The Confessions of Saint Augustine

BOOK ONE

In God’s searching presence, Augustine undertakes to plumb the depths
of his memory to trace the mysterious pilgrimage of grace which his life
has been—and to praise God for his constant and omnipotent grace. In a
mood of sustained prayer, he recalls what he can of his infancy, his
learning to speak, and his childhood experiences in school. He concludes
with a paean of grateful praise to God.

CHAPTER 1

1. “Great art thou, O Lord, and greatly to be praised; great
is thy power, and infinite is thy wisdom.” ! And man desires to
praisc thee, for he is a part of thy creation; he bears his mortality
about with him and carries the evidence of his sin and the proof
that thou dost resist the proud. Still he desires to praise thee,
this man who is only a small part of thy creation. Thou hast
prompted him, that he should delight to praise thee, for thou
hast made us for thyself and restless is our heart until it comes
to rest in thee. Grant me, O Lord, to know and understand
whether first to invoke thee or to praise thee; whether first to
know thee or call upon thee. But who can invoke thee, knowing
thee not? For he who knows thee not may invoke thee as an.
other than thou art. It may be that we should invoke thee in
order that we may come to know thee. But “how shall they call
on him in whom they have not believed? Or how shall they
belicve without a preacher?”” 2 Now, “they shall praise the Lord
who seek him,” 3 for “those who seek shall find him,” 4 and,

I Cf. Ps. 145:3 and Ps. 147:5. 2 Rom. r10:14.
3 Ps. 22:26, 4 Matt. 7:7.
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finding him, shall praise him. I will seck thee, O Lord, and call
upon thee. I call upon thee, O Lord, in my faith which thou
hast given me, which thou hast inspired in me through the
humanity of thy Son, and through the ministry of thy preacher.$

CHAPTER II

2. And how shall I call upon my God—my God and my
Lord? For when I call on him I ask him to come into me. And
what place is there in me into which my God can come? How
could God, the God who made both heaven and ecarth, come
into me? Is there anything in me, O Lord my God, that can
contain thee? Do even the heaven and the carth, which thou
hast made, and in which thou didst make me, contain thee? Is it
possible that, since without thee nothing would be which does
exist, thou didst make it so that whatever exists has some
capacity to receive thee? Why, then, do I ask thee to come into
me, since I also am and could not be if thou wert not in me? For
I am not, after all, in hell—and yet thou art there too, for “if I
go down into hell, thou art there.” 6 Therefore I would not
exist—1I would simply not be at all—unless I exist in thee, from
whom and by whom and in whom all things are. Even so,
Lord; even so. Where do I call thee to, when I am already in
thee? Or from wlcnce wouldst thou come into me? Where,
beyond heaven and earth, could I go that there my God might
come to me—he who hath said, ““I fill heaven and earth’??

CHAPTER 1III

3. Since, then, thou dost fill the heaven and earth, do they
contain thee? Or, dost thou fill and overflow them, because they
cannot contain thee? And where dost thou pour out what re-
mains of thee after heaven and earth are full? Or, indeed, is
there no need that thou, who dost contain all things, shouldst be
contained by any, since those things which thou dost fill thou
fillest by containing them? For the vessels which thou dost fill
do not confine thee, since even if they were broken, thou wouldst
not be poured out. And, when thou art poured out on us, thou
art not thereby brought down; rather, we are uplifted. Thou art

5 A reference to Bishop Ambrose of Milan; see Bk. V, Ch. XIII; Bk. VIII,
Ch. 11, 3.
6 Ps. 139:8. 7 Jer. 23:24.
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not scattered; rather, thou dost gather us together. But when
thou dost fill all things, dost thou fill them with thy whole being?
Or, since not even all things together could contain thee alto-
gether, does any one thing contain a single part, and do all
things contain that same part at the same time? Do singulars
contain thee singly? Do greater things contain more of thee, and
smaller things less? Or, is it not rather that thou art wholly

present everywhere, yet in such a way that nothing contains
thee wholly?

CHAPTER 1V

4. What, therefore, is my God? What, I ask, but the Lord
God? “For who is Lord but the Lord himself, or who is God
besides our God?”’ s Most high, most excellent, most potent,
most omnipotent; most merciful and most Jjust; most secret and
most truly present; most beautiful and most strong; stable, yet
not supported; unchangeable, yet changing all things; never
new, never old; making all things new, yet bringing old age
upon the proud, and they know it not; always working, ever at
rest; gathering, yet needing nothing; sustaining, pervading, and
protecting; creating, nourishing, and developing; seeking, and
yet possessing all things. Thou dost love, but without passion; art
jealous, yet free from care; dost repent without remorse; art
angry, yet remainest screne. Thou changest thy ways, leaving
thy plans unchanged; thou recoverest what thou hast ncver
really lost. Thou art never in need but still thou dost rejoice at
thy gains; art never greedy, yet demandest dividends. Men pay
more than is required so that thou dost become a debtor; yet
who can possess anything at all which is not already thine? Thou
owest men nothing, yet payest out to them as if in debt to thy
creature, and when thou dost cancel debts thou losest nothing
thereby. Yet, O my God, iy life, my holy Joy, what is this that
I have said? What can any man say when he speaks of thee?
But woe to them that keep silence-—since even those who say
most are dumb.

CHAPTER V

5. Who shall bring me to rest in thee? Who will send thee into
my heart so to overwhelm it that my sins shall be blotted out
and I may embrace thee, my only good? What art thou to me?
Have mercy that I may speak. What am I to thee that thou

3 Cf Ps. 18:31.
A.C.E—3
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shouldst command me to love thee, and if I do it not, art angry
and threatenest vast misery? Is it, then, a trifling sorrow not to
love thee? It is not so to me. Tell me, by thy mercy, O Lord, my
God, what thou art to me. “Say to my soul, I am your salva-
tion.” ? So speak that I may hear. Behold, the cars of my heart
arc before thee, O Lord; open them and “say to my soul, I am
your salvation.” T will hasten after that voice, and I will lay
hold upon thee. Hide not thy face from me. Even if I die, let
me sce thy face lest I die. .

6. The house of my soul is too narrow for thee to come in to
me; let it be enlarged by thee. It is in ruins; do thou restore it.
There is much about it which must offend thy eyes; I confess and
know it. But who will cleanse it? Or, to whom shall I cry but to
thee? “Cleanse thou me from my secret faults,” O Lord, “and
keep back thy servant from strange sins.” 10 “I believe, and
therefore do I speak.” 1 But thou, O Lord, thou knowest. Have
I not confessed my transgressions unto thee, O my God; and
hast thou not put away the iniquity of my heart?12 I do not
contend in judgment with thee,!3 who art Truth 1ts?lf; and I
would not deceive myself] lest my iniquity lie even to 1t‘s§31f. Ido
not, therefore, contend in judgment with thee, for “if ,t’hou,
Lord, shouldst mark iniquities, O Lord, who shall stand?’’ 14

CHAPTER VI

7. Still, dust and ashes as I am, allow me to speak before thy
mercy. Allow me to speak, for, behold, it is to thy mercy that I
speak and not to a man who scorns me. Yet perhaps even thou
mightest scorn me; but when thou dost turn and attend to me,
thou wilt have mercy upon me. For what do I wish to say, O
Lord my God, but that I know not whence I came hither into

- this life-in-death. Or should I call it death-in-life? I do not know.
And yet the consolations of thy mercy have sustained me from
the very beginning, as I have heard from my fleshly parents,
from whom and in whom thou didst form me in time—for I
cannot myself remember. Thus even though they sustained me
by the consolation of woman’s milk, neither my mother nor my
nurses filled their own breasts but thou, through them, didst
give me the food of infancy according to thy ordinance and thy
bounty which underlie all things. For it was thou who didst

9 Ps. 35:3. 10 Cf. Ps. 19:12, 13.
1 Ps. 116:10. 12 Cf. Ps. 32:5.
8 Cf. Job g:2. 14 Pg, 130:3.
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cause me not to want more than thou gavest and it was thou
who gavest-to those who nourished me the will to give me what
thou didst give them. And they, by an instinctive affection, were
willing to give me what thou hadst supplied abundantly. It was,
indecd, good for them that my good should come through them,
though, in truth, it was not from them but by them. For it is
from thee, O God, that all good things come—and from my
God is all my health. This is what I have since learned, as thou
hast made it abundantly clear by all that I have seen thee give,
both to me and to those around me. For even at the very first I
knew how to suck, to lie quiet when I was full, and to cry when
in pain—nothing more.

8. Afterward I began to laugh—at first in my sleep, then
when waking. For this I have been told about myself and I
believe it—though I cannot remember it—for I sce the same
things in other infants. Then, little by little, I realized where I
was and wished to tell my wishes to those who might satisfy
them, but I could not! For my wants were inside me, and they
were outside, and they could not by any power of theirs come
into my soul. And so I would fling my arms and legs about and
cry, making the few and feeble gestures that I could, though in-
deed the signs were not much like what I inwardly desired and
when I was not satisfiecd—either from not being understood or
because what I got was not good for me—I grew indignant
that my elders were not subject to me and that those on whom
I' actually had no claim did not wait on me as slaves—and I
avenged myself on them by crying. That infants are like this, I
have myself been able to learn by watching them; and they,
though they knew me not, have shown me better what I was
like than my own nurses who knew me.

9. And, behold, my infancy died long ago, but I am still
living. But thou, O Lord, whose life is forever and in whom
nothing dies—since before the world was, indeed, before all that
can be called “before,” thou wast, and thou art the God and
Lord of all thy creatures; and with thee abide all the stable
causes of all unstable things, the unchanging sources of all
changeable things, and the eternal reasons of all nonrational
and temporal things—tell me, thy suppliant, O God, tell me, O
merciful One, in pity tell a pitiful creature whether my infancy
followed yet an earlier age of my life that had already passed
away before it. Was it such another age which I spent in my
mother’s womb? For something of that sort has been suggested
to me, and I have myself seen pregnant women. But what, O
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God, my Joy, preceded that period of life? Was 1, indeed, any-
where, or anybody? No one can explain these things to me,
neither father nor mother, nor the experience of others, nor my
own memory. Dost thou laugh at me for asking such things? Or
dost thou command me to praise and confess unto thee only
what I know? o

10. I'give thanks to thee, O Lord of heaven and earth, giving
praise to thee for that first being and my infancy of which I have
no memory. For thou hast granted to man that he should come
to self-knowledge through the knowledge of others, and that he
should believe many things about himself on the authority of
the womenfolk. Now, clearly, I had life and being; and, as my
infancy closed, I was already learning signs by which my
feelings could be communicated to others.

Whence could such a creature come but from thee, O. Lord?
Is any man skillful enough to have fashioned himself? Or is there
any other source from which being and life could flow into us,
save this, that thou, O Lord, hast made us— thou with whom
being and life are one, since thou thyself art supreme being and
supreme life both together. For thou art infinite and in thee
there is no change, nor an end to this present day—although
there is a sense in which it ends in thee since all things are in
thee and there would be no such thing as days passing away
unless thou didst sustain them. And since ‘“‘thy years shall have
no end,” 15 thy years arc an ever-present day. And how many
of ours and our fathers’ days have passed through this thy day
and have received from it what measure and fashion of being
they had? And all the days to come shall so receive and so pass
away. “But thou art the same’!16 And all the things of tomor-
row and the days yet to come, and all of yesterday and the days
that are past, thou wilt gather into this thy day. What is it to me
if someone does not understand this? Let him §t1'll rejoice and
continue to ask, “What is this?”’ Let him also rejoice and prefer
to seek thee, even if he fails to find an answer, rather than to seek
an answer and not find thee!

CHAPTER VII

11, “Hear me, O God! Woe to the sins of men !f’ When a
man cries thus, thou showest him mercy, for thou didst create
the man but not the sin in him. Who brings to remembrance the

13 Ps. 102:27. 16 Ps. 102:27.
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sins of my infancy? For in thy sight there is none free from sin,
not even the infant who has lived but a"day upon this earth,
Who brings this to my remembrance? Does not each little one,
in whom I now observe what I no longer remember of myself?
In what ways, in that time, did I sin? Was it that I cried for the
breast? If I should now so cry—not indeed for the breast, but
for food suitable to my condition—I should be most justly
laughed at and rebuked. What I did then deserved rebuke but,
since I could not understand those who rebuked me, neither
custom nor common sense permitted me to be rebuked. As we
grow we root out and cast away from us such childish habits,
Yet I have not seen anyone who is wise who cast away the good
when trying to purge the bad. Nor was it good, even in that
time, to strive to get by crying what, if it had been given me,
would have been hurtful; or to be bitterly indignant at those
who, because they were older—not slaves, either, but free—and
wiser than I, would not indulge my capricious desires. Was it a
good thing for me to try, by struggling as hard as I could, to
harm them for not obeying me, even when it would have done
me harm to have been obeyed? Thus, the infant’s innocence lies
in the weakness of his body and not in the infant mind. I have
myself observed a baby to be jealous, though it could not speak;
it was livid as it watched another infant at the breast.

Who is ignorant of this? Mothers and nurses tell us that they
cure these things by I know not what remedies. But is this
innocence, when the fountain of milk is flowing fresh and abun-
dant, that another who needs it should not be allowed io share
it, even though he requires such nourishment to sustain his life?
Yet we look leniently on such things, not because they are not
faults, or even small faults, but because they will vanish as the
years pass. For, although we allow for such things in an infant,
the same things could not be tolerated patiently in an adult,

12. Therefore, O Lord my God, thou who gavest life to the
infant, and a body which, as we see, thou hast furnished with
senses, shaped with limbs, beautified with form, and endowed
with all vital energies for its well-being and health—thou dost
command me to praise thee for these things, to give thanks unto
the Lord, and to sing praise unto his name, O Most High.t7 For
thou art God, omnipotent and good, even if thou hadst done
no more than these things, which no other but thou canst do—
thou alone who madest all things fair and didst order everything
according to thy law.

17 Cf. Ps. ga2:1.
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I am loath to dwell on this part of my life of which, O Lord,
I have no remembrance, about which I must trust the word of
others and what I can surmise from observing other infants,
even if such guesses arc trustworthy. For it lies in the deep murk
of my forgetfulness and thus is like the period which I passed in
my mother’s womb. But if “I was conceived in iniquity, and in
sin my mother nourished me in her womb,” 18 where, I pray
thee, O my God, where, O Lord, or when was I, thy servant,
ever innocent? But see now, I pass over that period, for what
have I to do with a time from which I can recall no memories?

CHAPTER VIII

13. Did T not, then, as I grew out of infancy, come next to
boyhood, or rather did it not come to me and succeed my
infancy? My infancy did not go away (for where would it go?).
It was simply no longer present; and I was no longer an infant
who could not speak, but now a chattering boy. I remember
this, and I have since observed how I learned to spcak. My
elders did not teach me words by rote, as they taught me my
letters afterward. But I myself, when I was unable to com-
municate all I wished to say to whomever I wished by means of
whimperings and grunts and various gestures of my limbs
(which I used to reinforce my demands), I myself repeated the
sounds already stored in my memory by the mind which thou,
O my God, hadst given me. When they called some thing by
name and pointed it out while they spoke, I saw it and realized
that the thing they wished to indicate was called by the name
they then uttered. And what they meant was made plain by the
gestures of their bodies, by a kind of natural language, common
to all nations, which expresses itself through changes of counte-
nance, glances of the cye, gestures and intonations which indi-
cate a disposition and attitude—either to seek or to possess, to
reject or to avoid. So it was that by frequently hearing words, in
different phrases, I gradually identified the objects which the

- words stood for and, having formed my mouth to repeat these
signs, I was thereby able to express my will. Thus I exchanged
with those about me the verbal signs by which we express our

wishes and advanced deeper into the stormy fellowship of

human life, depending all the while upon the authority of my
parents and the behest of my elders.

18 Cf. Ps. 51:5.
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CHAPTER IX

14. O my God! What miseries and mockeries did I then
cxperience when it was impressed on me that obedience to my
teachers was proper to my boyhood estate if I was to flourish in
this world and distinguish myself in those tricks of speech which
would gain honor for me among men, and deceitful riches! To
this end I was sent to school to get learning, the value of which I
knew not—wretch that I was. Yet if I was slow to learn, I was
flogged. For this was deemed praiscworthy by our forefathers
and many had passed before us in the same course, and thus had
built up the precedent for the sorrowful road on which we too
were compelled to travel, multiplying labor and sorrow upon
the sons of Adam. About this time, O Lord, I observed men
praying to thee, and I learned from them to concecive thee—
after my capacity for understanding as it was then—to be some
great Being, who, though not visible to our senses, was able to
hear and help us. Thus as a boy I began to pray to thee, my Help
and my Refuge, and, in calling on thee, broke the bands of my
tongue. Small as I was, I prayed with no slight earnestness that I
might not be beaten at school. And when thou didst not heed
me—for that would have been giving me over to my folly—my
clders and even my parents too, who wished me no ill, treated
my stripes as a joke, though they were then a great and grievous
ill to me.

15. Is there anyone, O Lord, with a spirit so great, who
cleaves to thee with such stcadfast affection (or is there even a
kind of obtuseness that has the same effect)—is there any man
who, by cleaving devoutly to thee, is endowed with so great a
courage that he can regard indifferently those racks and hooks
and other torture weapons from which men throughout the world
pray so fervently to be spared; and can they scorn those who so
greatly fear these torments, just as my parents were amused at
the torments with which our teachers punished us boys? For we
were no less afraid of our pains, nor did we bescech thee less to
escape them. Yet, even so, we were sinning by writing or read-
ing or studying less than our assigned lessons.

For I did not, O Lord, lack memory or capacity, for, by thy
will, I possessed enough for my age. However, my mind was
absorbcc} only in play, and I was punished for this by those who
were doing the same things themselves. But the idling of our
clders is called business; the idling of boys, though quite like it,
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is punished by those same elders, and no one pities cither the
boys or the men. For will any common sense observer agree that
I was rightly punished as a boy for playing ball—just because
this hindercd me from learning more quickly those lessons by
mecans of which, as a man, I could play at more shameful games?
And did he by whom I was beaten do anything different? When
he was worsted in some small controversy with a fellow teacher,
he was more tormented by anger and envy than I was when
bcaten by a playmate in the ball game.

CHAPTER X

16. And yet I sinned, O Lord my God, thou ruler and crea-
tor of all natural things—but of sins only the ruler—1I sinned, O
Lord my God, in acting against the precepts of my parents and
of those teachers. For this learning which they wished me to
acquire—no matter what their motives were—I might have put
to good account afterward. I disobeyed them, not because I
had chosen a better way, but from a sheer love of play. I loved
the vanity of victory, and I loved to have my ears tickled with
lying fables, which made them itch even more ardently, and a
similar curiosity glowed more and more in my eyes for the shows
and sports of my clders. Yet those who put on such shows are
held in such high repute that almost all desire the same for their
children. They are therefore willing to have them beaten, if
their childhood games kcep them from the studies by which
their parents desire them to grow up to be able to give such
shows. Look down on these things with mercy, O Lord, and
deliver us who now call upon thee; deliver those also who do not
call upon thee, that they may call upon thee, and thou mayest
deliver them.

CHAPTER XI

17. Even as a boy I had heard of eternal life promised to us
through the humility of the Lord our God, who came down to
visit us in our pride, and I was signed with the sign of his cross,
and was seasoned with his salt even from the womb of my
mother, who greatly trusted in thee. Thou didst see, O Lord,
how, once, while I was still a child, I was suddenly seized with
stomach pains and was at the point of death—thou didst see, O
my God, for even then thou wast my kceper, with whatagitation
and with what faith I solicited from the piety of my mother and
from thy Church (which is the mother of us all) the baptism of
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thy Christ, my Lord and my God. The mother of my flcsh was
much perplexed, for, with a heart pure in thy faith, she was
always in deep travail for my cternal salvation. If T had not
quickly recovered, she would have provided forthwith for my
initiation and washing by thy life-giving sacraments, confessing
thee, O Lord Jesus, for the forgiveness of sins. So my cleansing
was dcferred, as if it were inevitable that, if I should live, I
would be further polluted; and, further, because the guilt con-
tracted by sin after baptism would be still greater and more
perilous.

Thus, at that time, I “believed” along with my mother and
the whole household, except my father. But he did not overcome
the influence of my mother’s picty in me, nor did he prevent my
believing in Christ, although he had not yet believed in him.
For it was her desire, O my God, that I should acknowledge
thee as my Father rather than him. In this thou didst aid her to
overcome her husband, to whom, though his superior, she
yielded obedience. In this way she also yielded obedience to
thece, who dost so command.

18. T ask thee, O my God, for I would gladly know if it be thy
will, to what good end my baptism was dcferred at that time?
Was it indeed for.my good that the reins were slackened, as it
wcre, to encourage me in sin? Or, were they not slackened? If
not, then why is it still dinned into our cars on all sides, “Let
him alone, let lim do as he pleases, for lic is not yet baptized”?
In the matter of bodily health, no one says, “Let him alone; let
him be worse wounded; for he is not yet cured”! How much
better, then, would it have been for me to have been cured at
once—and if thereafter, through the diligent care of fricnds and
myself, my soul’s restored health had been kept safe in thy
keeping, who gave it in the first place! This would have been
far better, in truth. But how many and great the waves of
temptation which appeared to hang over me as I grew out of
childhood! These were forescen by my mother, and she preferred .
that the unformed clay should 'be risked to them rather than the
clay molded after Christ’s image.19

CHAPTER XI1I
19. But in this time of childhood—which was far less dreaded
for me than my adolescence—I had no love of learning, and

9 In baptism which, Augustine believed, established the effigiem Christi in
the human soul.
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hated to be driven to it. Yet I was driven to it just the same, and
good was done for me, even though I did not do it well, for I
would not have learned if I had not been forced to it. For no
man does well against his will, even if what he does is a good
thing. Neither did they who forced me do well, but the good
that was done me came {rom thee, my God. For they did not
carc about the way in which I would use what they forced me
to learn, and took it for granted that it was to satisfy the in-
ordinate desires of a rich beggary and a shameful glory. But
thou, Lord, by whom the hairs of our hecad are numbered,
didst use for my good the error of all who pushed me on to
study: but my error in not being willing to learn thou didst use
for my punishment. And I—though so small a boy yet so great
a sinner—was not punished without warrant. Thus by the
instrumentality of those who did not do well, thou didst well
for me; and by my own sin thou didst justly punish me. For it
is even as thou hast ordained: that every inordinate affection
brings on its own punishment.

CHAPTER XIII

20. But what were the causes for my strong dislike of Greek
literature, which I studied from my boyhood? Even to this day
I have not fully understood them. For Latin I loved exceedingly
—not just the rudiments, but what the grammarians teach. For
those beginner’s lessons in reading, writing, and reckoning, I
considered no less a burden and pain than Greek. Yet whence
came this, unless from the sin and vanity of this life? For I was
“but flesh, a wind that passeth away and cometh not again.”” 20
Those first lessons were better, assuredly, because they were
more certain, and through them I acquired, and still retain, the
power of reading what I find written and of writing for myself
what I will. In the other subjects, however, I was compelled to
learn about the wanderings of a certain Acneas, oblivious of my
own wanderings, and to weep for Dido dead, who slew herself
for love. And all this while I bore with dry eyes my own wretched
self dying to thee, O God, my life, in the midst of these things.

21. For what can be more wretched than the wretch who has
no pity upon himself, who sheds tears over Dido, dead for the
love of Aeneas, but who sheds no tears for his own death in not
loving thee, O God, light of my heart, and bread of the inner

20 Cf, Ps. 78:39.
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mouth of my soul, O power that links together my mind with
my inmost thoughts? I did not love thee, and thus committed -
fornication against thee.2! Those around me, also sinning, thus
cried out: “Well done! Well done!” The friendship of this world
is fornication against thee; and “Well done! Well done!” is
cricd until one feels ashamed not to show himself a man in this
way. For my own condition I shed no tears, though I wept for
Dido, who “sought death at the sword’s point,” 22 while I my-
self was sccking the lowest rung of thy creation, having forsaken
thee; carth sinking back to earth again. And, if I had been for-
bidden to read these poems, I would have grieved that I was not
allowed to read what grieved me. This sort of madness is con-
sidered more honorable and more fruitful learning than the .
beginner’s course in which I learned to read and write.

22. But now, O my God, cry unto my soul, and let thy truth
say to me: “Not so, not so! That first learning was far better.”
For, obviously, I would rather forget the wandecrings of Aeneas,
and all such things, than forget how to write and read. Still,
over the entrance of the grammar school there hangs a veil.
This is not so much the sign of a covering for a mystery as a
curtain for crror. Let them exclaim against me—those I no
longer fear—while I confess to thee, my God, what my soul
desires, and lct me find some rest, for in blaming my own evil
ways I may come to love thy holy ways. Neither let those cry
out against me who buy and sell the baubles of literature, For
if I ask them if it is true, as the poet says, that Aeneas once
came to Carthage, the unlearned will reply that they do not
know and the learncd will deny that it is true. But if I ask with
what letters the name Aencas is written, all who have ever
learned this will answer correctly, in accordance with the con-
ventional understanding men have agreed upon as to these signs.
Again, if I should ask which would cause the greatest incon-
venience in our life, if it were forgotten: reading and writing, or
these poetical fictions, who does not see what everyone would
answer who had not entirely lost his own memory? I erred, then,
when as a boy I preferred those vain studies to these more profit-
able ones, or rather loved the one and hated the other. “One
and one are two, two and two are four”: this was then a truly
hateful song to me. But the wooden horse full of its armed
soldiers, and the holocaust of Troy, and the spectral image of
Creiisa were all a most delightful—and vain—show! 23

21 Cf, Ps. 72:27. 22 Aeneid, VI, 457.
23 Gf. Aeneid, 11,
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CHAPTER XIV

2. But why, then, did I dislike Greck learning, which was
full of such tales? Tor Homer was skillful in inventing such
poctic fictions and is most sweetly wanton; yct when I was a
boy, he was most disagrecable to me. I believe that Virgil
would have the same cffect on Greek boys as Homer did on me
if they were forced to Icarn himn. For the tedium of learning a
foreign language mingled gall into the swectness of those
Grecian myths. For I did not understand a word of the language,
and yet I was driven with threats and cruel punishments to
learn it. There was also a time when, as an infant, I knew no
Latin; but this I acquired without any fear or tormenting, but
merely by being alert to the blandishments of my nurses, the
jests of those who smiled on me, and the sportiveness of those
who toyed with me. I learned all this, indeed, without being
urged by any pressurc of punishment, for my own heart urged
me to bring forth its own fashioning, which I could not do except
by learning words: not from those who taught me but those who
talked to me, into whose ears I could pour forth whatever I
could fashion. From this it is sufficiently clear that a free
curiosity is more effective in learning than a discipline based on
fear. Yet, by thy ordinance, O God, discipline is given to re-
strain the excesses of frecdom; this ranges from the ferule of the
schoolmaster to the trials of the martyr and has the effect of
mingling for us a wholesome bitterness, which calls us back to
thee from the poisonous pleasures that first drew us from thee.

CHAPTER XV

24. Hear my prayer, O Lord; let not my soul faint under thy
discipline, nor let me faint in confessing unto thee thy mercies,
whereby thou hast saved me from all my most wicked ways till
thou shouldst become sweet to me beyond all the allurements
that I used to follow. Let me come to love thee wholly, and
grasp thy hand with my whole heart that thou mayest deliver
me from every temptation, even unto the last. And thus, O
Lord, my King and my God, may all things useful that I
learned as a boy now be offered in thy service—let it be that
for thy service I now speak and write and reckon. For when I
was learning vain things, thou didst impose thy discipline upon
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me: and thou hast forgiven me my sin of delighting in those
vanities. In those studies I learned many a useful word, but
these might have been learned in matters not so vain; and surely
that is the safe way for youths to walk in.

CHAPTER XVI

25. But woe unto you, O torrent of human custom! Who shall
stay your course? When will you ever run dry? How long will
you carry down the sons of Eve into that vast and hideous
ocean, which even those who have the Tree (for an ark) 24 can
scarcely pass over? Do I not read in you the stories of Jove the
thunderer—and the adulterer? 25 How could he be both? But so
it says, and the sham thunder served as a cloak for him to play
at real adultery. Yet which of our gowned masters will give a
tempered hearing to a man trained in their own schools who
cries out and says: “These were Homer’s fictions; he transfers
things human to the gods. I could have wished that he would
transfer divine things to us.”” 26 But it would have been more
truc if he said, “These are, indeed, his fictions, but he attributed
divine attributes to sinful men, that crimes might not be
accounted crimes, and that whoever committed such crimes
nugh’t, appear to imitate the celestial gods and not abandoned
men.
~ 26. And yet, O torrent of hell, the sons of men are still cast
into you, and they pay fees for learning all these things. And
much is made of it when this goes on in the forum under the
auspices of laws which give a salary over and above the fees,
And you beat against your rocky shore and roar: “Here words
may be learned; here you can attain the cloquence which is so
necessary to persuade people to your way of thinking; so helpful
in unfolding your opinions.” Verily, they seem to argue that
we should never have understood these words, “golden
shower,” “bosom,” “intrigue,” “highest heavens,”” and other
such words, if Terence had not introduced a good-for-nothing

24 Lignum is a common metaphor for the cross; and it was often Jjoined to the
figure of Noali’s ark, as the means of safe transport from earth to heaven.
25 This apostrophe to “the torrent of human custom” now switches its focus
to the pocts who celebrated the philanderings of the gods; see De civ
Dei, 11, vii—xi ; IV, xxvi-xxviii. '
26 Probab_ly a contemporary disciple of Cicero (or the Academics) whom
Augustine had heard levy a rather common philosopher’s complaint

against Olympian religion and the poetic myths about it. Cf. De Labriolle
I, 21 (sec Bibl.). ' ’
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youth upon the stage, setting up a picture of Jove as his example
of lewdness and telling the tale

“Of Jove’s descending in a golden shower
Into Danae’s bosom . . .
With a woman to intrigue.”

See how he excites himself to lust, as if by a heavenly authority,
when he says:
“Great Jove,
Who shakes the highest heavens with his thunder;
Shall I, poor mortal man, not do the sainc?
I’ve done it, and with all my heart, I'm glad.” 27

These words are not learned one whit more casily becausc of
this vileness, but through them the vileness is more boldly perpe-
trated. I do not blame the words, for they are, as it were,
choice and precious vesscls, but I do deplore the wine of error
which was pourcd out to us by teachers alrcady drunk. And,
unless we also drank we were beaten, without liberty of appeal
to a sober judge. And yet, O my God, in whosc presence I can
now with security recall this, I learned these things willingly
and with delight, and for it I was called a boy of good promise.

CHAPTER XVII

27. Bear with me, O my God, while I spcak a little of those
talents, thy gifts, and of the follics on which I wasted them. For
a lesson was given me that sufficiently disturbed my soul, for in
it there was both hope of praise and fear of shame or stripes. The
assignment was that I should declaim the words of Juno, as she
raged and sorrowed that she could not

“Bar off Italy
From all the approaches of the Teucrian king.” 28

I had learncd that Juno had never uttered these words. Yet we
were compelled to stray in the footsteps of these poetic fictions,
and to turn into prosc what the poet had said in verse. In the
declamation, the boy won most applause who most strikingly
reproduced the passions of anger and sorrow according to the
“character” of the persons presented and who clothed it all in

27 Terence, Eunuch., 584-591; quoted again in De civ. Dei, 11, vii.
28 Aeneid, 1, 38.
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the most suitable language. What is it now to me, O me true

Life, my God, that my declaiming was applauded above that of

many of my classmates and fellow students? Act

all that smoke and wind? Besides, was there n(l)ltalcllilr?g‘::l?sscn(?r:
which I could have exercised my wit and tongue? Thy praise, O
Lord, thy praises might have propped up the tendrils of m
heart by thy Scriptures; and it would not have been draggezl,
ayvai;by these empty trifles, a shameful prey to the spirits of the
?ﬁz faﬁl(;rilfr:;ellss,morc than one way in which men sacrifice to

CHAPTER XVIII

28. But it was no wonder that I was thus carried toward
vanity and was estranged from thee, O my God, when men were
held up as models to me who, when relating a deed of theirs—
not in itself cvil—were covered with confusion if found guilty of
a bar})arlsnl or a solecism; but who could tell of their own
licentiousness and be applauded for it, so long as they did it in
a full and ornate oration of well-chosen words. Thou seest all
this, O Lord, and dost keep silence—"‘‘long-suffering, and
plenteous in mercy and truth”29 as thou art. Wilt thou kee
silence forever? Even now thou drawest from that vast decp
‘t‘hc soul that secks thec and thirsts after thy delight whosPc)

heart said unto thee, ‘I have sought thy face; thy face Lord
will I'seck.” ” 30 For I was far from thy face in the dark sl,ladows’
of passion. For it is not by our feet, nor by change of place, that
we either turn from thee or return to thee. That younger son did
not charter horses or chariots, or ships, or fly away on visible
wings, or journcy by walking so that in the far country he
might prodigally waste all that thou didst give him when he set
out.3! A kind I'ather when thou gavest; and kinder still when he
returned destitute! To be wanton, that is to say, to be darkened
in heart—this is to be far from thy face. ’

29. Look down, O Lord God, and sce patiently, as thou art
wont to do, how diligently the sons of men observe the con-
ventional rules of letters and syllables, taught them by those
who learned their letters beforchand, while they neglect the
cternal rules of everlasting salvation taught by thee. They carry
it so far that if he who practices or teaclics the established rules
of pronunciation should speak (contrary to grammatical usage)

29 Cf. Ps. 103:8 and Ps. 86:15. 30 Ps. 27:8,
3t An interesting mixed reminiscence of Enneads, 1, 5:8 and Luke 15:13-24
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without aspirating the first syllable of “hominem” [“ominem,”
and thus make it “‘a 'uman being”], he will offend men more
than if he, a human being, were to fate another human being
contrary to thy commandments. It is as if he should feel that
there is an enemy who could be more destructive to himsclf
than that hatred which excites him against his fellow man; or
that he could destroy him whom he hates more completely than
he destroys his own soul by this same hatred. Now, obviously,
there is no knowledge of letters more innate than the writing of
conscience—against doing unto another what one would not
have done to himsell.

How mysterious thou art, who ““dwellest on high” 32 in
silence. O thou, the only great God, who by an unwearied law
hurlest down the penalty of blindness to unlawful desire! When
a man secking the reputation of cloquence stands before a
human judge, while a thronging multitude surrounds him, and
inveighs against his enemy with the most fierce hatred, he takes
most vigilant heed that his tonguc does not slip in a gram-
matical error, for example, and say inter hominibus [instcad of
inter homines], but he takes no heed lest, in the fury of his spirit,
he cut off a man from his fellow men [ex hominibus].

30. These were the customs in the midst of which I was cast,
an unhappy boy. This was the wrestling arena in which I was
more {carful of perpetrating a barbarism than, having done so,
of envying those who had not. These things I declare and con-
fess to thee, my God. I was applauded by those whom I then
thought it my whole duty to please, for I did not perccive the
gulf of infamy wherein I was cast away from thy eyes.

For in thy eyes what was more infamous than I was already,
since I displeased even my own kind and deccived, with endless
lies, my tutor, my masters and parents—all from a love of play,
a craving for frivolous spectacles, a stage-struck restlessness to
imitate what I saw in these shows? I pilfered from my parents’
cellar and table, sometimes driven by gluttony, sometimes just
to have something to give to other boys in exchange for their
baubles, which they were prepared to scll even though they
liked them as well as I. Moreover, in this kind of play, I often
sought dishonest victories, being myself conquered by the vain
desire for pre-eminence. And what was I so unwilling to endure,
and what was it that I censured so violently when I caught any-
one, except the very things I did to others? And, when I was
myself detected and censured, I preferred to quarrel rather than

32 Ps. 123:1.
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to yield. Is this the innocence of childhood? It is not, O Lord
it is not. I entreat thy mercy, O my God, for these same sins as
we grow older are transferred from tutors and masters; they pass
from nuts and balls and sparrows, to magistrates and kings, to
gold and lands and slaves, just as the rod is succeeded by more
severe chastisements. It was, then, the fact of humility in child-
hooq that thou, O our King, didst approve as a symbol of
humility when thou saidst, “Of such is the Kingdom of
Heaven.” 33

CHAPTER XIX

31. However, O Lord, to thee most excellent and most good
thou Architect and Governor of the universe, thanks would be due
thee, O our God, even if thou hadst not willed that I should
survive my boyhood. For I existed even then; I lived and felt
and was solicitous about my own well-being—a trace of that
most mysterious unity from whence I had my being.34 T kept
watch, by.my inner sense, over the integrity of my outer senses,
and even in these trifles and also in my thoughts about trifles,
I learned to take pleasure in truth. I was averse to being de-
ccived; I had a vigorous memory; I was gifted with the power of
speech, was softened by friendship, shunned sorrow, meanness
ignorance. Is not such an animated creature as this wonderful
and praiseworthy? But all these arc gifts of my God; I did not
give them to mysclf. Moreover, they are good, and they all
together constitute myself. Good, then, is he that made me, and
he is my God; and before him will I rejoice exceedingly for every
good gift which, even as a boy, I had. But herein lay my sin,that
it was not in him, but in his creatures—myself and the rest—that *
I sought for pleasurcs, honors, and truths. And I fell thereby
into sorrows, troubles, and errors. Thanks be to thee, my joy
my prid¢, my confidence, my God—thanks be to thee for th);
gifts; but do thou preserve them in me. For thus wilt thou
preserve me; and those things which thou hast given me shall be
developed and perfected, and 1 myself shall be with thee. for
from thee is my being. ’

33 Matt. 19:14.
34 Another Plotinian echo; cf. Enneads, 111, 8:10.
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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
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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.
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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.
61
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demned, because both
to heretofore should now be con d,
2‘(31135 V\?CI‘C equally defensible. For that way did not appear to

et vanquished; but neither did it seem yet victorious.
mle}; But now I earnestly bent my mind to 111(11111re ;fftl;crlc w?ls

il the Manicheans guilty of falschood.
B i o eontreive f iritual substance, all their
If T could have conceived of a sp Lb ce, all ! o

lds would have collapsed and been cas 1
Stri?lrtlig}ﬁoutsl (‘:/\(/)uld not. Still, concerning the body of this world,
rrlr;tur.c as a wholc—now that I was abl(clz to((i:o(rlmilci :ttgd (;ﬁ:}lé)r"i{;
( ; i that the

h things more and more—I now decided .
f)léihc }l)hi%osophcrs held the more probable views. SO,’- in what {
thought was the method of the Aclademlf:s—doluburr;gc (t:(\)letrﬁfc

ing and {luctuating between all the options—I ca :
(t:l(?)lr?cglurslﬂ)n that the Manicheans wcrcl to II)C ablz(tindotnrc(;ir;lzﬂirhll
j in that period of doubt, that I could no
T T veon ) f the philosophers. But I re-
a scct to which I preferred some of the p L re
i fainting soul to the philoso
fused to commit the cure of my . ¢ phitoso
c they were without the saving name o st.

Ir)(ggﬁl’escctilfriforc}: to become a catechumen in the Catholic
Church—which my parents had so much urged upon‘dme—
until something certain shone forth by which I might guide my

coursc.

BOOK SIX

Turmoil in the twenties. Monica Jollows Augustine to Milan and Sfinds
him a catechumen in the Catholis Church. Both admire Ambrose but
Augustine gets no help from him on his personal problems. Ambition
spurs and Alypius and Nebridiys Join him in a confused quest for the
happy life. Augustine becomes engaged, dismisses his first mistress, takes
another, and continues his fruitless search Sor truth,

CHAPTER I

1. O Hope from my youth,! where wast thou to me and
where hadst thou gone away? 2 For hadst thou not created me
and diflerentiated me from the beasts of the field and the birds
of the air, making me wiser than they? And yet I was wandering
about in a dark and slippery way, secking thee outside myself
and thus not finding the God of my heart. I had gone down into
the depths of the sca and had lost faith, and had despaired of
ever finding the truth.

By this time my mother had come to me, having mustered
the courage of picty, following over sea and land, secure in thee
through all the perils of the Jjourncey. For in the dangers of the
voyage she comforted the sailors—to whom the inexpericnced
voyagers, when alarmed, were accustomed to go for comfort—
and assurcd them of a safe arrival because she had been so
assured by thec in a vision.

She found me in deadly peril through my despair of ever
finding the truth. But when I told her that I was now no longer
a Manichean, though not yet a Catholic Christian, she did not
leap for joy as if this were unexpected; for she had already been
LCE Ps. 71:5. 2 Cf. Ps. 10:1.

A.C.E.—8 13
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reassured about that part of my misery for which she had
mourned me as one dead, but also as onc who would be raised
to thee. She had carried me out on the bier of her thoughts, that
thou mightest say to the widow’s son, “Young man, I say unto
you, arisc!”” ¥ and then he would revive and begin to speak, and
thou wouldst dcliver him to his mother. Therefore, her heart
was not agitated with any violent exultation when she heard
that so great a part of what she daily entreated thee to do had
actually alrcady becn done—that, though I had not yet
grasped the truth, I was rescued from falschood. Instead, she
was fully confident that thou who hadst promised the whole
would give her the rest, and thus most calmly, and with a fully
confident heart, she replied to me that she believed, in Christ,
that before she died she would see me a faithful Catholic. And
she said no more than this to me. But to thee, O Fountain of
mercy, she poured out still more frequent prayers and tcars
that thou wouldst hasten thy aid and enlighten my darkness, and
she hurried all the more zcalously to the church and hung
upon the words of Ambrose, praying for the fountain of water
that springs up into everlasting life.# For she loved that man as
an angel of God, since shc knew that it was by him that I had
been brought thus far to that wavering state of agitation I was
now in, through which she was fully persuaded I should pass
from sickness to health, cven though it would be after a still
sharper convulsion which physicians call “the crisis.”

.

CHAPTER 1I

2. So also my mother brought to certain oratories, erected in
the memory of the saints, offerings of porridge, bread, and
wine—as had been her custom in Africa—and she was for-
bidden to do so by the doorkeeper [ostiarius]. And as soon as she
learned that it was the bishop who had forbidden it, she ac-
quiesced so devoutly and obediently that I myself marveled
how readily she could bring herself to turn critic of her own
customs, rathcr than question his prohibition. For winebibbing
had not taken possession of her spirit, nor did the love of wine
stimulate her to hate the truth, as it does too many, both male
and female, who turn as sick at a hymn to sobriety as drunkards
do at a draught of water. When she had brought her basket
with the festive gifts, which she would taste first hersclf and give
the rest away, she would never allow herself morc than one

3 Cf. Luke 7:11-17. 4 Cf. John 4:14.
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little cup of win i
ine, diluted accordin '
! : g to her own te
a‘zlract(rar,l which she would taste out of courtesy. And nilfptcliate
any oratorics of departed saint . , red
. b that ought to b
in the same way, she st i : er the s ored
ay, ill carried around with h i
; ‘ : 1 her the sam
wuaIzz;rl((;)dblf useld ceverywhere. This became not only very enilvjtl]c
aered | 1:: :tt)so qulltlc tepid with carrying it about. She woucl(;
g by small sips to those aro .
stlrélulate their devotion, not pleasure unh for she sought to
thatl}tq;s soon as she found that this custom was forbidden b
woulci us(;l;i ilr)lrrer;l(():gcr ezpd rrllost I})lious prelate, even to those wh())l
_ cration, lest thereby it might b i
gluttony for those who were n (and also beerek
already drunk
these funercal memori ) o ol g0 because
1€ als were very much lik
fhese real 1ke some of the super-
fronllilf IXSSUicr?sp(l)icthcfpatg)anks), ;1116 most willingly abstai};)lirci
. , ¢ ot a basket filled with frui
i ! ‘ ruits of the
¢ had lcarned‘to bring to the oratories of the martyrs ae}?er;ti}r]t,

' after the exampl i
S , mple of ] -
lon, the martyrs had been sacrificed and crownIz:d Bultlsyfta?t

i\(;;;ni ntot l$e;ig?11L0fgaT¥n )C/}od—t}imd myl(lileart thinks of it this
/ ’ t— ‘mother wou robabl
;g;:[(ji:jzl\égl sl? casily 1to the rejection of this cuI;tomaifiyt }rllg(tl }ggc‘s]ﬁ
. Py another, whom she did not love i
ﬁ\irrrrllbélosct.dl' or, out of her concern for my salvationasslls}:l?oglzil
o rCl'os_ c.}lly;_and h.e loved her truly, on account (;fhcr fait?
ul x lg‘{?us ife, in w!u.ch she frequented the church with lci
oftensi) cr\fzcnt in sp1r1t._” 5 Thus he would, when he sawgglo
often | Lllgf)tdl(():rrth llrig) pkralse ofher, congratulating me that T haeci
' —1ttle knowing what a son she had i
was still a skeptic in all these o could not o
4 matt
ceive that the way of life could be ff)rtfnzzlnguvtvho eould not con-

CHAPTER III

3. Nor had I come yet to i
‘ groan in my prayers t

:;O%Irdsft hc(lip me. My mind was wholly intent gn lz/n:)swl?gt etzog
mfn orh Isputation. Ambrose himself I esteemed g ia »
hdd,hai;t 1e }vorld counted happiness, because great personf}?s]
peld hi 11313t 101}110rt. }?nly }}1118 celibacy appeared to me a pain;g"ul

den. what hope he cherislied, what st
against the.temptatlons that beset his high stati(r)lrllggwlf(}:lsath :ol};cé

3

5 Rom. 12:11.



116 AUGUSTINE: CONFESSIONS AND ENCHIRIDION

in adversity, and what savory joys thy bread possessed for thc.
hidden mouth of his heart when feeding on it, I could neither
conjecture nor expericnce. ) .

Nor did he know my own frustrations, nor the pit of my
danger. For T could not request of him what I wanted as I
wanted it, becausce I was debarred from hearing and speaking
to him by crowds of busy people to whose infirmities he devoted
himself. And when he was not engaged with them—which was
never for long at a time—he was cither refreshing his body
with necessary food or his mind with reading. .

Now, as he read, his eyes glanced over the pages and his
heart searched out the sense, but his voice and tonguc were
silent. Often when.we came to his room—for no one was for-
bidden to enter, nor was it his custom that the arrival of visitors
should be announced to him-—wc would see him thus reading
to himself. After we had sat for a long time in silence---for who
would dare interrupt one so intent?—we would then depart,
realizing that he was unwilling to be distracted in the little time
he could gain for the recruiting of his mind, free from the clamor
of other men’s business. Perhaps he was fearful lest, if the author
he was studying should express himself vaguely, some doubtful
and attentive hearer would ask him to expound it or discuss
some of the more abstruse questions, so that he could not get
over as much material as he wished, if his time was occupied
with others. And cven a truer reason for his reading to himself
might have been the care for preserving his voice, which was
very easily weakened. Whatever his motive was in so doing, it
was doubtless, in such a man, a good one. '

4. But actually I could find no opportunity of putting the
questions I desired to that holy oracle of thine in his heart,
unless it was a matter which could be dealt with briefly. How-
cver, those surgings in me required that he should give me his
full leisure so that I might pour them out to h}m; but“I never
found him so. I heard him, indeed, every Lord’s Day, ‘‘rightly
dividing the word of truth”¢ among the people. And I became
all the more convinced that all those kr.lots of crafty calumnies
which those deceivers of ours had knit together against the
divine books could be unraveled.

I soon understood that the statement that man was made
after the image of Him that created him? was not understood
by thy spiritual sons—whom thou hadst regenerated through
the Catholic Mother?® through grace—as if they belicved and
6 II Tim. 2:15. 7 Cf. Gen. 1:26f. 8 The Church.
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imagined that thou wert bounded by a human form, although
what was the nature of a spiritual substance I had not the
faintcst or vaguest notion. Still rejoicing, I blushed that for so
many ycars I had bayed, not against the Catholic faith, but
against the fables of fleshly imagination. For I had been both
impious and rash in this, that I had condemned by pronounce-
ment what I ouglit to have learned by inquiry. For thou, O
Most High, and most near, most secret, yet most present, who
dost not have limbs, some of which are larger and some smaller,
but who art wholly everywhere and nowhere in space, and art
not shaped by some corporeal form: thou didst create man after
thy own image and, see, he dwells in space, both head and feet.

CHAPTER 1V

5- Since I could not then understand how this image of
thine could subsist, I should have knocked on the door and
propounded the doubt as to how it was to be believed, and not
have insultingly opposed it as if it were actually believed.
Therefore, my anxiety as to what I could retain as certain
gnawed all the more sharply into my soul, and I felt quite
ashamed because during the long time I had been deluded and
deccived by the [Manichcan] promises of certainties, I had, with
childish petulance, prated of so many uncertainties as if tliey
were certain. That they were falschoods became apparent to me
only afterward. However, I was certain that they were un-
certain and since I had held them as certainly uncertain I had
accused thy Catholic Church with a blind contentiousness. I
had not yet discovered that it taught the truth, but I now knew
that it did not teach what I had so vehemently accused it of. In
this respect, at least, I was confounded and converted; and I
rejoiced, O 1y God, that the one Church, the body of thy only
Son—in which the name of Christ had been sealed upon me as
an infant—did not relish these childish trifles and did not main-
tain in its sound doctrine any tenet that would involve pressing
thee, the Creator of all, into space, which, however extended
and immense, would still be hounded on all sides—like the
shape of a human body.

6. I was also glad that the old Scriptures of the Law and the
Prophets were laid before me to be read, not now with an eye
to whathad scemed absurd in them when formerly I censured thy
holy ones for thinking thus, when they actually did not think in
that way. And I listened with delight to Ambrose, in his sermons
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to the people, often recommending this text most diligently as a
rule: “The letter kills, but the spirit gives life,”? whilc at the
same time he drew aside the mystic veil and opened to view the
spiritual meaning of what seemed to teach perverse doctrine if
it were taken according to the letter. I found nothing in his
teachings that offended me, though I could not yet know for
certain whether what he taught was true. For all this time I re-
strained my heart from assenting to anything, fearing to fall
headlong into crror. Instead, by this hanging in suspense, 1
was being strangled.!? For my desire was to be as certain of in-
visible things as I was that seven and three are ten. I was not so
deranged as to believe that this could not be comprehended,
but my desire was to have other things as clear as this, whether
they were physical objects, which were not present to 1y senscs,
or spiritual objects, which I did not know how to conceive of
except in physical terms.

If I could have believed, I might have been cured, and, with
the sight of my soul cleared up, it might in some way have been
directed toward thy truth, which always abides and fails in
nothing. But, just as it happens that a man who has tried a bad
physician fears to trust himself with a good one, so it was with
the health of my soul, which could not be healed except by
believing. But lest it should believe falsehoods, it refused to be
cured, resisting thy hand, who hast prepared for us the medi-
cines of faith and applied them to the maladies of the whole
world, and endowed them with such great eflicacy.

CHAPTER V

7. Still, from this time forward, I began to prefer the Catholic
doctrine. I felt that it was with modecration and honesty that it
commanded things to be believed that were not demonstrated
—whether they could be demonstrated, but not to everyone, or
whether they could not be demonstrated at all. This was far
better than the method of the Manicheans, in which our credu-
lity was mocked by an audacious promise of knowledge and
then many fabulous and absurd things were forced upon
believers because they were incapable of demonstration. After
that, O Lord, little by little, with a gentle and most merciful
hand, drawing and calming my heart, thou didst persuade me

9 11 Cor. g:6.
10 Another reference to the Academic dectrine of suspendium (émoyi); cf.

Bk. V, Ch. X, 19, and also Enchiridion, VII, 20.
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worthy of devout belief because, although it was visible for all
to read, it reserved the full majesty of its secret wisdom within
its spiritual profundity. While it stooped to all in the great
plainness of its language and simplicity of style, it yet required
the closest attention of the most serious-minded—so that it
might receive all into its common bosom, and direct some few
through its narrow passages toward thee, yet many more than
would have been the case had there not been in it such a lofty
authority, which nevertheless allured multitudes to its bosom
by its holy humility. I continued to reflcct upon these things,
and thou wast with me. I sighed, and thou didst hear me. 1
vacillated, and thou guidedst me. I roamed the broad way of
the world, and thou didst not desert me.

CHAPTER VI

9. I was still eagerly aspiring to honors, money, and matri-
mony; and thou didst mock me. In pursuit of these ambitions I
endured the most bitter hardships, in which thou wast being
the more gracious the less thou wouldst allow anything that
was not thee to grow sweet to me. Look into my heart, O Lord,
whose prompting it is that I should recall all this, and confess it
to thee. Now let my soul cleave to.thee, now that thou hast
freed her from that fast-sticking glue of death.

How wretched she was! And thou didst irritate her sore
wound so that she might forsake all clse and turn to thce—who
art above all and without whom all things would be nothing at
all—so that she should be converted and healed. How wretched
I was at that time, and how thou didst deal with me so as to
make me aware of my wretchedness, I recall from the incident
of the day on which I was preparing to recite a panegyric on
the emperor. In it I was to deliver many a lie, and the lying
was to be applauded by those who knew I was lying. My heart
was agitated with this sense of guilt and it seethed with the
fever of my uneasiness. For, while walking along one of the
streets of Milan, I saw a poor beggar—with what I believe was
a full belly—joking and hilarious. And I sighed and spoke to

the friends around me of the many sorrows that flowed from our
madness, because in spite of all our exertions—such as those 1
was then laboring in, dragging the burden of my unhappiness
under the spur of ambition, and, by dragging it, increasing it
at the same time——still and all we aimed only to attain that
very happiness which this beggar had reached before us; and
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;lhc}rlc was a grim chance that we should never attain it! For what
¢ had obt'amed through a few coins, got by his begging, I w
still schcmmg for by many a wretched and tortuous turnin f
namely, the joy of a passing felicity. He had not, indeed gaigcd
true joy, but,‘at the same time, with all my ambitions, was
ieckmg one still more untrue, Anyhow, he was nowjoy()’us and
was anxious. He was free from care, and I was full of alarm
Now, if anyone should inquire of me whether I should rcfs.
to be merry or anxious, I would reply, “Merry.” Again ifI} 1 ec?
been asked whether 1 should prefer to be as he wa%(or as I r;ar
self thm} was, I would have chosen to be mysclf; tilOU hi1 a
beset with cares and alarms. But would not this havgb na
false choice? Was the contrast valid? Actudlly I ought rfctnta
prefer myself to him because I happened to be mo?c Im(r)neél)
than he was; for T got no great pleasure from my lcarnin( but
sought, rather, to please men by its exhibition—and this rg;C)t t
nstruct, but only to please. Tlhus thou didst break my b "
with the rod of thy correction. yoone

_1o. Let my soul take its leave of those wh A

difference as to the object from which a m;)nszztlyc'rivlcts r}r;ik?s y
rI;he sz:ggrar rejoiced in drunkenness; you longed to rcjoicg: 1};1
glory.” What glory, O Lord? The kind that is not in thee, for
Just as his was no truc JOy, 50 was minc no true glory; but it
turned my head all the more. He would get over his dr’unkcn-
ness that same night, but T had slept with mine nmany a night
and risen again with it, and was (o slcep again and rise a iin
with it, T know not how many times. It does indeed mal%e a
dxffcrengc as to the object from which a man’s Jjoy is gained. I
know this is so, and I know that the joy of a faithful h%pc is i'n-
comparably beyond such vanity. Yet, at the same time. this
beggar was beyond me, for he truly was the happier man-—not
only bccause. he was thoroughly steeped in his mirth while T
was torn to picces with my cares, but because he had gotten his
wine by giving good wishes to the passcrs-by while [ was follow-
ing after the ambition of my pride by lying. Much to this effect
I said to my good companions, and I saw how readily the

reacted pretty much as I did. Thus 1 found that it went ill wit}};
me; and I fretted, and doubled that very ill. And if any pros-
perity smiled upon me, I loathed to scize it, for almost bgf r

I could grasp it, it would fly away. , o
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CHAPTER VII

11. Those of us who were living like fricnds together used to
bemoan our lot in our common talk; but I discussed it with
Alypius and Nebridius more especially and in very familiar
terms. Alypius had been born in the same town as I; his parents
were of the highest rank there, but he was a bit younger than
L. He had studied under me when I first taught in our town, and
then afterward at Carthage. He esteemed me highly becausc I
appcared to him good and learned, and I estcemed him for his
inborn love of virtue, which was uncommonly marked in a man
so young. But in the whirlpool of Carthaginian fashion—whecre
{frivolous spectacles are hotly followed—he had been inveigled
into the madness of the gladiatorial games. While he was
miscrably tossed about in this fad, I was teaching rhetoric there
in a public school. At that time he was not attending my classes
because of some ill feeling that had arisen between me and his
father. I then came to discover how fatally he doted upon the
circus, and I was deeply grieved, for he secmed likely to cast
away his very great promise—if, indeed, he had not already

" done so. Yet I had no means of advising him, or any way of re-
claiming him through restraint, either by the kindness of a
friend or by thc authority of a teacher. For I 1magu’1cd that his
feelings toward me were the samc as his father’s. But th}s
turncd out not to be the case. Indeed, disrcgarding his father’s
will in the matter, he began to be friendly and to visit my
lecture room, to listen for a while and then depart. )

12. But it slipped my memory to try to deal with his pro-
blem, to prevent him from ruining his execllent mind in his
blind and hcadstrong passion for frivolous sport. But thou, O
Lord, who holdest the helm of all that thou hast created,!? thou
hadst not forgotten him who was one day to be numbered
among thy sons, a chief minister of thy sacrament.!* And in
order that his amendment might plainly be attributed to thee,
thou broughtest it about through me while I knew nothing
of it. ) .

One day, when I was sitting in my accustomed place with
my scholars before me, he came in, greeted me, sat himself

13 Cf. Plato, Politicus, 2773 D. u ) ‘
14 Alypius was more than Augustine’s close friend; he became bishop of
Tagaste and was prominent in local Church affairs in the province of

Africa.
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down, and fixed his attention on the subject I was then dis-
cussing. It so happened that I had a passage in hand and,
while I was interpreting it, a simile occurred to me, taken from
the gladiatorial games. It struck me as relevant to make more
pleasant and plain the point I wanted to convey by adding a
biting gibc at those whom that madness had cnthralled. Thou
knowest, O our God, that I had no thought at that time of cur-
ing Alypius of that plague. But he took it to himself and thought
that I would not have said it but for his sake. And what any
other man would have taken as an occasion of offense against
me, this worthy young man took as a reason for being offended
at himself, and for loving me the more fervently. Thou hast said
it long ago and written in thy Book, “Rebuke a wise man, and
he will love you.” s Now I had not rebuked him; but thou who
canst make use of everything, both witting and unwitting, and
in the order which thou thyself knowest to be best—and that
order is right—thou madest my heart and tongue into burning
coals with which thou mightest cauterize and cure the hopeful
mind thus languishing. Let him be silent in thy praisc who does
not meditate on thy mercy, which rises up in my inmost parts
to confess to thee. For after that speech Alypius rushed up out
of that deep pit into which he had willfully plunged and in
which he had been blinded by its miserable pleasures. And he
roused his mind with a resolve to moderation. When he had
done this, all the filth of the gladiatorial pleasures dropped
away from him, and he went to them no more. Then he also
prevailed upon his reluctant father to let him be my pupil. And,
at the son’s urging, the father at last consented. Thus Alypius
began again to hear my lectures and became involved with me
in the same superstition, loving in the Manicheans that out-
ward display of ascetic discipline which he believed was true
and unfeigned. It was, however, a senseless and seducing conti-
nence, which ensnared precious souls who were not able as yet
to reach the height of true virtue, and who were easily beguiled
with the veneer of what was only a shadowy and feigned virtue.

CHAPTER VIII

13. He had gone on to Rome before me to study law—which
was the worldly way which his parents were forever urging him
to pursue—and there he was carried away again with an in-
credible passion for the gladiatorial shows. I or, although he

15 Prov. g:8.
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had been utterly opposed to such spectacles and detested them,
one day he met by chance a company of his acquaintances and
fellow students rcturning {rom dinner; and, with a friendly
violence, they drew him, resisting and objecting vehemently,
into the amphitheater, on a day of those cruel and murderous
shows. He protested to them: “Though you drag my body to
that place and set me down there, you cannot [orce me to give
my mind or lend my eyes to these shows. Thus I will be absent
while present, and so overcome both you and them.” When
they heard this, they dragged him on in, probably interested to
see whether he could do as he said. When they got to the arcna,
and had taken what seats they could get, the whole place be-
came a tumult of inhuman frenzy. But Alypius kept his eyes
closed and forbade his mind to roam abroad after such wicked-
ness. Would that he had shut his ears also! For when one of the
combatants fell in the fight, a mighty cry from the whole
audience stirred him so strongly that, overcome by curiosity and
still prepared (as he thought) to despise and risc superior to it
no matter what it was, he opencd his cyes and was struck with
a deeper wound in his soul than the victim whom he desired to
sec had becn in his body. Thus he fell more miserably than the
onc whose fall had raised that mighty clamor which had entered
thirough his cars and unlocked his cyes to make way for the
wounding and beating down of his soul, which was more
audacious than truly valiant—also it was weaker because it
presumed on its own strength when it ought to have depended
on Thee. For, as soon as he saw the blood, he drank in with it a
savage temper, and he did not turn away, but fixed his eyes on
the bloody pastime, unwittingly drinking in the madness-—de-
lighted with the wicked contest and drunk with blood lust. He
was now no longer the same man who came in, but was one of
the mob he came into, a truc companion of thosc who had
brought him thither. Why nced I say more? He looked, he
shouted, he was excited, and he took away with him the mad-
ness that would stimulate him to come again: not only with
those who first enticed him, but even without them; indeed,
dragging in others besides. And yet from all this, with a most
powerful and most merciful hand, thou didst pluck him and
taught him not to rest his confidence in himself but in thee—

but not till long after.
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Alypius at the house of a certain senator, whose receptions he
used to attend. He recognized him at once and, taking his hand,
led him apart from the throng, inquired the cause of all the
trouble, and learned what had occurred. He then commanded
all the rabble still around—and very uproarious and full of
threatenings they were—to come along with him, and they
came to the house of the young man who had committed the
dced. There, before the door, was a slave boy so young that he
was not restrained from telling the whole story by fear of harm-
ing his master. And he had followed his master to the market
place. Alypius recognized him, and whispered to the architect,
who showed the boy the hatchet and asked whose it was.
“Ours,” he answered directly. And, being further questioned,
he discloscd the whole affair. Thus the guilt was shifted to that
houschold and the rabble, who had begun to triumph over
Alypius, were shamed. And so he went away home, this man
who was to be the future steward of thy Word and judge of so
many causes in thy Church—a wiser and more experienced
man.

CHAPTER X

16. I found him at Rome, and he was bound to me with the
strongest possible ties, and he went with me to Milan, in order
that he might not be separated from me, and also that he might
obtain some law practice, for which he had qualified with a
view to pleasing his parents more than himself. He had alrecady
sat three times as assessor, showing an integrity that seemed
strange to many others, though he thought them strange who
could prefer gold to integrity. His character had also been tested,
not only by the bait of covetousness, but by the spur of fear. At
Rome he was assessor to the secretary of the Italian Treasury.
There was at that time a very powerful senator to whose favors
many were indebted, and of whom many stood in fear. In his
usual highhanded way he demanded to have a favor granted
him that was forbidden by the laws. This Alypius resisted. A
bribe was promised, but he scorned it with all his heart. Threats
were employed, but he trampled them underfoot—so that all
men marveled at so rare a spirit, which neither coveted the
friendship nor feared the enmity of a man at once so powerful
and so widely known for his great resources of helping his friends
and doing harm to his enemies. Even the official whose coun-
selor Alypius was—although he was unwilling that the favor
should be granted—would not openly refuse the request, but
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passed the responsibility on to Alypius. alle in

;}ottl pe{rrgt him to give his assent.ygnd’the t%ut%l t\t:: :lhea:vg\l/lelxcll
Cou;E Judge had agreced, Alypius would have simply left the

There was one matter, however, which appeal i
of learning, in which he was very ,nearly lecll) };sztlrzc){.t?{g lis”olt?r‘llg
out that he might have books copicd for himself at praetorian
rates [i.e., at publl.c expense]. But his sense of justice prevailed
and he changcc_l his mind for the better, thinking that the rule
that forbade him was still more profitable than the privilege
that“hls office would have allowed him. These are little things
but ”he that is faithful in a little matter is faithful alsoina grcgaé
one.” 16 Nor can that possibly be void which was uttered by the
mouth of Thy truth: “If, thercfore, you have not been faithful
in the.unrlghteou§ mammon, who will commit to your trust the
true riches? l}nd if you have not been faithful in that which is
another man’s, who shall give you that which is your own?” 17
iuch acrin.an was Alypiusz who clung to me at that time and ;/vho
foill\(;evi'e in his purpose, just as I did, as to what course of life to
17. Nebridius also had come to Milan for no

than that he might live with me in a most ardentost:a?rrc}rle:is'&?
truth and wisdom. He had left his native place near Carthage—
and Cart.hage itself, where he usually lived—leaving behincglr his
fine fam}ly estate, his house, and his mother, who would not
follow him. Like me, he sighed; like me, he wa,vcred' an ardent
seeker after the true life and a most acute analyst of the most
abstrus.e questions. So there were three begging mouths, sighin
out the}r wants one to the other, and waiting upon thee tha%
thou mightest give them their meat in due season, 18 And’in all
the vexations with which thy mercy followed our worldl
pursults, we sought for the reason why we suffered so—and al)l’
was darkness! We turned away groaning and exclaiming, “How
long shall these things be?”” And this we often asked ye; for all
our asking we dlgl not relinquish them; for as yet v’ve had not
dlscoverec.i anything certain which, when we gave those others
up, we might grasp in their stead.

CHAPTER XI

18. And I especially puzzled and wondered wh
! en I remem-
bered how long a time had passed since my nineteenth year,r?n

16 Luke 16:10, 17 Luke 16: 11, 12, 18 Cf. Ps. 145:15.
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which I had first fallen in love with wisdom and had determined
as soon as 1 could find her to abandon the empty hopes and
mad declusions of vain desires. Behold, I was now getting close
to thirty, still stuck fast in the same mire, still greedy (?f enjdoyi
ing present goods which fly away and distract mc; an 0
was still saying, “Tomorrow I shall discover it; bqhold, it ’w1d
become plain, and I shall see it; behold, Faust‘\‘xs will come in
explain everything.” Or I would say!®: “O you mighty
Academics, is there no certainty that man can grasp for the
guidance of his life? No, let us scarch the more dll}lgmltly, and
Iet us not despair. See, the things in the Church’s bookc.; that
appeared so absurd to us before do not appear so now, and may
be otherwise and honestly interpreted. I will set my feet .up<l)n
that step where, as a child, my parents placed me, until tl_(;
clear truth is discovered. But where and when shall it be sought?
Ambrosc has no leisure—we have no leisure to read. Where arg
we to find the books? How or where could I get hold of them?
From whom could I borrow them? Let me sct a schedule for
my days and set apart certain hours for the health of the sctl)ul.
A great hope has risen up in us, because the Catholic faith does
not teach what we thought it did, and vainly accused it of. Its
teachers hold it as an abomination to believe that God 1Is
limited by the form of a human body. And flo I do’ubt that !
should ‘knock’ in order for the rest also to be ‘opened unFohnlle.
My pupils take up the morning hours; what am I doing fmt the
rest of the day? Why not do this? But, then, when am I to visit
my influential friends, whose favors I nced? When am I to pre-
pare the orations that I sell to the class? When would 1 pget some
recreation and relax my mind from the strain of work?

19. “Perish everything and let us dismiss these idle triflings.
Let me devote myself solely to the search for truth. This 1hfc is
unhappy, death uncertain. If it comes upon me suddhcn }ﬁ in
what state shall 1 go hence and where shall I learn what cre{*
I have neglected? Should I not indeed suffer the punishment (il
my negligence here? But suppose death cuts off and finishes a
care and fecling. This too is a question that calls for inquiry.
God forbid that it should be so. It is not without reason, 1t 1s
not in vain, that the stately authority of the Christian faith has
spread over the entire world, and God would never have }(lioEe
such great things for us if the life of the soul perished with the
death of the body. Why, therefore, do I delay in abandoning

19 Here begins a long soliloquy which sums up his turmoil over the past
decade and his present plight of confusion and indecision.
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my hopes of this world and giving myself wholly to seek after
God and the blessed life?

“But wait a moment. This life also is plcasant, and it has a
sweetness of its own, not at all negligible. We must not abandon
it lightly, for it would be shameful to lapse back into it again.
Sce now, it is important to gain some post of honor. And what
morc should I desire? 1 have crowds of influential friends, if
nothing clse; and, if I push my claims, a governorship may be
offered me, and a wife with some money, so that she would not
be an added cxpense. This would be the height of my desire.
Many men, who are great and worthy of imitation, have com-
bined the pursuit of wisdom with a marriage life.”

20. While I talked about thesc things, and the winds of
opinions veered about and tossed my heart hither and thither,
time was slipping away. I delayed my conversion to the Lord;
I postponed from day to day the life in thee, but I could not
postponc the daily death in myself. I was enamored of a happy
life, but I still feared to seck it in its own abode, and so 1 fled
from it while T sought it. I thought I should be miscrable if 1
were deprived of the embraces of a woman, and I never gave a
thought to the medicine that thy mercy has provided for the
healing of that infirmity, for I had never tried it. As for con-
tinence, I imagined that it depended on one’s own strength,
though I found no such strength in mysclf, for in my folly 1
knew not what is written, “Nonc can be continent uniess thou
dost grant it.”” 20 Certainly thou wouldst have given it, if I had
bescechied thy cars with heartfelt groaning, and if T had cast
my care upon thee with firm faith,

CHAPTER XII

21. Actually, it was Alypius who prevented me from marry-
ing, urging that if I did so it would not be possible for us to live
together and to have as much undistracted lcisure in the love
of wisdom as we had long desired. For he himself was so chaste
that it was wonderful, all the more because in his early youth
he had entered upon the path of promiscuity, but had not con-
tinued in it. Instead, feeling sorrow and disgust at it, hc had
lived from that time down to the prescnt most continently, I
quoted against him the examples of men who had been married
and still lovers of wisdom, who had pleascd God and had becn
loyal and affectionate to their friends. I fell far short of them in

20 Cf, Wis. 8:21 (LXX).
AC.E—Q
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greatness of soul, and, enthralled with the discase of my carnality
and its deadly sweetness, I dragged my chain along, fearing to
be loosed of it. Thus I rejected the words of him who counseled
me wisely, as if the hand that would have loosed the chain only
hurt my wound. Morcover, the serpent spoke to Alypius him-
self by me, weaving and lying in Eis path, by my tougue to
catch him with plcasant snares-in which his honorable and free
feet might be entangled.

22. Ior he wondered that I, for whom he had such a great
esteein, should be stuck so fast in the gluepot of pleasurc as to
maintain, whenever we discussed the subject, that I could not
possibly live a celibate life. And when I urged in my defense
against his accusing questions that the hasty and stolen delight,
which he had tasted and now hardly remembered, and there-
fore too easily disparaged, was not to be compared with a
settled acquaintance with it; and that, if to this stable acquaint-
ance werce added the honorable name of marriage, he would not
then be astonished at my inability to give it up—when I spoke
thus, then he also began to wish to be married, not because he
was overcome by the lust for such pleasures, but out of curiosity.
For, he said, he longed to know what that could be without
which my life, which he thought was so happy, seemed to me
to be no life at all, but a punishment. For he who wore no chain
was amazed at my slavery, and his amazement awoke the desire
for experience, and from that he would have gone on to the ex-
periment itsell, and then perhaps he would have fallen into the
very slavery that amazed him in me, since he was ready to enter
into “a covenant with death,” 21 for “he that loves danger shall
fall into it.”’ 22

Now, the question of conjugal honor in the ordering of a good
marricd lifc and the bringing up of children intercsted us but
slightly. What afflicted me most and what had made me alrcady
a slave to it was the habit of satisfying an insatiable lust; but
Alypius was about to be enslaved by a merely curious wonder.
This is the state we were in until thou, O Most High, who never
forsakest our lowliness, didst take pity on our misery and didst
come to our rescue in wonderful and sccret ways.

CHAPTER XIII

2. Active efforts were made to get me a wife. I wooed; I
was engaged; and my mother took the greatest pains in the
21 Isa. 28:15. 22 Ecclus. 3:26.
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matter. For her hope was that, when I was once married, 1
might be washed clean in health-giving baptism for which I
was being daily prepared, as she Joyfully saw, taking note that
her desires and promises were being fulfilled in my faith. Yet
when, at my request and her own impulse, she called upon theo
daily with strong, lieartfelt cries, that thou wouldst by a vision
dlsclos¢ unto her a leading about my future ma,rriage thou
wouldst not. She did, indeed, sce certain vain and far,ltastic
things, such as are conjured up by the strong prcoccupalior; of
the human spirit, and thesc she supposcd had some reference to
me. And she told me about them, but not with the confidence
she usually had when thou hadst shown her anything. For she
always said that she could distinguish, by a certain fc.eling im-
possible to describe, between thy revelations and the dreams of
lier own soul. Yet the matter was pressed forward, and ‘ro-
posals were made for a girl who was as yet some*two ycarsptoo

t 23 y i
}fc?ru}r:egr-o narry.?3 And because she pleased me, I agreed to wait

CHAPTER XIV

. 24- Many in my band of friends, consulting about and abhor-
ring the turbulent vexations of human life, had often considered
and were now almost determined to undertake a pecaceful life
away from the turmoil of men. This we thought could be
obtamcd.by bringing togcther what we severally owned and
thus making of it a common houschold, so that in the sincerit
of our friendship nothing should bclong more to one than to thz
other; but all were to have one purse and the whole was to be-
long to cach and to all. We thought that this group might con-
sist of ten persons, some of whom were very rich—especiall
Romanianus, my fellow townsman, an intimate friend fron);
childhood days. He had been brought up to the court on grave
business matters and he was the most earnest of us all about the
project and his voice was of great weight in commending it
because his estate was far more ample than that of the others
We had resolved, also, that each year two of us should 'bc;
managers and provide all that was needful, while the rest were
left undlsturbc.d. But when we began to reflect whether this
would be permitted by our wives, which some of us had alrcad
and others hoped to have, the whole plan, so exccllently framcdy
collapsed in our hands and was utterly wrecked and cast aside,

he nor mini f T g as t (:1\(3. f. lllStl!llall
23 I mal lmnum lcgal age lor marriage

was tw N
lﬂlllllltl(iﬂc.ﬁ I, 10:22. C
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From this we fell again into sighs and groans, and our steps
followed the broad and beaten ways of the world; for many
thoughts were in our hearts, but ““Thy counsel standeth fast
forever.” 24 In thy counsel thou didst mock ours, and didst pre-
parc thy own plan, for it was thy purpose “to give us mcat in
due scason, to open thy hand, and to fill our souls with bless-
ing.” 25

CHAPTER XV

25. Mcanwhile my sins were being multiplied. My mistress
was torn from my side as an impediment to my marriage, and
my heart which clung to her was torn and wounded till it bled.
And she went back to Africa, vowing to thee never to know any
other man and leaving with me my natural son by her. But I,
unhappy as I was, and weaker than a woman, could not bear
the delay of the two years that should elapse before I could
obtain the bride I sought. And so, since I was not a lover of
wedlock so much as a slave of lust, I procured another mistress
—not a wife, of course. Thus in bondage to a lasting habit, the
disease of my soul might be nursed up and kept in its vigor or
cven increased until it reached the realm of matrimony. Nor
indeed was the wound healed that had becn caused by cutting
away my former mistress; only it ceased to burn and throb, and
began to fester, and was more dangerous because it was less
painful.

CHAPTER XVI

26. Thine be the praise; unto thee be the glory, O Fountain
of mercies. I became more wretched and thou didst come nearer.
Thy right hand was cver ready to pluck me out of the mire and
(o clcanse me, but I did not know it. Nor did anything call me
back from a still dceper plunge into carnal pleasure except the
fear of death and of thy future judgment, which, amid all the
waverings of my opinions, never faded from my breast. And I
discussed with my friends, Alypius and Ncbridius, the nature
of good and evil, maintaining that, in my judgment, Epicurus
would have carricd off ihe palm if I had not believed what
Epicurus would not believe: that after death there remains a
life for the soul, and places of recompense. And I demanded of
them: “Suppose we arc immortal and live in the enjoyment of
perpetual bodily pleasure, and that without any fear of losing
it—why, then, should we not be happy, or why should we

24 Cf. Ps. 33:11. 25 Cf. Ps. 145:15, 16.
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search for anything clse?” I did not know that this was in fact
the root of my misery: that I was so fallen and blinded that I
could not discern the light of virtue and of beauty which must
be embraced for its own sake, which the eye of flesh cannot sce
and only the inner vision can see. Nor did I, alas, consider the
reason why I found delight in discussing these ver)’/ perplexitics
shamcful. as they were, with my friends. For I could not be
happy without friends, even according to the notions of happi-
ness I had thien, and no matter how rich the store of my carnal
pleasures might be. Yet of a truth I loved my friends for their
own sakes, and felt that they in turn loved me for my own sake.
O crooked ways! Woe to the audacious soul which hoped
that by forsaking thee it would find some better thing! It
tossed and turned, upon back and side and belly—but the bed
is hard, and thou alone givest it rest.26 And lo, thou art near
and thou deliverest us from our wretched \;andcrings and
establishest us in thy way, and thou comfortest us and sayest,

“Run, I will carry you; yea, I will lead you home and then I will
set you free.”” 27

26 A variation on ]CSthSS 15 our healt unti 'y
1it comes to ﬁlld rest in II)CC
Bk. I, (xh. I, L.
217 Isa. 46.4.



BOOK NINE

d of the autobiography. Augustine tells of his resigning from his
‘I;Trgje’ei;zors/{:p and of t/zetg dcf)))sy at Cassiciacum in preparation for baptism.
He 15 baptized together with Adeodatus and Alypius. Shortly t/zerecéﬂ/e;r_,
they start back for Africa. Augustine recalls the ecstasy he and /z.s
mother shared in Ostia and then reports her death and burial an s
grief. The book closes with a moving prayer for the souls of Monica,
Patrictus, and all his fellow citizens of the heavenly Ferusalem.

CHAPTER I

« ord, I am thy scrvant; I am thy servant and the son
of Ithy gafl‘dmz’:tid. Thoz hast loosed my bonds. I will offer to
thee the sacrifice of thanksgiving.” ! Let my hcart and my tongue
praise thee, and let all my bones say, “Lord, who is like unto
thee?” Let them say so, and answer thou me and say unto my

¢ ur salvation.” ) _
SOI{'I\;hoIaQ:}rlnI):c;nd what is my naturc? What evil is there not in
me and my deeds; or if not in my deeds, my words; or if IIO';III
my words, my will? But thou, O Lord, art good and merci ud,
and thy right hand didst reach into the depth of my dcathfan
didst empty out the abyss of corruption from the bottom o m)I'
heart. And this was the result: now I did not will to do what
willed, and began to will to do what thou didst will.

But where was my free will during all those years and from
what deep and secrct retrcat was it callsd forth in a single
moment, whereby I gave my ncck to thy “easy y‘c‘)ke and my
shoulders to thy “light burden,” O Christ Jesus, “my Strength
and my Redeemer”? How sweet did it suddenly become to me

1 Ps. 116116, 17.
178
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to be without the sweetness of trifles! And it was now a joy to
put away what I formerly feared to lose. For thou didst cast
them away from me, O true and highest Sweetness. Thou didst
cast them away, and in their place thou didst enter in thyself—
sweeter than all pleasure, though not to flesh and blood;
brighter than all light, but more veiled than all mystery; more
exalted than all honor, though not to them that are exalted in
their own eyes. Now was my soul free from the gnawing cares
of seeking and getting, of wallowing in the mire and scratching
the itch of lust. And 1 prattled like a child to thee, O Lord my
God—my light, my riches, and my salvation,

CHAPTER 11

2. And it scemed right to me, in thy sight, not to snatch my
tongue’s service abruptly out of the speech market, but to with-
draw quietly, so that the young men who were not concerned
about tliy law or thy peace, but with mendacious follies and
forensic strifes, might no longer purchase from my mouth
weapons for their frenzy. Fortunately, there were only a few
daysbefore the “vintage vacation” 2; and I determined to endure
them, so that I might resign in due form and, now bought by
thee, return for sale no more.

My plan was known to thee, but, save for my own friends, it
was not knowu to otlier men. For we had agreed that it should
uot be made public; although, in our ascent from the “valley of
tcars” and our singing of ““the song of degrees,” thou hadst given
us sharp arrows and hot burning coals to stop that deceitful
tongue which opposes under the guise of good counsel, and
devours what it loves as though it were food. Y

3. Thou hadst pierced our heart with thy love, and we car-
ried thy words, as it were, thrust through our vitdls. The
examples of thy servants whom thou hadst changed from black
to shining white, and from death to life, crowded into the bosom
of our thoughts and burned and consumed our sluggish temper,
that we might not topple back into the abyss. And they fired
us exceedingly, so that every breath of the deceitful tongue of
our detractors might fan the flame and not blow it out.

Though this vow and purpose of ours should find those who
would loudly praisc it—for the sake of thy name, which thou
hast sanctified throughout the carth—it nevertheless looked like
a self-vaunting not to wait until the vacation time now so near,

2 An imperial holiday season, from late August to the middle of October.
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For if I had left such a public office ahcad of time, and had made
the break in the eye of the general public, all who took notice
of this act of minc and observed how near was the vintage time
that T wished to anticipate would have talked about me a great
deal, as if 1 were trying to appear a grcat person. And what
purposc would it serve that people should consider and dispute
about my conversion so that my good should be evil spoken of?

4. Furthermore, this same summer my lungs had begun to
be weak from too much literary labor. Breathing was difficult;
the pains in my chest showed that the lungs were affected and
were soon fatigued by too loud or prolonged spcaking. This had
at first been a trial to me, for it would have compelled me almost
of necessity to lay down that burden of teaching; or, if T was to be
cured and become strong again, at least to take a lcave for a
while. But as soon as the full desirc to be still that I might know
that thou art the Lord ? arose and was confirmed in me, thou
knowest, my God, that I began to rejoice that I had this excuse
ready—and not a feigned one, cither—which might somewhat
temper the displcasure of those who for their sons’” freedom
wished me never to have any frecdom of my own.

Full of joy, then, I bore it until my time ran out—it was per-
haps some twenty days—yct it was some strain to go through
with it, for the greediness which helped to support the drudgery
liad gone, and I would have been overwhelmed had not its
place been taken by patience. Some of thy servants, my brethren,
inay say that I sinned in this, since having once fully and from
my heart enlisted in thy service, 1 permitted myself to sit a
single hour in the chair of falsehood. 1 will not dispute it. But
hast thou not, O most merciful Lord, pardoned and forgiven
this sin in the holy water ¢ also, along with all the others, horrible
and deadly as they were? |

CHAPTER 1II

5. Verecundus was severely disturbed by this ncw happiness
of mine, since he was still firaly held by his bonds and saw that
he would lose my companionship. For he was not ycta Christian,
though his wife was; and, indeed, he was more firmly enchained
by her than by anything clse, and held back from that journey
on which we had set out. Furthermore, he declared he did not
wish to be a Christian on any terms except those that were im-

possible. However, he invited us most courtcously to make use
3 Cf. Ps. 46:10. 4 His subsequent baptism; see below, Ch. V1.
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of his country house so long as we would stay there. O Lord
thou wilt recompense him for this “in the resurrection of the
just,”$ secing that thou hast already given him “the lot of the
righteous.” ¢ For while we were absent at Rome, he was over-
taken with bodily sickness, and during it he "was made a
Christian and departed this life as one of the faithful, Thus th01‘1
hadst mercy on him, and not on him only, but on us as well;
lest, remembering the exceeding kindness of our friend to us
and not able to count him in thy flock, we should be tortured
with intolerable gricf. Thanks be unto thee, our God; we arce
thine. Thy exhortations, consolations, and faithful };romises
assure us that thou wilt repay Verecundus for that countr
house at Cassiciacum-—where we found rest in thee from thz
fever of the world—with the perpetual freshness of thy paradise
in \Vth.h thou hast forgiven him his earthly sins, in that
mountain flowing with milk, that fruitful mountain—ithy own
6. Thus Verccundus was full of grief; but Nebridius was
joyous. For he was not yet a Christian, and had fallen into the
pit of deadly error, believing that the flesh of thy Son, the Truth
was a phantom.” Yet he had come up out of that p,it and now
held the same belief that we did. And though he was not as yet
initiated in any of the sacraments of thy Church, he was a m)(,)st
carnest inquirer after truth. Not long after our conversion and
regeneration by thy baptism, he also became a faithful member
of the Catholic Church, scrving thee in perfect chastity and
continence among his own people in Africa, and bringing his
whole houschold with him to Christianity. Then thou didst
rclease him from the flesh, and now he lives in Abraham’s
bosom. Whatever is signified by that term “bosom,” there lives
my Nebridius, my sweet friend, thy son by adopti’on O Lord
and not a freedman any longer. There he lives; for what other
placc could there be for such a soul? There he lives in that abode
about which he uscd to ask me so many questions—poor
ignorant one that I was. Now he does not put his ear up th;)m
mouth, but his spiritual mouth to thy fountain, and drink)s/
wisdom as he desires and as he is able—happy without end. But
I do not believe that he is so incbriated by that draught as to
fc;ﬁrget me; since thou, O Lord, who art the draught, art mindful
of us.

Thus, then, we were comforting the unhappy Verecundus—
5 Luke 14:14. 6 P's. 125:3.

7 The heresy of Docetism, one of tl i
i y , he earliest and most persi
Christological errors. persistent of all
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rejoiced in thy mercy, O Father. And all these feclings showed
forth in my eyes and voice when thy good Spirit turned to us
and said, “O sons of men, how long will you be slow of heart,
how long will you love vanity, and scck after falsehood?”’ For
I had loved vanity and sought after falschood. And thou, O
Lord, had alrcady magnified thy Holy One, raising him from
the dead and setting him at thy right hand, that thence he
should send forth from on high his promised “Paraclete, the
Spirit of Truth.” Already he had sent him, and I knew it not.
He had sent him because he was now magnified, rising from the
dead and ascending into heaven. For till then “the Holy Spirit
was not yet given, because Jesus was not yet glorified.” 17 And
the prophet cried out: “How long will you be slow of hcart?
How long will you love vanity, and seek after falschood? Know
this, that the Lord hath magnified his Holy One.” He cries,
“How long?” He cries, “Know this,” and I—so long “loving
vanity, and secking after falsehood”’—heard and trembled, be-
cause these words were spoken to such a one as I remembered
that I myself had been. For in those phantoms which I once
held for truth there was vanity and falsehood. And I spoke many
things loudly and earnestly—in the contrition of my memory
—which I wish they had heard, who still “love vanity and seck
after falsechood.”” Perhaps they would have been troubled, and
have vomited up their error, and thou wouldst have heard them
when they cried to thee; for by a real death in the flesh He died
for us who now maketh intercession for us with thee.

10. I read on further, “Be angry, and sin not.” And how
deeply was I touched, O my God; for I had now learned to be
angry with myself for the things past, so that in the future I
might not sin. Yes, to be angry with good cause, for it was not
another nature out of the race of darkness that had sinned for
me—as they affirm who are not angry with themsclves, and
who store up for themselves dire wrath against the day of wrath
and the revelation of thy righteous judgment. Nor were the
good things I saw now outside me, nor were they to be scen with
the eyes of flesh in the light of the earthly sun. For they that
have their joys from without sink easily into emptiness and are
spilled out on those things that are visible and temporal, and in
their starving thoughts they lick their very shadows. If only
they would grow weary with their hunger and would say, “Who
will show us any good?”” And we would answer, and they would
hear, “O Lord, the light of thy countenance shines bright upon

17 John 7:39.
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us.” For we are not that Light that enlightens ever

we are enlightened by thee, so that wcgwho wcrz }’0?;12112;1;);1;
darkness may now be alight in thee. If only they could behold
the inner Light Eternal which, now that I had tasted it. |
gnashed my teeth because I could not show it to them unless
they brought me their heart in their eyes—their roving eyes—
and said, “Who will show us any good?” But even there, in the
inner chamt.)cr of my soul—whcre I was angry with m self;
where I was inwardly pricked, where I had offered my sacr)i,ﬁce’
slaying my old man, and hoping in thee with the new resolve of
a new life with my trust laid in thec—even there thou hadst
begun to grow sweet to me and to “put gladness in my heart.”
And Fhus as I read all this, I cried aloud and felt its inwar'd
meaning. Nor did I wish to be increased in worldly goods which
are wasted by time, for now I possessed, in thy eternal sim-
phmty,{st(?er corn and wine and oil. ‘

1. And with a loud cry from m heart, I rea 1
verse: “Oh, in peace! Oh, in the S()allfsame.’” 18 S(:etllllzvf\f)lkll(ézini
1it: “I will lay me down and take my rest.”’ 1% For who sh(a)Il
withstand us when the truth of. this saying that is written is
made manifest: “Death is swallowed up in victory”20? For
surely thou, who dost not change, art the Selfsame ar.ld in
thee is rest and oblivion to all distress. There is none other
beside thee, nor are we to toil for thosc many things which are
not thee, fqr only thou, O Lord, makest me to dwell in ho :: ”

_These things I read and was enkindled—but still T couldpn;)t
discover what to do with those deaf and dead Manicheans to
whpm I myself had belonged; for I had been a bitter and blind
;(rzl\(/i]li:r against tl}c}slc x}rriiings, honeyed with the honey of heaven

uminous with thy light, i '
e aiminous Scriptzrcs t. And I was sorely grieved at these

12. When shall I call to mind all that ha en i
hohdays?' I have not forgotten them; nor V\Il)lﬁ Iii (iiulzlnntgattl)lgsft:
the severity of thy scourge, and the amazing quickness of th
mercy. During that time thou didst torture me with a toothache)'l
and whe.n it had become so acute that I was not able to speak,
1t came into my heart to urge all my friends who were pr}Zsen;
to pray for me to thee, the God of al] health. And T wrote it
down on the tablet and gave it to them to read. Present] as
we bow?d our knees in supplication, the pain was gone yi3ut
what pain? How did it go? I confess that I was terrified. O Lord
18 Idipsum-—the oneness and immutability of God. ’

19 Cf. v. g. 201 Cor. 15:54.
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i I had never cxperi-
God, because from my earliest years ;
Ielrll}éedosuch pain. And thy purposcs were gro}foundly 1r1113prtci;1(ﬁ
; and rejoicing in faith, I praised thy name. Bu
lflalif}?arﬁgwcd meJno rest in respect of my past sins, which were
not yet forgiven me through thy baptism.

CHAPTER V

13. Now that the vintage vacation was ended, I gave Eo{ncr(;
to the citizens of Milan that they might provide their scd(gtzr.-
with another word-merchant. I gave as my‘reasor;s m{ cter
mination to serve thee and also my insufficiency for the la N
because of the difliculty in breathing and the pain in Ky 1C) 1esc.

And by letters I notified thy bishop, the 'hOIYAman 1rl1{ (rio;li;
of my former errors and my present resolution. An aas e | s
advice as to which of thy books it was best for me to rfc:*a sO ta
I might be the more ready and fit for the reception oI i)o 1g.re'a :11
gracc. He recommended Isaiah the prophet; and ﬁleveﬂl
was becausc Isaiah foreshows more clearly than Iot eﬁi n(l)(i
gospel, and the calling of the Gentiles. But bgcagseh cout 1 not
understand the first part and bc_cause T'imagined the res e
like it, I laid it aside with the intention of talzilng it up ag
later, when better practiced in our Lord’s words.

CHAPTER VI

n the time arrived for me to give in my name, we
lcftI ét}'flcvggfntry and returned to Milan. Alypius also rdcsvollvctii tg
be born again in thee at the same time. He was alrefl yc E Ic
with the humility that befits thy sacraments, and wt}s Sl(‘) rav.(i
a tamer of his body that he would walk the fro7:¢n ta\i;"mtsmk
with his naked feet, which called for unusual fortltuic. ffc 00
with us the boy Adeodatus, my son after the flesh, the o ls)pruig
of my sin. Thou hadst made of him a noble lad. He was barcly
fiftcen years old, but his intelligence excelled that of many géa\c/ic
and learned men. I confess to thee thy gifts, O Lord my (} :
creator of all, who hast power to reform our defor.mltlcs—} o
there was nothing of me in that boy but the sin. For it wz(lis thou
who didst inspire us to foster him in thy d.1sc1p11nc,kanf none
other—thy gifts I confess to thee. There is a bgo do mmle(i
entitled De Magistro.2! It is a dialogue between Adeo atustfu !
me, and thou knowest that all things there put into the mouth o

21 Concerning the Teacher; cf. Vol. VI of this series, pp. 64-101.
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my interlocutor are his, though he was then only in his sixteenth
ycar. Many other gifts even more wonderful I found in him,
His talent was a source of awe to me. And who but thou couldst
be the worker of such marvels? And thou didst qui

his life from the carth, and even now I recall him to mind with a
sensc of security, because 1 fear nothing for his childhood or
youth, nor for his whole carcer. We took him for our companion,
as if he were the same agce in grace with ourselves, to be trained
with oursclves in thy discipline. And so we were baptized and the
anxiety about our past life left us,

Nor did I ever have cnough in those days of the wondrous
sweetness of meditating on the depth of thy counsels concerning
the salvation of the human race. How freely did I weep in thy
hymns and canticles; how deeply was I moved by the voices
of thy sweet-speaking Church! The voices flowed into my ears;
and the truth was poured forth into my heart, where the tide
of my devotion overflowed, and my tears ran down, and I was
happy in all these things.

CHAPTER VII

15. The church of Milan had only recently begun to employ
this mode of consolation and’exaltation with all the brethren
singing togcther with great carnestness of voice and heart. For
it was only about a year—not much more—since Justina, the
mother of the boy-cmperor Valentinian, had persecuted thy
servant Ambrose on behalf of her heresy, in which she had been
seduced by the Arians. The devoted people kept guard in the
church, prepared to dic with their bishop, thy servant. Among
them my mother, thy handmaid, taking a leading part in those
anxicties and vigils, lived there in prayer. And even though we
were still not wholly melted by the heat of thy Spirit, we were
nevertheless excited by the alarmed and disturbed city.

This was the time that the custom began, after the manner
of the Eastern Church, that hymns and psalms should be sung,
so that the people would not be worn out with the tedium of
lamentation. This custom, retained from then til] now, has been
imitated by many, indeed, by almost all thy congregations
throughout the rest of the worid. 22

16. Then by a vision thou madest known to thy renowned

22 This was apparently the first introduction into the West of antiphonal

chanting, whicli was already widespread in the Fast. Ambrose brought
it in; Gregory brought it to perfection.
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bishop the spot where lay the bodies of Gecrlvasius and tI::Soti%srluss(;
: hadst preserved uncorrup
the martyrs, whom thou o st pr
i t storehouse, so that thou mig :
many years in thy sccre el nightest pro-
/ ; heck a woman’s fury—a
ducc them at a fit time to ¢ _ e
! When they were discovere
deed, but also a queen! Y
i honor to the basilica of Ambrose,
and brought with duc [brose, as they
é d many who were trou y
wcre borne along the road 1 1 bled by unclcan
irits— ils confessing themsclves—wer | '
D i ll-known citizen of the city,
as also a certain man, a well-
{)llllcr:sl ‘;vnzmy years, who, when he had ask}cddandt Lc;l;ng:glggt?ccl
’ ltuous joy, rushed ou
reason for the people’s tumu hed out and begged
i i im to the place. When he arrivec ;|
his guide to lead him . en he arrived there, Le
i to touch with his handke
begged to be permitted to ith his handkerehiel the bicr
hy sai ath is precious in thy sight.
of thy saints, whosc dcath hy ovhon he had
i i they were immediately op
e this, and put it to his cyes, they '
%31123 fame of all g}is sprcad abroad; from this thy glory shonf(:) nm](;;e
brightly. And also from this the mind of that angry w nan,
tho%gh not enlarged to the sanity of a full faith, was neve
1 tion.
-estrained from the fury of persecu ]
ICS'};lcféis to thee, O my God. Whence and whither ha;t thotu
led m(y memory that I should confess such ftlﬁngs as tdcts}iacr;)1
’ -
I had forgetfully passed th
—for grecat as they were, i
tl:/f:(;? Andgyct at that time, when the sweet savz(zrrli)}g th); (i::ntl
?n(*n'l was so [ragrant, I did not run after thee. T vcrrg(;)lo;l
cpt more biltérly as I listened to thy hymns, 11<w11115 : mucﬁ
Warlltcd after thee. And now at length T couiil breathe a
}z:s the space allows in this our straw house.

CHAPTER VIII

17. Thou, O Lord, who makest men of one mind to (i:lv;llﬁré
; , ius to join our company.
i se, also broughtest Evodius to_ ‘
" SISH§IC }c:l(;gg man of our city, who, while serving ?s a sec}ri:é
:grlvi(ce};gcnt, was converted to thec and;apuzedel()ie}?irrﬁslgi‘ e
inqui i i nd prepar
inquished his secular service, a .
?}ilicrllerC{/Ve(l were together, and we were resolved to live together
i r devout purpose. .
. \(/)\}le cast aboﬁt for some place wheredwe might l;)earcr]l{otsé ;Cstelfléll
i i lanned on going ‘
ervice to thee, and had p ) :
ig C/ﬁ{isca And when we had got as far as Ostia on the Tiber,
my mother died.

zi gff: ?s'aOf;)(:)(li.' II:BP’e%f‘:r 1:24: “All flesh is grass.” See Bk. XI, Ch. II, 3.

CONFESSIONS: BOOK NINE 189

I am passing over many things, for I must hasten., Reccive,
O my God, my confessions and thanksgiving for the unnums-
bered things about which I am silent. But I will not omit any-
thing my mind has brought back concerning thy handmaid who
brought me forth—-in her flesh, that I might be born'into this
world’s light, and in her heart, that I might be born to life
eternal. T will not speak of her gifts, but of thy gift in her; for
she neither made herself nor trained herself. Thou didst create
her, and neither her father nor her mother knew what kind of
being was to come forth from them. And it was the rod of thy
Christ, the discipline of thy only Son, that trained her in thy
fear, in the house of one of thy faithful ones who was a sound
member of thy Church. Yet my mother did not attribute thjs
good training of hers as much to the diligence of her own mother
as to that of a certain clderly maidservant who had nursced her
father, carrying him around on her back, as big girls carried

her extreme agce and excellent character, she was much re-
spected by the heads of that Christian household. The care of
her master’s daughters was also committed to her, and she
performed her task with diligence. She was quite earnest in
restraining them with a holy severity when necessary and in-
structing them with a sober sagacity. Thus, except at mealtimes
at their parents’ table—when they were fed very temper-
ately—she would not allow them to drink even watcer, however
parched they were with thirst. In this way she took precautions
against an evil custom and added the wholesome advice:
“You drink water now only because you don’t control the wine;
but when you are married and mistresses of pantry and cellar,
you may not care for water, but the habit of drinking will be
fixed.” By such a method of instruction, and her authority, she
restrained the longing of their tender age, and regulated cven
the thirst of the girls to such a decorous control that they no
longer wanted what they ought not to have,

18. And yet, as thy handmaid related to me, her son, there

out of the overflowing buoyancy of her time of life, which
bubbles up with sportiveness and youthful spirits, but is usually
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borne down by the gravity of the old folks. And so, adding
daily a little to that little—for “he that contemns small things
shall fall by a little here and a little there” 25—she slipped into
such a habit as to drink off eagerly her little cup ncarly full of
wine.

Where now was that wise old woman and her strict prohibi-
tion? Could anything prevail against our secret discasc if thy
medicine, O Lord, did not watch over us? Though father and
mother and nurturers are absent, thou art present, who dost
create, who callest, and who also workest some good for our
salvation, through thosec who are set over us. What didst thou
do at that time, O my God? How didst thou heal her? How
didst thou make her whole? Didst thou not bring forth from
another woman’s soul a hard and bitter insult, like a surgeon’s
knife from thy secret store, and with onc thrust drain off all
that putrefaction? For the slave girl who used to accompany
her to the cellar fell to quarreling with her little mistress, as it
sometimes happened when she was alone with her, and cast in
her teeth this vice of hers, along with a very bitter insult: call-
ing her “a drunkard.” Stung by this taunt, my mother saw her
own vileness and immediately condemned and renounced it.

As the flattery of friends corrupts, so often do the taunts of
encmics instruct. Yet thou repayest them, not for the good thou
workest through their means, but for the malice they intended.
That angry slave girl wanted to infuriate her young mistress,
not to cure her; and that is why she spoke up when they were
alone. Or perhaps it was because their quarrel just happened
to break out at that time and place; or perhaps she was afraid
of punishment for having told of it so late.

But thou, O Lord, ruler of heaven and earth, who changest
to thy purposes the deepest floods and controls the turbulent
tide of the ages, thou healest one soul by the unsoundness of
another; so that no man, when he hears of such a happening,
should attribute it to his own power if another person whom he
wishes to reform is reformed through a word of his.

CHAPTER IX

19. Thus modestly and soberly brought up, she was made
subject to her parents by thee, rather more than by her parents
to thee. She arrived at a marriageable age, and she was given to
a husband whom she served as her lord. And she busied herself

25 Ecclus. 1971,
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itro1 %valgldiu{?l to theg, pr;:aching thee to him by her behavior
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21. This other great gift thou also didst bestow, O my God,
my Mercy, upon that good handmaid of thine, in whose womb
thou didst crecate me. It was that whenever she could she acted
as a pcacemaker between any differing and discordant spirits,
and when she heard very bitter things on cither side of a con-
troversy—the kind of bloated and undigested discord which
often belches forth bitter words, when crude malice is breathed
out by sharp tongucs to a present friend against an absent
enemy—she would disclose nothing about the one to the other
cxcept what might serve toward their reconciliation. This
might secm a small good to me if I did not know to my sorrow
countless persons who, through the horrid and far-spreading
infection of sin, not only repeat to enemies mutually enraged
things said in passion: against cach other, but also add some
things that were never said at all. It ought not to be ecnough in a
truly humanec man merely not to incite or increase the enmitics
of men by evil-speaking; he ought likewise to endeavor by
kind words to extinguish them. Such a one was she—and thou,
her most intimate instructor, didst teach her in the school of
her heart.

22, Finally, her own husband, now toward the end of his
carthly existence, she won over to thee. Henceforth, she had
no causc to complain of unfaithfulness in him, which she had
endured before he became one of the faithful. She was also the
scrvant of thy servants. All those who knew her greatly praised,
honored, and loved thee in her because, through the witness of
the fruits of a holy life, they recognized thee present in her heart.
For she had “been the wife of one man,” 26 had honored her
parcnts, had guided her housc in piety, was highly reputed for
good works, and brought up her children, travailing in labor
with them as often as she saw them swerving from thee. Lastly,
to all of us, O Lord—since of thy favor thou allowest thy servants
to spcak—to all of us who lived together in that association
before her death in thee she devoted such care as she might have
if she had been mother of us all; she served us as if she had been
the daughter of us all. .

CHAPTER X

23. As the day now approached on which she was to depart
this life—a day which thou knewest, but which we did not—it
happencd (though I believe it was by thy secret ways arranged)
that she and I stood alone, leaning in a certain window from

26 I Tim. 5:9.

I CE. this report of a “(}
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thy Word, our Lord, who remaineth in himself without becom-
ing old, and “makes all things ncw’ 32?

25. What we said went something like this: “If to any man
the tumult of the flesh were silenced; and the phantoms of earth
and waters and air were silenced; and the poles were silent as
well; indeed, if the very soul grew silent to herself, and went
beyond hersell by not thinking of herself; if fancies and imagi-
nary revelations were silenced; if every tongue and every sign
and every transient thing—for actually if any man could hear
them, all these would say, ‘We did not create ourselves, but
were created by Him who abides forever’—and if, having uttered
this, they too should be silent, having stirred our ears to hear
him who created them; and if then he alone spoke, not through
them but by himself, that we might hear his word, not in fleshly
tongue or angelic voice, nor sound of thunder, nor the obscurity
of a parable, but might hear him—him for whose sake we love
these things—if we could hear him without these, as we two
now strained ourselves to do, we then with rapid thought might
‘touch on that Eternal Wisdom which abides over all. And if
this could be sustained, and other visions of a far different kind
be taken away, and this one should so ravish and absorb and
envelop its beholder in these inward joys that his life might be
cternally like that one moment of knowledge which we now
sighed after—would not this be the reality of the saying, ‘Enter
into the joy of thy Lord’33? But when shall such a thing be? Shall
it not be ‘when we all shall rise again,” and shall it not be that
‘all things will be changed’ 347>

26. Such a thought I was expressing, and if not in this manner
and in these words, still, O Lord, thou knowest that on that day
we were talking thus and that this world, with all its joys,
seemed cheap to us even as we spoke. Then my mother said:
“Son, for myself I have no longer any pleasure in anything in
this life. Now that my hopes in this world are satisfied, I do not
know what more I want here or why I am here. There was in-
deed one thing for which I wished to tarry a little in this life,
and that was that I might see you a Catholic Christian before I
died. My God hath answered this more than abundantly, so
that I see you now made his servant and spurning all earthly
happiness. What more am I to do here?”

32 Cf. Wis. 7:21-30; scc especially v. 27: “And being but one, she [Wisdom]
can do all things: and remaining in herself the same, she makes all things

new.”
Matt. 25:21. 341 Cor. 15:51.
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CHAPTER XI
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to die in her own country. I heard later on that, during our
stay in Ostia, she had been talking in maternal confidence to
some of my friends about her contempt of this life and the
blessing of death. When they werc amazed at the courage which
was given her, a woman, and had asked her whether she did
not dread having her body buried so far from her own city, she
replied: “Nothing is far from God. I do not fear that, at the
end of time, he should not know the place whence he is to resur-
rect me.” And so on the ninth day of her sickness, in the
fifty-sixth yecar of her life and the thirty-third of mine,3¢ that
religious and devout soul was set loose from the body.

CHAPTER XII

2g. I closed her eyes; and therc flowed in a great sadness on
my heart and it was passing into tears, when at the strong
behest of my mind my eyes sucked back the fountain dry, and
sorrow was in me like a convulsion. As soon as she breathed her
last, the boy Adeodatus burst out wailing; but he was checked
by us all, and became quict. Likewise, my own childish feeling
which was, through the youthful voice of my heart, secking
escape in tears, was held back and silenced. For we did not
consider it {itting to celebrate that death with tearful wails and
groanings. This is the way those who die unhappy or are
altogether dead are usually mourned. But she neither died
unhappy nor did she altogether die.?” For of this we were
assurced by the witness of her good life, her “faith unfeigned,” 38
and other manifest evidence.

go. What was it, then, that hurt me so griecvously in my heart
except the newly made wound, caused from having the sweet
and dear habit of living together with her suddenly broken?
I was full of joy becausc of her testimony in her last illness, when
she praised my dutiful attention and called me kind, and re-
called with great affection of love that she had never heard any
harsh or reproachful sound from my mouth against her. But
yet, O my God who made us, how can that honor I paid her
be compared with her service to me? I was then left destitute of
a great comfort in her, and my soul was stricken; and that life

36 A.D. 387.

37 Nec omnino moriebatur. Is this an echo of Horace’s famous memorial ode,
Exegi monumentum aere perennius . . . non omnis moriar? Cf. Odes, Book III,
Ode XXX, 38 1 Tim. 1:5.
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was torn apart, as it were i
s torm nll)ine’togcthcr_J; which had been made but one out of
31. When the boy was restrained from weeping, Evodius
took up the Psalter and began to sing, with the whole I’louschold
responding, the psalm, “I will sing of mercy and judgment unto
thee, O Lord.” 40 And when they heard what we were doin
many of the brethren and religious women came together Ang(’i’
while those whose office it was to prepare for the funcrallwcnt
about their task according to custom, I discoursed in another
part of the house, with those who thouglhit I should not be left
alone, on what was appropriate to the occasion. By this balm of
truth, I softened the anguish known to thee. They were un-
consctous of it and listened intently and thought me free of an
sense of sorrow. But in thy cars, where none of them heard )I,
reproached myself for the mildness of my feclings, and restrained
the flow of my grief which bowed a little to my will. The
paroxysm returned again, and I knew what I repressed in m
heart, even though it did not make me burst forth into tears o}rl
even change my countenance; and I was greatly annoyed that
these human things had such power over me, which in the due
order and destiny of our natural condition ’must of necessit
happen. And so with a new sorrow I sorrowed for my sorrow an(}il
was wasted with a twofold sadness.

32. So, when the body was carried forth, we both went and
returned without tears. For neither in those prayers which we
poured forth to thee, when the sacrifice of our redemption was
offered up to thee for her—with the body placed by the side of
the grave as the custom is there, before it is lowered down into
1t—nelthe¥ in those prayers did I weep. But T was most griev-
ously sad in secret all the day, and with a troubled min% en-
treated thee, as I could, to heal my sorrow; but thou didst not
I now believe that thou wast fixing in my memory by this one
lesson, the power of the bonds of all habit, even on a mind which
now no longer feeds upon deception. It then occurred to me that
1t would be a good thing to go and bathe, for I had heard that
the word for bath [balneum] took its name from the Greek
balaneion [Bataveiov], because it washes anxiety from the mind
Now see, this also I confess to thy mercy, “O Father of the
fatherless” 41: I bathied and felt the same as I had done before

3 Cf. this passage, as Augustine doubtless intended, with the story of his

morbid and immoderate grief at the d th of hi i
Ble 1V, s, 1V e Vigl, fa cath of his boyhood friend, above,

40 Ps. 101:1. 41 Ps. 68:5.
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For the bitterness of my grief was not sweated from my
heart.

Then I slept, and when I awoke I found my grief not a little
assuaged. And as I lay there on my bed, those truc verses of
Ambrosc came to my mind, for thou art truly,

“Deus, creator omnium,
Polique rector, vestiens
Diem decoro lumine,
Noctem sopora gratia;

Artus solutos ut quies
Reddat laboris usui
Mentesque fessas allevet,
Luctusque solvat anxios.”

“O God, Creator of us all,
Guiding the orbs celestial,
Clothing the day with lovely light,
Appointing gracious sleep by night:

Thy grace our wearied limbs restore

To strengthened labor, as before,

And easc the grief of tired minds

From that decp torment which it finds.”’ 42

33. And then, little by little, there came back to me my
former memories of thy handmaid: her devout life toward thee,
her holy tenderness and attentiveness toward us, which had
suddenly been taken away from me—and it was a solace for me
to weep in thy sight, for her and for mysclf, about her and about
myself. Thus I set free the tears which before I repressed, that
they might flow at will, spreading them out as a pillow bencath
my heart. And it rested on them, for thy ears were near me—not
those of a man, who would have made a scornful comment about
my weeping. But now in writing I confess it to thee, O Lord!
Read it who will, and comment how he will, and if he finds me
to have sinned in wecping for my mother for part of an hour—
that mother who was for a while dead to my eyes, who had for
many years wept for me that I might live in thy eyes—Iet him

42 Sir Tobie Matthew (adapted). For Augustine’s own analysis of the scan-
sion and structure of this hymn, see De musica, VI, 2:2~3; for a brief
commentary on the Latin text, see A. S. Walpole, Farly Latin Hymns

(Cambridge, 1922), pp. 44—49.
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not laugh at me; but if he be a man of gencrous love, let him

weep for my si i
thy I()]hrist. Yy sins against thec, the Father of al] {he brethren of

CHAPTER XIII

. 34. Now that my heart is healed of that w —
1t can be charged against me as a carnal a[fcct?ol;ril :)?)tf?ro ai
to thee, O our God, on behalf of thy handmaid, tears of 2 v :
diffcrent sort: thosc which flow from a spirit,brokcn b fhy
thoughts of the dangers of every soul that dies in Adam yA 3
while she had been “made alive” in Christ 43 even before srlll
was freed fron} the flesh, and had so lived as to praise th name
both by hqr faith and by her life, yet I would not dare SZI th (i
from the time thou didst regencrate her by baptism noywora::l
came out of her mouth against thy ‘precepts. But it has bee
d.cclared by thy Son, the Truth, that “whosoever shall sa tn
his brother, You fool, shall be in danger of hell-firc,” 44 1{ g
there ‘would bq dogm cven for the life of a praisewort}.ly mannif
thou Judgedst it with thy mercy set aside. But since thou dost
not so stringently inquire after our sins, we hope with confidence
to find some place in thy presence. But whoever recounts his
actual and true merits to thee, what is he doing but recounti
to thee thy own gifts? Oh, if only men would know thcmselvr::%
as men, then “he that glories” would “glory in the Lord? 451
35. Thus now, O my Praisc and my Life, O God of my heart
forgetting for a little her good deeds for which I give 'o(f 1
thanks to thee, I now bescech thee for the sins of my métl)llcl;
Hearken unto me, through that Medicine of our wounds who
lelds.t hang upon the tree and who sittest at thy right hand “’mak-
Ing intercession for us.”” 46 T know that she acted in merc and
from the heart forgave her debtors their debts.47 T bcscecl);, thee
also to forgive her debts, whatever she contracted during so man
years since the water of salvation. Forgive her, O Lord, for in
her, 1 beseech thee; “enter not into judgment” with her “SgLet
thy mercy be exalted above thy justice, for thy words are true
and thou hast promised mercy to the merciful, that the merciful
shall ob'taln mercy. 4% This is thy gift, who hast mercy on whom
thou wilt and who wilt have compassion on whom thou dost
have compassion on.50 e

431 Cor. 15:22. 44 Matt. 5:

45 I1 Cor. 10:17, 46 Roarn.. 85;:

47 Cf. Matt. 6:12. 48 Ps. 143:2. ‘

49 Matt. 5:7. 50 Cf. Rom. g:15.
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36. Indeed, I believe thou hast alrcady done wlgtLI zzjslf’ (5)lf
thee, but “accept the freewill offerings of my mouth, D o1 "
For when the day of her dissolution was so close, she tl;)OI ng
thought to have her body sumptuously wrapped or crtn a n;llzn
with spices. Nor did she covet a handsome monumcn},pr Cshc
carc to be buried in her own country. About these lhnngs
gave no commands at all, but only desired to havc' lc:r narﬁc
remembered at thy altar, where she had served wit 1§uthtlc
omission of a single day, and where she knew that thc oly
sacrifice was dispensed by which that handwrltlnglf Czlit v}vlis
against us is blotted out; and that cnemy vanquis ch.w o
when he summed up our offenses and searched for.somclzlt 1ngWC
bring against us, could find nothing in Him, in whom
COIVl\(}llllgr;vill restore to him the innocent blood? Whokw1ll rgpay
him the price with which he bought us, so as tod'tcall (ilush ro$
him? Thus to the sacrament of our redemption did thy a1}11
maid bind her soul by the bond of fmth. Let none scpyz;rgtte her
from thy protection. Let not the “lion” and dra}glon ; ar Zg
way by force or fraud. For she will not reply that she oxgvn
nothing, lest she be convicted and duped by t ?t cunn bg
decciver. Rather, she will answer that her sins are ‘ o}igﬁven hy
Him to whom no one is ablcfto rcpal)lf the price which he, who

ing, laid down for us all.

OW';C*/C'l. L'lls‘hnc?*tcli}org,, let her rest in peace with her husb-anclll, befo}rc
and after whom she was married to no other maln, wi ohr? slslg
obeyed with patience, bringing fruit to thee that sclle migl ih

win him for thee. And inspire, O my Lord my Go .,}insplrc (}j/
servants, my brothers; thy sons, my masters, who wit \}/'1011(316 and
heart and writings 1 serve, that as many of them as s a I‘Cill

these confessions may also at thy altar remember M'oglca,ht y
handmaid, together with I')thl‘ICIL'lS, once her husban;l,k yw ostc
flesh thou didst bring me into this life, in a manner now r;}(:i;
May they with pious affection remember my p(z;rentsh in s
transitory life, and remember my brothers under t eg llou

Father in our Catholic mother; and remember rrlly .eho.w
citizens in the cternal _]crusalcmz for which thy pcog Cfml%ll 13
their pilgrimage from birth until their return. So be fulfille !
what my mother desired of me—more richly in thfc pfayetr}?1 (:1
so many gained for her through these confessions of mine tha

rs alone,
by my praye 51 Ps. 11g9:108.

BOOK TEN

From autobiography 1o self-analysis. Augustine turns Jrom his memories
of the past to the inner mysteries of memory tself. In doing so, he re-
views his motives for these writien “confessions,” and seeks to char the
path by which men come to God. But this brings him into the intricate
analysis of memory and its relation to the self and its powers. This done,
he explores the meaning and mode of true brayer. In conclusion, he under-
lakes a detailed analysis of appetite and the lemplations lo which the
Slesh and the soul are heirs, and comes Smally to see how necessary and

right it was for the Mediator between God and man to have been the
God-Man,

CHAPTER 1

!

I. Let me know thee, O my Knower; let me know thee even
as I am known.! O Strength of my soul, enter it and prepare it
lor thyself that thou mayest have and hold it, without “spot or
blemish.” 2 This is my hope, therefore have I spoken; and in this
hope I rgjoice whenever I rejoice aright. But as for the other
things of this life, they deserve our lamentations less, the more
we lament them; and some should be lamented all the more, the
less men care for them, For sce, “Thou desirest truth” 3 and
“he who does the truth comes to the light.” 4 This is what I

wish to do through confession in my heart before thee, and in
my writings before many witnesses.

CHAPTER II
2. And what is there in me that could be hid
O Lord, to whose cyes the ab

P'Cf. I Cor. 13:12.
3 Ps. 51:6.

den from thee,
ysses of man’s conscience are
2 Eph. 5:2v.
4 John 3:21.
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