O our God,
accord�ng to Thy grace wh�ch Thou hast bestowed upon �t (for we
are Thy workmansh�p created unto good works), not those only who
are sp�r�tually set over, but they also who sp�r�tually are subject to
those that are set over them,—for �n th�s way d�dst Thou make man
male and female, �n Thy grace sp�r�tual, where, accord�ng to the sex
of body, there �s ne�ther male nor female, because ne�ther Jew nor
Grec�an, ne�ther bond nor free.—Sp�r�tual persons (whether such as
are set over, or such as obey); do judge sp�r�tually; not of that
sp�r�tual knowledge wh�ch sh�nes �n the f�rmament (for they ought not
to judge as to so supreme author�ty), nor may they judge of Thy
Book �tself, even though someth�ng there sh�neth not clearly; for we
subm�t our understand�ng unto �t, and hold for certa�n, that even what
�s closed to our s�ght, �s yet r�ghtly and truly spoken. For so man,
though now sp�r�tual and renewed �n the knowledge of God after H�s
�mage that created h�m, ought to be a doer of the law, not a judge.
Ne�ther doth he judge of that d�st�nct�on of sp�r�tual and carnal men,
who are known unto Th�ne eyes, O our God, and have not as yet
d�scovered themselves unto us by works, that by the�r fru�ts we m�ght
know them: but Thou, Lord, dost even now know them, and hast
d�v�ded and called them �n secret, or ever the f�rmament was made.
Nor doth he, though sp�r�tual, judge the unqu�et people of th�s world;
for what hath he to do, to judge them that are w�thout, know�ng not
wh�ch of them shall hereafter come �nto the sweetness of Thy grace;
and wh�ch cont�nue �n the perpetual b�tterness of ungodl�ness?

Man therefore, whom Thou hast made after Th�ne own �mage,
rece�ved not dom�n�on over the l�ghts of heaven, nor over that h�dden
heaven �tself, nor over the day and the n�ght, wh�ch Thou calledst



before the foundat�on of the heaven, nor over the gather�ng together
of the waters, wh�ch �s the sea; but He rece�ved dom�n�on over the
f�shes of the sea, and the fowls of the a�r, and over all cattle, and
over all the earth, and over all creep�ng th�ngs wh�ch creep upon the
earth. For He judgeth and approveth what He f�ndeth r�ght, and He
d�salloweth what He f�ndeth am�ss, whether �n the celebrat�on of
those Sacraments by wh�ch such are �n�t�ated, as Thy mercy
searches out �n many waters: or �n that, �n wh�ch that F�sh �s set
forth, wh�ch, taken out of the deep, the devout earth feedeth upon: or
�n the express�ons and s�gns of words, subject to the author�ty of Thy
Book,—such s�gns, as proceed out of the mouth, and sound forth,
fly�ng as �t were under the f�rmament, by �nterpret�ng, expound�ng,
d�scours�ng d�sput�ng, consecrat�ng, or pray�ng unto Thee, so that
the people may answer, Amen. The vocal pronounc�ng of all wh�ch
words, �s occas�oned by the deep of th�s world, and the bl�ndness of
the flesh, wh�ch cannot see thoughts; So that there �s need to speak
aloud �nto the ears; so that, although fly�ng fowls be mult�pl�ed upon
the earth, yet they der�ve the�r beg�nn�ng from the waters. The
sp�r�tual man judgeth also by allow�ng of what �s r�ght, and
d�sallow�ng what he f�nds am�ss, �n the works and l�ves of the fa�thful;
the�r alms, as �t were the earth br�ng�ng forth fru�t, and of the l�v�ng
soul, l�v�ng by the tam�ng of the affect�ons, �n chast�ty, �n fast�ng, �n
holy med�tat�ons; and of those th�ngs, wh�ch are perce�ved by the
senses of the body. Upon all these �s he now sa�d to judge, where�n
he hath also power of correct�on.

But what �s th�s, and what k�nd of mystery? Behold, Thou blessest
mank�nd, O Lord, that they may �ncrease and mult�ply, and replen�sh
the earth; dost Thou not thereby g�ve us a h�nt to understand
someth�ng? why d�dst Thou not as well bless the l�ght, wh�ch Thou
calledst day; nor the f�rmament of heaven, nor the l�ghts, nor the
stars, nor the earth, nor the sea? I m�ght say that Thou, O God, who
created created us after Th�ne Image, I m�ght say, that �t had been
Thy good pleasure to bestow th�s bless�ng pecul�arly upon man;
hadst Thou not �n l�ke manner blessed the f�shes and the whales,
that they should �ncrease and mult�ply, and replen�sh the waters of
the sea, and that the fowls should be mult�pl�ed upon the earth. I
m�ght say l�kew�se, that th�s bless�ng perta�ned properly unto such



creatures, as are bred of the�r own k�nd, had I found �t g�ven to the
fru�t-trees, and plants, and beasts of the earth. But now ne�ther unto
the herbs, nor the trees, nor the beasts, nor serpents �s �t sa�d,
Increase and mult�ply; notw�thstand�ng all these as well as the f�shes,
fowls, or men, do by generat�on �ncrease and cont�nue the�r k�nd.

What then shall I say, O Truth my L�ght? "that �t was �dly sa�d, and
w�thout mean�ng?" Not so, O Father of p�ety, far be �t from a m�n�ster
of Thy word to say so. And �f I understand not what Thou meanest by
that phrase, let my betters, that �s, those of more understand�ng than
myself, make better use of �t, accord�ng as Thou, my God, hast g�ven
to each man to understand. But let my confess�on also be pleas�ng �n
Th�ne eyes, where�n I confess unto Thee, that I bel�eve, O Lord, that
Thou spokest not so �n va�n; nor w�ll I suppress, what th�s lesson
suggests to me. For �t �s true, nor do I see what should h�nder me
from thus understand�ng the f�gurat�ve say�ngs of Thy B�ble. For I
know a th�ng to be man�foldly s�gn�f�ed by corporeal express�ons,
wh�ch �s understood one way by the m�nd; and that understood many
ways �n the m�nd, wh�ch �s s�gn�f�ed one way by corporeal
express�on. Behold, the s�ngle love of God and our ne�ghbour, by
what man�fold sacraments, and �nnumerable languages, and �n each
several language, �n how �nnumerable modes of speak�ng, �t �s
corporeally expressed. Thus do the offspr�ng of the waters �ncrease
and mult�ply. Observe aga�n, whosoever readest th�s; behold, what
Scr�pture del�vers, and the vo�ce pronounces one only way, In the
Beg�nn�ng God created heaven and earth; �s �t not understood
man�foldly, not through any dece�t of error, but by var�ous k�nds of
true senses? Thus do man's offspr�ng �ncrease and mult�ply.

If therefore we conce�ve of the natures of the th�ngs themselves,
not allegor�cally, but properly, then does the phrase �ncrease and
mult�ply, agree unto all th�ngs, that come of seed. But �f we treat of
the words as f�gurat�vely spoken (wh�ch I rather suppose to be the
purpose of the Scr�pture, wh�ch doth not, surely, superfluously
ascr�be th�s bened�ct�on to the offspr�ng of aquat�c an�mals and man
only); then do we f�nd "mult�tude" to belong to creatures sp�r�tual as
well as corporeal, as �n heaven and earth, and to r�ghteous and
unr�ghteous, as �n l�ght and darkness; and to holy authors who have
been the m�n�sters of the Law unto us, as �n the f�rmament wh�ch �s



settled betw�xt the waters and the waters; and to the soc�ety of
people yet �n the b�tterness of �nf�del�ty, as �n the sea; and to the zeal
of holy souls, as �n the dry land; and to works of mercy belong�ng to
th�s present l�fe, as �n the herbs bear�ng seed, and �n trees bear�ng
fru�t; and to sp�r�tual g�fts set forth for ed�f�cat�on, as �n the l�ghts of
heaven; and to affect�ons formed unto temperance, as �n the l�v�ng
soul. In all these �nstances we meet w�th mult�tudes, abundance, and
�ncrease; but what shall �n such w�se �ncrease and mult�ply that one
th�ng may be expressed many ways, and one express�on understood
many ways; we f�nd not, except �n s�gns corporeally expressed, and
�n th�ngs mentally conce�ved. By s�gns corporeally pronounced we
understand the generat�ons of the waters, necessar�ly occas�oned by
the depth of the flesh; by th�ngs mentally conce�ved, human
generat�ons, on account of the fru�tfulness of reason. And for th�s
end do we bel�eve Thee, Lord, to have sa�d to these k�nds, Increase
and mult�ply. For �n th�s bless�ng, I conce�ve Thee to have granted us
a power and a faculty, both to express several ways what we
understand but one; and to understand several ways, what we read
to be obscurely del�vered but �n one. Thus are the waters of the sea
replen�shed, wh�ch are not moved but by several s�gn�f�cat�ons: thus
w�th human �ncrease �s the earth also replen�shed, whose dryness
appeareth �n �ts long�ng, and reason ruleth over �t.

I would also say, O Lord my God, what the follow�ng Scr�pture
m�nds me of; yea, I w�ll say, and not fear. For I w�ll say the truth,
Thyself �nsp�r�ng me w�th what Thou w�lledst me to del�ver out of
those words. But by no other �nsp�rat�on than Th�ne, do I bel�eve
myself to speak truth, see�ng Thou art the Truth, and every man a
l�ar. He therefore that speaketh a l�e, speaketh of h�s own; that
therefore I may speak truth, I w�ll speak of Th�ne. Behold, Thou hast
g�ven unto us for food every herb bear�ng seed wh�ch �s upon all the
earth; and every tree, �n wh�ch �s the fru�t of a tree y�eld�ng seed. And
not to us alone, but also to all the fowls of the a�r, and to the beasts
of the earth, and to all creep�ng th�ngs; but unto the f�shes and to the
great whales, hast Thou not g�ven them. Now we sa�d that by these
fru�ts of the earth were s�gn�f�ed, and f�gured �n an allegory, the works
of mercy wh�ch are prov�ded for the necess�t�es of th�s l�fe out of the
fru�tful earth. Such an earth was the devout Ones�phorus, unto



whose house Thou gavest mercy, because he often refreshed Thy
Paul, and was not ashamed of h�s cha�n. Thus d�d also the brethren,
and such fru�t d�d they bear, who out of Macedon�a suppl�ed what
was lack�ng to h�m. But how gr�eved he for some trees, wh�ch d�d not
afford h�m the fru�t due unto h�m, where he sa�th, At my f�rst answer
no man stood by me, but all men forsook me. I pray God that �t may
not be la�d to the�r charge. For these fru�ts are due to such as
m�n�ster the sp�r�tual doctr�ne unto us out of the�r understand�ng of
the d�v�ne myster�es; and they are due to them, as men; yea and due
to them also, as the l�v�ng soul, wh�ch g�veth �tself as an example, �n
all cont�nency; and due unto them also, as fly�ng creatures, for the�r
bless�ngs wh�ch are mult�pl�ed upon the earth, because the�r sound
went out �nto all lands.

But they are fed by these fru�ts, that are del�ghted w�th them; nor
are they del�ghted w�th them, whose God �s the�r belly. For ne�ther �n
them that y�eld them, are the th�ngs y�elded the fru�t, but w�th what
m�nd they y�eld them. He therefore that served God, and not h�s own
belly, I pla�nly see why he rejo�ced; I see �t, and I rejo�ce w�th h�m.
For he had rece�ved from the Ph�l�pp�ans, what they had sent by
Epaphrod�tus unto h�m: and yet I perce�ve why he rejo�ced. For
whereat he rejo�ced upon that he fed; for, speak�ng �n truth, I rejo�ced
(sa�th he) greatly �n the Lord, that now at the last your care of me
hath flour�shed aga�n, where�n ye were also careful, but �t had
become wear�some unto you. These Ph�l�pp�ans then had now dr�ed
up, w�th a long wear�ness, and w�thered as �t were as to bear�ng th�s
fru�t of a good work; and he rejo�ceth for them, that they flour�shed
aga�n, not for h�mself, that they suppl�ed h�s wants. Therefore
subjo�ns he, not that I speak �n respect of want, for I have learned �n
whatsoever state I am, therew�th to be content. I know both how to
be abased, and I know how to abound; every where and �n all th�ngs
I am �nstructed both to be full, and to be hungry; both to abound, and
to suffer need. I can do all th�ngs through H�m wh�ch strengtheneth
me.

Whereat then rejo�cest thou, O great Paul? whereat rejo�cest
thou? whereon feedest thou, O man, renewed �n the knowledge of
God, after the �mage of H�m that created thee, thou l�v�ng soul, of so
much cont�nency, thou tongue l�ke fly�ng fowls, speak�ng myster�es?



(for to such creatures, �s th�s food due;) what �s �t that feeds thee?
joy. Hear we what follows: notw�thstand�ng, ye have well done, that
ye d�d commun�cate w�th my affl�ct�on. Hereat he rejo�ceth, hereon
feedeth; because they had well done, not because h�s stra�t was
eased, who sa�th unto Thee, Thou hast enlarged me when I was �n
d�stress; for that he knew to abound, and to suffer want, �n Thee
Who strengthenest h�m. For ye Ph�l�pp�ans also know (sa�th he), that
�n the beg�nn�ng of the Gospel, when I departed from Macedon�a, no
Church commun�cated w�th me as concern�ng g�v�ng and rece�v�ng,
but ye only. For even �n Thessalon�ca ye sent once and aga�n unto
my necess�ty. Unto these good works, he now rejo�ceth that they are
returned; and �s gladdened that they flour�shed aga�n, as when a
fru�tful f�eld resumes �ts green.

Was �t for h�s own necess�t�es, because he sa�d, Ye sent unto my
necess�ty? Rejo�ceth he for that? Ver�ly not for that. But how know
we th�s? Because h�mself says �mmed�ately, not because I des�re a
g�ft, but I des�re fru�t. I have learned of Thee, my God, to d�st�ngu�sh
betw�xt a g�ft, and fru�t. A g�ft, �s the th�ng �tself wh�ch he g�ves, that
�mparts these necessar�es unto us; as money, meat, dr�nk, cloth�ng,
shelter, help: but the fru�t, �s the good and r�ght w�ll of the g�ver. For
the Good Master sa�d not only, He that rece�veth a prophet, but
added, �n the name of a prophet: nor d�d He only say, He that
rece�veth a r�ghteous man, but added, �n the name of a r�ghteous
man. So ver�ly shall the one rece�ve the reward of a prophet, the
other, the reward of a r�ghteous man: nor sa�th He only, He that shall
g�ve to dr�nk a cup of cold water to one of my l�ttle ones; but added,
�n the name of a d�sc�ple: and so concludeth, Ver�ly I say unto you,
he shall not lose h�s reward. The g�ft �s, to rece�ve a prophet, to
rece�ve a r�ghteous man, to g�ve a cup of cold water to a d�sc�ple: but
the fru�t, to do th�s �n the name of a prophet, �n the name of a
r�ghteous man, �n the name of a d�sc�ple. W�th fru�t was El�jah fed by
the w�dow that knew she fed a man of God, and therefore fed h�m:
but by the raven was he fed w�th a g�ft. Nor was the �nner man of
El�jah so fed, but the outer only; wh�ch m�ght also for want of that
food have per�shed.

I w�ll then speak what �s true �n Thy s�ght, O Lord, that when carnal
men and �nf�dels (for the ga�n�ng and �n�t�at�ng whom, the �n�t�atory



Sacraments and the m�ghty work�ngs of m�racles are necessary,
wh�ch we suppose to be s�gn�f�ed by the name of f�shes and whales)
undertake the bod�ly refreshment, or otherw�se succour Thy servant
w�th someth�ng useful for th�s present l�fe; whereas they be �gnorant,
why th�s �s to be done, and to what end; ne�ther do they feed these,
nor are these fed by them; because ne�ther do the one do �t out of an
holy and r�ght �ntent; nor do the other rejo�ce at the�r g�fts, whose fru�t
they as yet behold not. For upon that �s the m�nd fed, of wh�ch �t �s
glad. And therefore do not the f�shes and whales feed upon such
meats, as the earth br�ngs not forth unt�l after �t was separated and
d�v�ded from the b�tterness of the waves of the sea.

And Thou, O God, sawest every th�ng that Thou hadst made, and,
behold, �t was very good. Yea we also see the same, and behold, all
th�ngs are very good. Of the several k�nds of Thy works, when Thou
hadst sa�d "let them be," and they were, Thou sawest each that �t
was good. Seven t�mes have I counted �t to be wr�tten, that Thou
sawest that that wh�ch Thou madest was good: and th�s �s the e�ghth,
that Thou sawest every th�ng that Thou hadst made, and, behold, �t
was not only good, but also very good, as be�ng now altogether. For
severally, they were only good; but altogether, both good, and very
good. All beaut�ful bod�es express the same; by reason that a body
cons�st�ng of members all beaut�ful, �s far more beaut�ful than the
same members by themselves are, by whose well-ordered blend�ng
the whole �s perfected; notw�thstand�ng that the members severally
be also beaut�ful.

And I looked narrowly to f�nd, whether seven, or e�ght t�mes Thou
sawest that Thy works were good, when they pleased Thee; but �n
Thy see�ng I found no t�mes, whereby I m�ght understand that Thou
sawest so often, what Thou madest. And I sa�d, "Lord, �s not th�s Thy
Scr�pture true, s�nce Thou art true, and be�ng Truth, hast set �t forth?
why then dost Thou say unto me, 'that �n Thy see�ng there be no
t�mes'; whereas th�s Thy Scr�pture tells me, that what Thou madest
each day, Thou sawest that �t was good: and when I counted them, I
found how often." Unto th�s Thou answerest me, for Thou art my
God, and w�th a strong vo�ce tellest Thy servant �n h�s �nner ear,
break�ng through my deafness and cry�ng, "O man, that wh�ch My
Scr�pture sa�th, I say: and yet doth that speak �n t�me; but t�me has



no relat�on to My Word; because My Word ex�sts �n equal etern�ty
w�th Myself. So the th�ngs wh�ch ye see through My Sp�r�t, I see; l�ke
as what ye speak by My Sp�r�t, I speak. And so when ye see those
th�ngs �n t�me, I see them not �n t�me; as when ye speak �n t�me, I
speak them not �n t�me."

And I heard, O Lord my God, and drank up a drop of sweetness
out of Thy truth, and understood, that certa�n men there be who
m�sl�ke Thy works; and say, that many of them Thou madest,
compelled by necess�ty; such as the fabr�c of the heavens, and
harmony of the stars; and that Thou madest them not of what was
Th�ne, but that they were otherwhere and from other sources
created, for Thee to br�ng together and compact and comb�ne, when
out of Thy conquered enem�es Thou ra�sedst up the walls of the
un�verse; that they, bound down by the structure, m�ght not aga�n be
able to rebel aga�nst Thee. For other th�ngs, they say Thou ne�ther
madest them, nor even compactedst them, such as all flesh and all
very m�nute creatures, and whatsoever hath �ts root �n the earth; but
that a m�nd at enm�ty w�th Thee, and another nature not created by
Thee, and contrary unto Thee, d�d, �n these lower stages of the
world, beget and frame these th�ngs. Frenz�ed are they who say
thus, because they see not Thy works by Thy Sp�r�t, nor recogn�se
Thee �n them.

But they who by Thy Sp�r�t see these th�ngs, Thou seest �n them.
Therefore when they see that these th�ngs are good, Thou seest that
they are good; and whatsoever th�ngs for Thy sake please, Thou
pleasest �n them, and what through Thy Sp�r�t please us, they please
Thee �n us. For what man knoweth the th�ngs of a man, save the
sp�r�t of a man, wh�ch �s �n h�m? even so the th�ngs of God knoweth
no one, but the Sp�r�t of God. Now we (sa�th he) have rece�ved, not
the sp�r�t of th�s world, but the Sp�r�t wh�ch �s of God, that we m�ght
know the th�ngs that are freely g�ven to us of God. And I am
admon�shed, "Truly the th�ngs of God knoweth no one, but the Sp�r�t
of God: how then do we also know, what th�ngs are g�ven us of
God?" Answer �s made me; "because the th�ngs wh�ch we know by
H�s Sp�r�t, even these no one knoweth, but the Sp�r�t of God. For as �t
�s r�ghtly sa�d unto those that were to speak by the Sp�r�t of God, �t �s
not ye that speak: so �s �t r�ghtly sa�d to them that know through the



Sp�r�t of God, 'It �s not ye that know.' And no less then �s �t r�ghtly sa�d
to those that see through the Sp�r�t of God, 'It �s not ye that see'; so
whatsoever through the Sp�r�t of God they see to be good, �t �s not
they, but God that sees that �t �s good." It �s one th�ng then for a man
to th�nk that to be �ll wh�ch �s good, as the forenamed do; another,
that that wh�ch �s good, a man should see that �t �s good (as Thy
creatures be pleas�ng unto many, because they be good, whom yet
Thou pleasest not �n them, when they prefer to enjoy them, to Thee);
and another, that when a man sees a th�ng that �t �s good, God
should �n h�m see that �t �s good, so, namely, that He should be loved
�n that wh�ch He made, Who cannot be loved, but by the Holy Ghost
wh�ch He hath g�ven. Because the love of God �s shed abroad �n our
hearts by the Holy Ghost, Wh�ch �s g�ven unto us: by Whom we see
that whatsoever �n any degree �s, �s good. For from H�m �t �s, who
H�mself Is not �n degree, but what He Is, Is.

Thanks to Thee, O Lord. We behold the heaven and earth,
whether the corporeal part, super�or and �nfer�or, or the sp�r�tual and
corporeal creature; and �n the adorn�ng of these parts, whereof the
un�versal p�le of the world, or rather the un�versal creat�on, doth
cons�st, we see l�ght made, and d�v�ded from the darkness. We see
the f�rmament of heaven, whether that pr�mary body of the world,
between the sp�r�tual upper waters and the �nfer�or corporeal waters,
or (s�nce th�s also �s called heaven) th�s space of a�r through wh�ch
wander the fowls of heaven, betw�xt those waters wh�ch are �n
vapours borne above them, and �n clear n�ghts d�st�ll down �n dew;
and those heav�er waters wh�ch flow along the earth. We behold a
face of waters gathered together �n the f�elds of the sea; and the dry
land both vo�d, and formed so as to be v�s�ble and harmon�zed, yea
and the matter of herbs and trees. We behold the l�ghts sh�n�ng from
above, the sun to suff�ce for the day, the moon and the stars to cheer
the n�ght; and that by all these, t�mes should be marked and
s�gn�f�ed. We behold on all s�des a mo�st element, replen�shed w�th
f�shes, beasts, and b�rds; because the grossness of the a�r, wh�ch
bears up the fl�ghts of b�rds, th�ckeneth �tself by the exhalat�on of the
waters. We behold the face of the earth decked out w�th earthly
creatures, and man, created after Thy �mage and l�keness, even
through that Thy very �mage and l�keness (that �s the power of



reason and understand�ng), set over all �rrat�onal creatures. And as
�n h�s soul there �s one power wh�ch has dom�n�on by d�rect�ng,
another made subject, that �t m�ght obey; so was there for the man,
corporeally also, made a woman, who �n the m�nd of her reasonable
understand�ng should have a par�ty of nature, but �n the sex of her
body, should be �n l�ke manner subject to the sex of her husband, as
the appet�te of do�ng �s fa�n to conce�ve the sk�ll of r�ght-do�ng from
the reason of the m�nd. These th�ngs we behold, and they are
severally good, and altogether very good.

Let Thy works pra�se Thee, that we may love Thee; and let us love
Thee, that Thy works may pra�se Thee, wh�ch from t�me have
beg�nn�ng and end�ng, r�s�ng and sett�ng, growth and decay, form
and pr�vat�on. They have then the�r success�on of morn�ng and
even�ng, part secretly, part apparently; for they were made of
noth�ng, by Thee, not of Thee; not of any matter not Th�ne, or that
was before, but of matter concreated (that �s, at the same t�me
created by Thee), because to �ts state w�thout form, Thou w�thout
any �nterval of t�me d�dst g�ve form. For see�ng the matter of heaven
and earth �s one th�ng, and the form another, Thou madest the
matter of merely noth�ng, but the form of the world out of the matter
w�thout form: yet both together, so that the form should follow the
matter, w�thout any �nterval of delay.

We have also exam�ned what Thou w�lledst to be shadowed forth,
whether by the creat�on, or the relat�on of th�ngs �n such an order.
And we have seen, that th�ngs s�ngly are good, and together very
good, �n Thy Word, �n Thy Only-Begotten, both heaven and earth,
the Head and the body of the Church, �n Thy predest�nat�on before
all t�mes, w�thout morn�ng and even�ng. But when Thou begannest to
execute �n t�me the th�ngs predest�nated, to the end Thou m�ghtest
reveal h�dden th�ngs, and rect�fy our d�sorders; for our s�ns hung over
us, and we had sunk �nto the dark deep; and Thy good Sp�r�t was
borne over us, to help us �n due season; and Thou d�dst just�fy the
ungodly, and d�v�dest them from the w�cked; and Thou madest the
f�rmament of author�ty of Thy Book between those placed above,
who were to be doc�le unto Thee, and those under, who were to be
subject to them: and Thou gatheredst together the soc�ety of
unbel�evers �nto one consp�racy, that the zeal of the fa�thful m�ght



appear, and they m�ght br�ng forth works of mercy, even d�str�but�ng
to the poor the�r earthly r�ches, to obta�n heavenly. And after th�s
d�dst Thou k�ndle certa�n l�ghts �n the f�rmament, Thy Holy ones,
hav�ng the word of l�fe; and sh�n�ng w�th an em�nent author�ty set on
h�gh through sp�r�tual g�fts; after that aga�n, for the �n�t�at�on of the
unbel�ev�ng Gent�les, d�dst Thou out of corporeal matter produce the
Sacraments, and v�s�ble m�racles, and forms of words accord�ng to
the f�rmament of Thy Book, by wh�ch the fa�thful should be blessed
and mult�pl�ed. Next d�dst Thou form the l�v�ng soul of the fa�thful,
through affect�ons well ordered by the v�gour of cont�nency: and after
that, the m�nd subjected to Thee alone and need�ng to �m�tate no
human author�ty, hast Thou renewed after Thy �mage and l�keness;
and d�dst subject �ts rat�onal act�ons to the excellency of the
understand�ng, as the woman to the man; and to all Off�ces of Thy
M�n�stry, necessary for the perfect�ng of the fa�thful �n th�s l�fe, Thou
w�lledst, that for the�r temporal uses, good th�ngs, fru�tful to
themselves �n t�me to come, be g�ven by the same fa�thful. All these
we see, and they are very good, because Thou seest them �n us,
Who hast g�ven unto us Thy Sp�r�t, by wh�ch we m�ght see them, and
�n them love Thee.

O Lord God, g�ve peace unto us: (for Thou hast g�ven us all
th�ngs;) the peace of rest, the peace of the Sabbath, wh�ch hath no
even�ng. For all th�s most goodly array of th�ngs very good, hav�ng
f�n�shed the�r courses, �s to pass away, for �n them there was
morn�ng and even�ng.

But the seventh day hath no even�ng, nor hath �t sett�ng; because
Thou hast sanct�f�ed �t to an everlast�ng cont�nuance; that that wh�ch
Thou d�dst after Thy works wh�ch were very good, rest�ng the
seventh day, although Thou madest them �n unbroken rest, that may
the vo�ce of Thy Book announce beforehand unto us, that we also
after our works (therefore very good, because Thou hast g�ven them
us), shall rest �n Thee also �n the Sabbath of eternal l�fe.

For then shalt Thou rest �n us, as now Thou workest �n us; and so
shall that be Thy rest through us, as these are Thy works through us.
But Thou, Lord, ever workest, and art ever at rest. Nor dost Thou
see �n t�me, nor art moved �n t�me, nor restest �n a t�me; and yet Thou



makest th�ngs seen �n t�me, yea the t�mes themselves, and the rest
wh�ch results from t�me.

We therefore see these th�ngs wh�ch Thou madest, because they
are: but they are, because Thou seest them. And we see w�thout,
that they are, and w�th�n, that they are good, but Thou sawest them
there, when made, where Thou sawest them, yet to be made. And
we were at a later t�me moved to do well, after our hearts had
conce�ved of Thy Sp�r�t; but �n the former t�me we were moved to do
ev�l, forsak�ng Thee; but Thou, the One, the Good God, d�dst never
cease do�ng good. And we also have some good works, of Thy g�ft,
but not eternal; after them we trust to rest �n Thy great hallow�ng. But
Thou, be�ng the Good wh�ch needeth no good, art ever at rest,
because Thy rest �s Thou Thyself. And what man can teach man to
understand th�s? or what Angel, an Angel? or what Angel, a man?
Let �t be asked of Thee, sought �n Thee, knocked for at Thee; so, so
shall �t be rece�ved, so shall �t be found, so shall �t be opened. Amen.

GRATIAS TIBI DOMINE
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