BOOK TWO

He concentrates here on his sixteenth year, a year of idleness, lust, (;md
adolescent mischief. The memory of slealing some. pears prompls a Z/efep
probing of the motives and aims of sinful acts. I became to myself a

wasteland.”
CHAPTER I

1. I wish now to review in memory my past w1gk<°idncssha11d
the carnal corruptions of my soul—not because I ?tlﬂ olvc t Ieglc;
but that I may love thee, O my God. For love of thy Ovcicked
this, recalling in the bitterness of self-examination rtny :vwith-
ways, that thou mayest grow sweet to me, thou svx;lc'c {“lﬁi with-
out deception! Thou sweetness happy and z.lssur}(:' | Thus thou
mayest gather me up out of those fragments 18 WUIC. \gf;ld orn
to picces, while I turned away from thee, mgfl, and lost
mysclf among “the many.” ! For as I became a youth, i1§ 2d
to be satisfied with worldly things, and I dared to fg‘row w i
a succession of various and shadowy loves. My oylrln fvazig
away, and I became corrupt in thy eyes, yet I w?s still pleasing
to my own eyes—and eager to please the cyes of men.

CHAPTER II

hat was it that delighted me save to love and to be
lofe'dg’glsltiflvl did not keep the moderate way of the love of.rrtun(;if
to mind—the bright path of friendship. Instead, the mli‘sth
passion stcamed up out of the puddly concuplscencebo §
flesh, and the hot imagination of puberty, and they so obscure

1 Yet another Plotinian phrase; cf. Enneads, 1, 6, g:1-2.
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and overcast my heart that I was unable to distinguish pure
affection from unholy desire. Both boiled confusedly within me,
and dragged my unstable youth down over the cliffs of unchaste
desires and plunged me into a gulf of infamy. Thy anger had
come upon me, and I knew it not. I had been deafened by the
clanking of the chains of my mortality, the punishment for my
soul’s pride, and I wandered farther from thee, and thou didst
permit me to do so. I was tossed to and fro, and wasted, and
poured out, and I boiled over in my fornications—and yet thou
didst hold thy peace, O my tardy Joy! Thou didst still hold thy
peace, and I wandered still farther from thee into more and yet
more barren fields of sorrow, in proud dejection and restless
lassitude.

3. If only there had been someone to regulate my disorder
and turn to my profit the fleeting beauties of the things around
mc, and to fix a bound to their sweetness, so that the tides of my
youth might have spent themselves upon the shore of marriage!
Then they might have been tranquilized and satisfied with
having children, as thy law prescribes, O Lord—O thou who
dost form the offspring of our death and art able also with a
tender hand to blunt the thorns which were excluded from thy
paradise! 2 For thy omnipotence is not far from us even when we
are far from thee. Now, on the other hand, I might have given
more vigilant heed to the veice from the clouds: “Nevertheless,
such shall have trouble in the flesh, but I spare you,” 3 and, “It
is good for a man not to touch a woman,” 4 and, ‘“He that is un-
married cares for the things that belong to the Lord, how he
may please the Lord; but he that is married cares for the things
that are of the world, how he may please his wife.” 5 T should
have listened more attentively to these words, and, thus having
been “made a eunuch for the Kingdom of Heaven’s sake,” 6 1
would have with greater happiness expected thy embraces.

4. But, fool that I was, I foamed in my wickedness as the sea
and, forsaking thee, followed the rushing of my own tide, and
burst out of all thy bounds. But I did not escape thy scourges.
For what mortal can do so? Thou wast always by me, mercifully
angry and flavoring all my unlawful pleasures with bitter
discontent, in order that I might seck pleasures free from dis-
content. But where could I find such pleasure save in thee, O
Lord-—save in thee, who dost teach us by sorrow, who woundest

2 Cf. Gen. 3:18 and De¢ bono conjugals, 8-9, 32-35 (N-PNF, 111, 396—413).
31 Cor. 7:28. 41 Cor. 7:1.
6 Cf. Matt. 19:12.

51 Cor. 7:32, 33.
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ill us that we may not die apart from
:}jetf {];}?Lr%s;vzrslc},dsrslilkhow far was I exiled from tfhe ldcll%};ts
of thy house, in that sixteenth ycar of the age of myd lesh, “illich
* the madness of lust held full sway in me--that ma }?CSS }\;vit h
grants indulgence to human shamelessness, even t c')tt;gMcan_
forbidden by thy laws—and I gave thdefceanZley‘r ;?n i ? M o

i i k no carc to sa

m};lrl:i’agrg,yfoiatr}rllég sct)?(? care was that I should learn how to make
a powerful specch and become a persuasive orator,

CHAPTER II1

i i interrupted. I had

. Now, in that year my studies were in

corsne b(::k from Madaura, a nelghboréln% city 7 w?err; fglrglacci
d rhetoric; and the money fo |
gone to study grammar an: ; and the money or Darioet
t Carthage was being got together fo . Thi
::;:n nilore 2:).rmafter of my father’s ambition than of his means,
ly a poor citizen of Tagaste.
forT}(l)ew“},f:)sni) gn}; I rll)arrating all this? Not to thee, O my Godf, b}lllt
to my own kind in thy presence—to that small part o At g
human race who may chance to come upon these writings. nd
to what end? That T and all who read them may undersgtai?n ‘
- what depths therc are from which we are to cry unto thee. Ocli
what is more surely heard in thy ear than a confessing heart an
ithful life?
’ f\Z;\l’houdicll not extol and praise my father, because he wc?t
quite beyond his means to supply his son with the r}‘ecc;)ssléil‘o);
expenses for a far journcy in the interest 0{1 hfls etclllu?atclﬁiriaren
far richer citizens did not do so much for their .
rSnt?lrllythai‘s same father troubled himself not at all as to h;)w I waf
prog,ressing toward thec nor how chaste I was, just so long Zﬁl
was skillful in speaking—no matter how barren I waj tc; my
tillage, O God, who art the one true and good Lord of my
heart, which is thy field.? ) .

6. During that sixtcenth year of my age, I llveﬁ- wglh nrgs);
parents, having a holiday from school for a time—this 1 eThe
imposec’l upon me by my parents’ straitened finances. he
thornbushes of lust grew rank about my head, and there was n

7 Twenty miles from Tagaste, famed as the birthplace ?gf‘f\guleius, the only
notable classical author produced by the provmceﬁ ncta(;x icit state.

% Another echo of the De profundis (Ps. 130:1)'—and the mos p'(in (ate-
ment we have from Augustine of his motive and aim in writing
“‘confessions.” 9 Cf. I Cor. 3:9.
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hand to root them out. Indeed, when my father saw me one
day at the baths and perceived that I was becoming a man, and
was showing the signs of adolescence, he Jjoyfully told m
mother about it as if already looking forward to grandchildren,
rejoicing in that sort of inebriation in which the world so often
forgets thee, its Creator, and falls in love with thy creature
instead of thee—the incbriation of that invisible wine of a
perverted will which turns and bows down to infamy. But in
my mother’s breast thou hadst already begun to build thy
temple and the foundation of thy holy habitation—whereas my
father was only a catechumen, and that but recently, She was,
therefore, startled with a holy fear and trembling: for though 1
had not yet been baptized, she feared those crooked ways in
which they walk who turn their backs to thee and not their faces.
7. Woe is me! Do I dare affirm that thou didst hold thy
peace, O my God, while I wandered farther away from thee?
Didst thou really then hold thy peace? Then whose words were
they but thine which by my mother, thy faithful handmaid, thou
didst pour into my ears? None of them, however, sank into my
heart to make me do anything. She deplored and, as I remem-
ber, warned me privately with great solicitude, “not to commit
fornication; but above all things never to defile another man’s
wife.” These appeared to me but womanish counsels, which [
would have blushed to obey. Yet they were from thee, and I

knew it not. I thought that thou wast silent and that jt was only

she who spoke. Yet it was through her that thou didst not keep
silence toward me; and in rejecting her counsel I was rejecting
thee—I, her son, “the son of thy handmaid, thy servant.” 10
But I did not realize this, and rushed on headlong with such
blindness that, among my friends, I was ashamed to be less
shameless than they, when I heard them boasting of their dis-
graceful exploits—yes, and glorying all the more the worse thejr
baseness was. What is worse, I took pleasure in such exploits,
not for the pleasure’s sake only but mostly for praise. What is
worthy of vituperation except vice itself? Yet I made myself
out worse than I was, in order that I might not go lacking for
praise. And when in anything I had not sinned as the worst ones
in the group, I would still say that I had done what I had not
done, in order not to appear contemptible because I was more
mnnocent than they; and not to drop in their esteem because I
was more chaste.

8. Behold with what companions I walked the streets of

10 Ps, 116:16.

~
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! T rolled in its mire and lolled about on it, as if on a
gggyci;nslpiccs and precious ointments. And, drawing me rrtlorél:
closely to the very center of that city, my invisible clt\r/}emy tﬁ)
me down and seduced me, for I was easy to seduce. My mother
had alrcady fled out of the midst of Babylon!! and wals'prrogrcsts-
ing, albeit slowly, toward its outskirts. For in (:ounscdlr;lg3 (rln;: 13
cha,stity, she did not bear in mind what her husband had to
her about me. And although she knew that my passmn(f_(}vcrc;
destructive even then and dangerous for the future, she 1 i HPO
think they should be restrained by the bonds of conjuga ka SC}(I:-
tion—if, indeed, they could not be cut away to the c%glc . She
took no heed of this, for she was afraid lest a wife shou d pr}?vc a
hindrance and a burden to my hopes. These were not clr) op}cl:s
of the world to come, which my mother had in thcc,. ut }tl i
hope of learning, which both my parents were too anx1o}1115 t ﬁt
I should acquire—my father, because he had little or no tb oug

“of thee, and only vain thoughts for me; my mother, ccl:au;e
she thought that the usual course of study would not on}; ci
no hindrance but actually a furtherance toward my cvclzln uaI
return to thee. This much I conjecture, recalling a:l well as f
can the temperaments of my parents. Meantime, the rel‘nst Of
discipline were slackened on me, so that without the rcstramt}?
due severity, I might play at whatsoever I fancied, even toI _ }?
point of dissoluteness. And in all this therc was that mist WGHCd-
shut out from my sight the brightness of thy truth, (?lrzny od;
and my iniquity bulged out, as it were, with fatness!

CHAPTER IV

is punished by thy law, O L'ord, .and by_ the law
wr‘(i)t‘tcrflhicnftrrllcrlna’s hearts, vzhich not even ingrained 'w;cked?ess
can erase. For what thief will tolerate another thl}Cl' sftcz;lm_g
“ from him? Even a rich thief will not tolerate a poor thie l\;vb 0 15
driven to theft by want. Yet I had a desire to commit ro %ry;
and did so, compelled to it by neither hunger nor pgvert)l/, 1t1
through a contempt for well-doing and a strong i]mp;ll sccl: js
iniquity. For I pilfered something which I alre_z::1 y 3 in
sufficient measure, and of much better quality. I di 'nOtlf esi
to enjoy what I stole, but only the theft and the sin 1ts_i: .
- There was a pear tree close to our own vineyard, heavi yfa 'Ctn
with fruit, which was not tempting either for its color or for its

11 Cf. Jer. 51:6; 50:8. 12 Cf, Ps. 73:7.
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flavor. Late one night—having prolonged our games in the
streets until then, as our bad habit was—a group of young
scoundrels, and I among them, went to shake and rob this
tree. We carried off a huge load of pears, not to eat oursclves,
but to dump out to the hogs, after barely tasting some of them
ourselves. Doing this pleased us all the more because it was for-
bidden. Such was my heart, O God, such was my heart—which
thou didst pity even in that bottomless pit. Behold, now let my
heart confess to thee what it was secking there, when I was being
gratuitously wanton, having no inducement to evil but the -
evilitself. It was foul, and I loved it. I loved my own undoing. I
loved my error—not that for which I crred but the error itself,
A depraved soul, falling away from security in thee to destruc-

tion in itself, seeking nothing from the shameful decd but shame
itself.

CHAPTER V

10. Now there is a comeliness in all beautiful bodies, and in
gold and silver and all things. The sense of touch has its own
power to please and the other senses find their proper objects in
physical sensation, Worldly honor also has its own glory; and
so do the powers to command and to overcome: and from these
there springs up the desire for revenge. Yet, in sccking these
pleasures, we must not depart from thee, O Lord, nor deviate
from thy law. The life which we live here has its own peculiar
attractiveness because it lias a certain mcasure of comeliness of
itsown and a harmony with all these inferior values, The bond of
human friendship has a sweetness of its own, binding many
souls together as one. Yet because of these values, sin is com-
mitted, because we have an inordinate preference for these
goods of a lower order and neglect the better and the higher
good—neglecting thee, O our Lord God, and thy truth and thy
law. For these inferior values have their delights, but not at all
equal to my God, who hath made them all. For in him do the
righteous delight and he is the sweetness of the upright in heart.

11. When, therefore, we inquire why a crime was committed,
we do not accept the explanation unless it appears that there
was the desire to obtain some of those values which we designate
inferior, or else a fear of losing them. For truly they are beautiful
and comely, though in comparison with the superior and celestial
goods they are abject and Contemptible. A man has murdered
another man—what was his motjve? Either he desired his wife
or his property or else he would steal to support himself; or



56 AUGUSTINE: CONFESSIONS AND ENGHIRIDION
CONFESSIONS: BOOK TWO

else he was afraid of losing something to him; or else, having seeks h d ol 57
been injured, he was burning to be revenged. Would a man above Z(l)lrllor aél lg ory, whereas only thou shouldst be honored
commit murder without a motive, taking delight simply in the feared. be and g ? }rll.ECd forever. The powerful man secks to be
act of murder? Who would believe such a thing? Even for that but Gé)d caluspc‘(l)v is cruelty; but who ought really to be feared
savage and brutal man [Catilinc], of whom it was said that he his powe on yil hat can be forced away or withdrawn out of
was gratuitously wicked and cruel, there is still a motive mcrll)ts ofrth_w en or where or whither or by whom? The entice-
assigned to his deeds. “Lest through idleness,” he says, “hand more enti ¢ waﬁlton claim the name of love; and yet nothing is
or heart should grow inactive.” 2 And to what purposc? Why, fully th 1c1tr}1lg than thy l_ovc, nor 1s anything loved more health-
even this: that, having once got possession of the city through ro?n tan dy 'trutfh, bright and beautiful above all. Curiosity
his practice of his wicked ways, he might gain honors, empire, Enowg ts Z;l tlc_smt or knowledge, whereas it is only thou who
and wealth, and thus be exempt from the fear of the laws and thcmscsl all things supremcly. Indced, ignorance and foolishness
from financial difficulties in supplying the needs of his family— cence: vistlgo masked under the names of simplicity and inno-
and from the consciousness of his own wickedness. So it secms none i’syie were is no being that has truesimplicity like thine, and
that even Catiline himself loved not his own villainies, but o Tarnacent o thou art. Thus it is that by a sinner’s own
something else, and it was this that gave him the motive for his rest butc ;,sha;r;j: efrl(:,:tr :?iﬁ Human Sl(})lth pretends to long for
crimes. fain be called ple prCsave 1r} the Lord? Luxury would

cHAVTER VI

X ) . igali :

12, What was it in you, O theft of mine, that 1, poor wretch, a slzlovslrl.of liberality; but thou art the most lavi?h giyvé)r1 eosfll[l?
doted on—you deed of darkness—in that sixteenth year of my gf)o (; ings. Covctousness desires to possess much; but thou art
age? Beautiful you were not, for you were a theft. But are you 2 rfea y the possessor of all things. Envy contends that its aim
anything at all, so that I could analyze the case with you? Those 15 lor Cx‘(:ellence; but what is so excellent as thou? Anger seeks
pears that we stole were fair to the sight because they were thy reveﬁge, but W}.IO avenges more justly than thou? Fear recoils
creation, O Beauty beyond compare, O Creator of all, O thou a}:. the unfamiliar and the sudden changes which threaten
good God—God the highest good and my true good.!* Thosc f ngs belovgd, and 1S wary for its own security; but what can
pears were truly pleasant to the sight, but it was not for them lhappen that is unfamiliar or sudden to thee? Or who can de ri‘vc
that my miserable soul lusted, for I had an abundance of better thee .Of what t.hou IOVCSt?, Where, really, is there unSllli)lkcn
pears. I stole those simply that I might steal, for, having stolen :lecgrlty save with thee? Grief languishes for things lost in which

, them, I threw them away. My sole gratification in them was my p esire had taken delight, because it wills to have nothing taken
own sin, which I was pleased to enjoy; for, if any one of these rom it, just as nothing can be taken from thee.
pears cntered my mouth, the only good flavor it had was my sin P 14. Thus the soul commits fornication when she is turned
in eating it. And now, O Lord my God, I ask what it was in that rom thee,!? and seeks apart from thee what she cannot find
theft of mine that caused me such delight; for behold it had no pure and untainted until she returns to thee. All things thus
beauty of its own—certainly not the sort of beauty that exists 1fm1tatc thee—but pervertedly—when they separate themselves
in justice and wisdom, nor such as is in the mind, memory far from thee and raise themselves up against thee. But, even
senses, and the animal life of man; nor yet the kind that is the IE this act of perverse imitation, they acknowledge thee to be
glory and beauty of the stars in their courses; nor the beauty of t E. Creator of all nature, and recognize that there is no place
the earth, or the sea—teeming with spawning life, replacing in % ither th.ey can altogether separate themselves from thee
birth that which dies and decays. Indeed, it did not have that I 'hat was it, then, that I loved in that theft? And wherein was
false and shadowy beauty which attends the deceptions of vice. D}mltatxpg my Lord, even in a corrupted and perverted way?
id I wish, if only by gesture, to rebel against thy law, evz{l

13. For thus we see pride wearing the mask of high-spirited- though
ness, although only thou, O God, art high above all. Ambition iough I had no power to do so actually—so that, even as a
. - 15 Avertitur, the o i e o
13 Cicero, De Catiline, 16. 14 Deus summum bonum et bonum verum meum. , the opposite of convertitur: the evil will turns th
> : God; this is sin. By grace it is turned o God; this is Conv:rjg,l,ﬂ away from
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captive, I might produce a sort of counterfeit liberty, by doing
with impunity deeds that were forbidden, in a deluded sense
of omnipotence? Behold this servant of thine, flecing from his
Lord and following a shadow! O rottenness! O monstrousness
of life and abyss of death! Could I find pleasure only in what
was unlawful, and only becausc it was unlawful?

CHAPTER VII

15. “What shall I render unto the Lord” 16 for the fact that
while my memory recalls these things my soul no longer fcars
them? I will love thee, O Lord, and thank thee, and confess to
thy name, because thou hast put away from me such wicked
and evil deeds. To thy grace I attribute it and to thy mercy,
that thou hast melted away my sin as if it werc ice. To thy grace
also I attribute whatsoever of evil I did not commit—for what
might I not have done, loving sin as I did, just for the sake of
sinning? Yea, all the sins that I confess now to have been for-
given me, both thosc which I committed willfully and thosc
which, by thy providence, I did not commit. What man is there
who, when reflecting upon his own infirmity, darcs to ascribe
his chastity and innocence to his own powers, so that he should
love thee less—as if he were in less need of thy mercy in which
thou forgivest the transgressions of those that return to thee? As
for that man who, when called by thee, obeyed thy voice and
shunned those things which he here reads of me as I recall and
confess them of mysclf] let him not despise me—for I, who was
sick, have been healed by the same Physician by whose aid it
was that lie did not fall sick, or rather was less sick than I. And
for this let him love thec just as much—indced, all the more—
since lie secs me restored from such a great weakncss of sin by
the sclfsame Saviour by whom he sces himself preserved from
such a weakness.

CHAPTER VIII

16. What profit did I, a wretched one, reccive from those
things which, when I remember them now, cause mc shame—
above all, from that theft, which I loved only for the theft’s
sake? And, as the theft itself was nothing, I was all thc more
wretched in that I loved it so. Yet by myself alone I would not

16 Ps, 116:12.

CONFESSIONS: BOOK TWO 59

have done it—T still recall how I felt about this then—I could
not have done it alone. I loved it then because of the companion-
ship of my accomplices with whom I did it. I did not, therefore
love the theft alone—yet, indecd, it was only the theft that T
loved, for the companionship was nothing. What is this para-
dox? Who is it that can explain it to me but God, who illum}n::s
my heart and scarches out the dark corners thercof? What is it
that has prompted my mind to inquire about it, to discuss and
to reflect upon all this? For had I at that time loved the pears
that I stole and wished to enjoy them, I might have doue‘so
alone, I I could have becen satisfied with the mere act of theft
by which my plcasure was scrved. Nor did I need to have that
itching of my own passions inflamed by the encouragement of
my acc.‘?mph.ccs.l But since the pleasure I got was not from the
pcars, 1t was in the crime itself; : i i
¢ m); s in the o tself, enhanced by the companionship ,

CHAPTER IX

17. By what passion, then, was I animated? It was un-
doubtedly depraved and a great misfortune for me to feel it But
still, what was it? “Who can understand his crrors?’ 17

We laughed because our hearts were tickled at the thought of
deceiving the owners, who had no idea of what we were doin
and would have strenuously objected. Yet, again why did I ﬁng
such declight in doing this which I would not have done alone?
Is it that no one rcadily laughs alonc? No onc does so readily-
but still sometimes, when men arc by themsclves and no or?é
clse is about, a fit of laughter will overcome them when some.-
thing very droll presents itsclf to their sense or mind. Yet alone
Illwould not have donc it—alone I could not have done it at
all.

Behold, my God, the lively review of my soul’s career is laid
bare before thee. I would not have committed that theft alone
My pleasure in it was not what I stole but, rather, the act of
stealing. Nor would I have enjoyed doing it alone—indced I
would not have donc it! O friendship all unfricndly! You strange
scducer of the soul, who hungers for mischicf from impulses %f
mirth and wantonness, who craves another’s loss without
any desire for one’s own profit or revenge—so that, when they
Tay, “Let’s go, let’s do it,” we are ashamed not to be shame-
ess,

17 Ps. 19:12.
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CHAPTER X

18. Who can unravel such a twisted and tangled knottiness?
It is unclean. I hate to reflect upon it. I hate to look on it. But
I do long for thee, O Rightcousness and Innocence, so beautiful
and comely to all virtuous eyes—I long for thee with an in-

satiable satiety. With thee is perfect rest, and life unchanging.

He who enters into thee enters into the joy of his Lord,!® and

shall have no fear and shall achieve excellence in the Excellent.
I fell away from thee, O my God, and in my youth I wandered
too far from thee, my true support. And I became to myself a

wasteland.
13 Cf. Matt. 25:21.

BOOK THREE

}717(1; tétr(l);)ifu:f”/:eise s/ﬁt.td;;z't daj!rsb in Carthage, his discovery of Cicero’s
_ » the enkindling of his philosophical interest, his i ]
with the Manichean heresy, and hi ’ i foation
eventual return to the truej,’;zit/z amlist(,)n gﬁfif ¢ dream which foreold His

CHAPTER 1

1. I came to Carthage, where a cald
] ! y ron of
i)cctlimg and bubbl'lng all around me. I “Izla;) n‘(;rtl}ilr?ll):)i(zvsz yet
mt;tSCl;vfzz)s in l(t)vfc \;{lth love; and, from a hidden hunger, I ha}zgg
: r not feeling more intensely a se fh ,
looking for somethin vas in love with loving. a3
g to love, for I was in love with lovi
I hated security and a smooth w crren. g, 2nd
free from s Withi
I had a dearth of that inner food which 35 thyscll. my pod
hich is thyself,
although that dearth caused m(:: o A 1 ot
. _ hunger. And I i
without any appetite for incorru trilt())l ¢ e T
etite food—not b
already filled with it, but bccagsc t}cl i eonme s
more I loathed it Bcéausc of this m oul s anhenime the
d it. ] y soul was unh ;
full of sores, it exuded itself forth, itching to E: sgsitt}(:l);:ec? nl?’
scraping on the things of the senses.! Yet, had these thi 5
301’111‘, tlhcy wogld certainly not inspire our love nee e
o love and to be loved was sweet to me, and
] ] , 11 th
¥£1cn II gained the enjoyment of the body of the pc?son Icl(;?l(;(rlc
o :Csnc é)gllgtf(ii the sp(;‘lpglof friendship with the filth of concu-
n immed its luster with the slime of lust. Y 1
and unclean as I was, I still craved, i tve vanity. 1o
R , 1N excessive vanit
:ﬁmlxght flegant and urbane. And I did fall prccipirtl;tZiyt?ntt)::
e love I was longing for. My God, my mercy, with how much

1 CF. Job 2:7, 8.
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