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Book Nine
CHAPTER X

23. Asthe day now approached on which she was to depart this life--a day which thou knewest, but
which we did not--it happened (though | believe it was by thy secret ways arranged) that she and |
gtood aone, leaning in a certain window from which the garden of the house we occupied a Ogtia
could be seen. Herein this place, removed from the crowd, we were resting ourselves for the voyage
after the fatigues of along journey.

We were conversing aone very pleasantly and "forgetting those things which are past, and reaching
forward toward those things which are future.” We were in the present--and in the presence of Truth
(which thou art)--discussing together whet is the nature of the eternd life of the saints: which eye has not
seen, nor ear heard, neither has entered into the heart of man. We opened wide the mouth of our heart,
thirging for those supernd streams of thy fountain, “the fountain of life" which iswith thee, that we might
be sprinkled with its waters according to our cgpacity and might in some measure weigh the truth of so
profound a mystery.

24. And when our conversation had brought us to the point where the very highest of physical sense
and the mogt intense illumination of physicd light seemed, in comparison with the sweetness of thet life
to come, not worthy of comparison, nor even of mention, we lifted oursalves with a more ardent love
toward the Selfsame, and we gradualy passed through dl the levels of bodily objects, and even through
the heaven itsdlf, where the sun and moon and stars shine on the earth. Indeed, we soared higher yet by
an inner musing, speaking and marveling a thy works.

And we came a last to our own minds and went beyond them, that we might climb as high asthat
region of unfalling plenty where thou feedest Isragl forever with the food of truth, where life is that
Wisdom by whom al things are made, both which have been and which are to be. Wisdom is not
made, but is as she has been and forever shdl be; for "to have been” and "to be hereafter” do not apply
to her, but only "to be," because sheis eternd and "to have been" and "to be hereafter” are not eterndl.

And while we were thus speaking and straining after her, we just barely touched her with the whole
effort of our hearts. Then with asigh, leaving the firgt fruits of the Spirit bound to that ecstasy, we
returned to the sounds of our own tongue, where the spoken word had both beginning and end. But



what islike to thy Word, our Lord, who remaineth in himself without becoming old, and "makes all
things new"?

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 slenced; and the poles were silent as well; indeed, if the
very soul grew slent to hersdf, and went beyond herself by not thinking of hersdf; if fancies and
imaginary revelations were sllenced; if every tongue and every Sgn and every trandent thing--for
actudly if any man could hear them, al these would say, "We did not creste ourselves, but were
created by Him who abides forever'--and if, having uttered this, they too should be slent, having stirred
our earsto hear him who created them; and if then he aone spoke, not through them but by himsdf,
that we might hear hisword, not in fleshly tongue or angelic voice, nor sound of thunder, nor the
obscurity of aparable, 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 Eternd Wisdom which abides over dl. And if this could be sustained, and other visons of afar
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 eterndly like that one moment of knowledge which we now
sighed after--would not this be the redlity of the saying, "Enter into the joy of thy Lord? But when shdl
such athing be? Shdl it not be ‘when we dl shdl rise again,’ and shdl it not be that “dl things will be
changed?'

26. Such athought | was expressing, and if not in this manner and in these words, till, O Lord, thou
knowest that on that day we were talking thus and that thisworld, with al itsjoys, seemed chegp to us
even as we spoke. Then my mother said: "Son, for mysdlf | have no longer any pleasurein anything in
thislife. Now that my hopesin thisworld are satisfied, | do not know what more | want here or why |
am here. There was indeed one thing for which | wished to tarry alittle in thislife, and that was that |
might see you a Cathalic Chrigtian before | died. My God hath answered this more than abundantly, so
that | see you now made his servant and spurning al earthly happiness. What more am | to do here?'

CHAPTER XI

27. 1 do not well remember what reply | made to her about this. However, it was scarcely five days
later--certainly not much more--that she was prodirated by fever. While she was sick, she fainted one
day and was for a short time quite unconscious. We hurried to her, and when she soon regained her
senses, she looked a me and my brother as we stood by her, and said, ininquiry, "Wherewas |7
Then looking intently at us, dumb in our grief, she sad, "Here in this place shdl you bury your mother.” |
was slent and held back my tears; but my brother said something, wishing her the happier lot of dying
in her own country and not abroad. When she heard this, she fixed him with her eye and an anxious
countenance, because he savored of such earthly concerns, and then gazing at me she said, " See how
he speaks." Soon &fter, she said to us both: "Lay this body anywhere, and do not let the care of it be a
troubleto you at al. Only this| ask: that you will remember me at the Lord's dtar, wherever you are.”
And when she had expressed her wish in such words as she could, shefdl slent, in heavy pain with her



increasing sSickness.

28. But as | thought about thy gifts, O invisble God, which thou plantest in the heart of thy faithful ones,
from which such marvelous fruits spring up, | rgjoiced and gave thanks to thee, remembering whet | had
known of how she had aways been much concerned about her buria place, which she had provided
and prepared for hersdlf by the body of her husband. For as they had lived very peacefully together,
her desire had aways been--=o little is the human mind capable of grasping things divine--that this last
should be added to al that happiness, and commented on by others: that, after her pilgrimage beyond
the seq, it would be granted her that the two of them, so united on earth, should lie in the same grave.

When this vanity, through the bounty of thy goodness, had begun to be no longer in her heart, | do not
know; but | joyfully marveled at what she had thus disclosed to me--though indeed in our conversation
in the window, when she said, "What is there here for me to do any more?" she appeared not to desire
to diein her own country. | heard later on that, during our Stay in Ogtia, she had been talking in

materna confidence to some of my friends about her contempt of this life and the blessing of deeth.
When they were amazed at the courage which was given her, awoman, 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. |
do not fear that, a the end of time, he should not know the place whence he isto resurrect me." And o
on the ninth day of her Sckness, in the fifty-gixth year of her life and the thirty-third of mine, thet
religious and devout soul was set loose from the body.

CHAPTER XII

29. | closed her eyes; and there flowed in a great sadness on my heart and it was passing into tears,
when a the strong behest of my mind my eyes sucked back the fountain dry, and sorrow was in me like
aconvulson. As soon as she breathed her last, the boy Adeodatus burst out wailing; but he was
checked by us dl, and became quiet. Likewise, my own childish feding which was, through the youthful
voice of my heart, seeking escape in tears, was held back and silenced. For we did not consider it
fitting to ceebrate that death with tearful wails and groanings. Thisis the way those who die unhappy or
are atogether dead are usudly mourned. But she neither died unhappy nor did she atogether die. For
of thiswe were assured by the witness of her good life, her "fath unfeigned,” and other manifest
evidence.

30. What wasiit, then, that hurt me so grievoudy in my heart except the newly made wound, caused
from having the sweet and dear habit of living together with her suddenly broken? | was full of joy
because of her testimony in her last illness, when she praised my dutiful attention and called me kind,
and recdled with great affection of love that she had never heard any harsh or reproachful sound from
my mouth againgt her. But yet, O my God who made us, how can that honor | paid her be compared
with her service to me? | was then left dedtitute of agreat comfort in her, and my soul was stricken; and
that life was torn apart, as it were, which had been made but one out of hers and mine together.



31. When the boy was restrained from weeping, Evodius took up the Psalter and began to sing, with
the whole household responding, the psam, "1 will sng of mercy and judgment unto thee, O Lord." And
when they heard what we were doing, many of the brethren and rdligious women came together. And
while those whose office it was to prepare for the funera went about their task according to custom, |
discoursed in another part of the house, with those who thought | should not be left done, on what was
gppropriate to the occasion. By this balm of truth, | softened the anguish known to thee. They were
unconscious of it and ligtened intently and thought me free of any sense of sorrow. But in thy ears,
where none of them heard, | reproached mysdlf for the mildness of my fedlings, and restrained the flow
of my grief which bowed alittle to my will. The paroxysm returned again, and | knew what | repressed
in my heart, even though it did not make me burgt forth into tears or even change my countenance; and

| was greatly annoyed that these human things had such power over me, which in the due order and
destiny of our natura condition must of necessity happen. And so with anew sorrow | sorrowed for my
sorrow and 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
it--neither in those prayers did | weep. But | was most grievoudy sad in secret dl the day, and with a
troubled mind entreated thee, as | could, to hea my sorrow; but thou didst not. | now believe that thou
wadt fixing in my memory, by this one lesson, the power of the bonds of dl habit, even on amind which
now no longer feeds upon deception. It then occurred to me that it would be a good thing to go and
bathe, for | had heard that the word for bath [balneum] took its name from the Greek "baaneion”
because it washes anxiety from the mind. Now see, thisaso | confessto thy mercy, "O Father of the
fatherless': | bathed and felt the same as | had done before. For the bitterness of my grief was not
sweated from my heart.

Then | dept, and when | awoke | found my grief not alittle assuaged. And as| lay there on my bed,
those true verses of Ambrose cameto my mind, for thou art truly,

"Deus, cregtor omnium, "O God, Crestor of usall,
Polique rector, vestiens Guiding the orbs cdedtid,
Diem decoro lumine, Clothing the day with lovey light,
Noctem sopora grétia; Appointing gracious deep by night:
Artus solutos ut quies Thy grace our wearied limbs restore
Reddat [aboris usui To strengthened labor, as before,
Mentesque fessas dlevet, And ease the grief of tired minds
Luctusgue solvat anxios.” From that deep torment which it finds."

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 mysdlf, about her and about
myself. Thus | set free the tears which before | repressed, that they might flow at will, spreading them
out as a pillow beneath 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 | confess it to thee,
O Lord! Read it who will, and comment how he will, and if he finds me to have sinned in weeping for
my mother for part of an hour--that mother who was for awhile dead to my eyes, who had for many
years wept for methat | might live in thy eyes-—-let him not laugh a me; but if he be aman of generous
love, let him weep for my sns againg thee, the Father of dl the brethren of thy Chrigt.

Book Ten

CHAPTER I

3. What isit to me that men should hear my confessons asiif it were they who were going to cure dl my
infirmities? People are curious to know the lives of others, but dow to correct their own. Why are they
anxious to hear from me what | am, when they are unwilling to hear from thee what they are? And how
can they tdll when they hear what | say about myself whether | spesk the truth, snce no man knows
what isin aman "save the spirit of man which isin him*? But if they were to hear from thee something
concerning themsalves, they would not be ableto say, "The Lord islying." For what doesit mean to
hear from thee about themsalves but to know themsaves? And who is he that knows himsdf and says,
"Thisisfdss" unless he himsdlf islying? But, because "love bdlieves dl things'--at least among those
who are bound together in love by its bonds--I confess to thee, O Lord, so that men may aso hear; for
if I cannot prove to them that | confess the truth, yet those whose ears love opens to me will believe
me.

4. But wilt thou, O my inner Physician, make clear to me what profit | am to gain in doing this? For the
confessons of my past sins (which thou hast "forgiven and covered” that thou mightest make me
blessed in thee, transforming my soul by faith and thy sacrament), when they are read and heard, may
gir up the heart so that it will stop dozing dong in despair, saying, "'l cannot”; but will instead awake in
the love of thy mercy and the sweetness of thy grace, by which he that is weak is strong, provided heis
made conscious of his own weakness. And it will please those who are good to hear about the past
errors of those who are now freed from them. And they will take delight, not because they are errors,
but because they were and are so no longer. What profit, then, O Lord my God--to whom my
conscience makes her daily confesson, far more confident in the hope of thy mercy than in her own
innocence--what profit isthere, | ask thee, in confessing to men in thy presence, through this book,
both what | am now as well aswhat | have been? For | have seen and spoken of my harvest of things
past. But what am | now, at this very moment of making my confessons? Many different people desire
to know, both those who know me and those who do not know me. Some have heard about me or
from me, but their ear isnot close to my heart, where | am whatever it isthat | am. They have the desre
to hear me confess what | am within, where they can neither extend eye nor ear nor mind. They desire
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as those willing to believe--but will they understand? For the love by which they are good tells them that
| am not lying in my confessions, and the love in them believes me.

CHAPTER IV

5. But for what profit do they desire this? Will they wish me happiness when they learn how near | have
approached thee, by thy gifts? And will they pray for me when they learn how much | am still kept back
by my own weight? To such asthese | will declare mysdlf. For it isno smdl profit, O Lord my God,
that many people should give thanks to thee on my account and that many should entreat thee for my
sake. Let the brotherly soul love in me what thou teachest him should be loved, and let him lament in me
what thou teachest him should be lamented. Let it be the soul of a brother that does this, and not a
dtranger--not one of those "strange children, whose mouth spesks vanity, and whose right hand isthe
right hand of falsehood.” But let my brother do it who, when he approves of me, rejoices for me, but
when he disapproves of meis sorry for me; because whether he approves or disapproves, he loves me.
To such | will declare mysdif. Let them be refreshed by my good deeds and sigh over my evil ones. My
good deeds are thy acts and thy gifts, my evil ones are my own faults and thy judgment. Let them
breethe expangvely at the one and sigh over the other. And let hymns and tears ascend in thy sight out
of their brotherly hearts--which are thy censers. And, O Lord, who takest delight in the incense of thy
holy temple, have mercy upon me according to thy great mercy, for thy name's sake. And do not, on
any account whatever, abandon what thou hast begun in me. Go on, rather, to complete what is yet
imperfect in me.

6. This, then, isthe fruit of my confessions (not of what | was, but of what | am), that | may not confess
this before thee alone, in a secret exultation with trembling and a secret sorrow with hope, but dso in
the ears of the believing sons of men--who are the companions of my joy and sharers of my mortdity,
my fellow citizens and felow pilgrims--those who have gone before and those who are to follow &fter,
aswell asthe comrades of my present way. These are thy servants, my brothers, whom thou desirest to
be thy sons. They are my masters, whom thou hast commanded me to serveif | desireto live with and
in thee. But this thy Word would mean little to me if it commanded in words aone, without thy
prevenient action. | do this, then, both in act and word. | do this under thy wings, in a danger too great
to risk if it were not that under thy wings my soul is subject to thee, and my weakness known to thee. |
am insufficient, but my Fether liveth forever, and my Defender is sufficient for me. For heisthe
Sdfsame who didst beget me and who watcheth over me; thou art the Selfsame who art al my good.
Thou art the Omnipotent, who art with me, even before | am with thee. To those, therefore, whom thou
commandest me to serve, | will declare, not what | was, but what | now am and what | will continue to
be. But | do not judge mysdf. Thus, therefore, let me be heard.

CHAPTER YV

7. For it isthou, O Lord, who judgest me. For athough no man "knows the things of aman, save the
Soirit of the man whichisin him," yet there is something of man which "the spirit of the man whichisin
him" does not know itself. But thou, O Lord, who madest him, knowest him completely. And even
[--though in thy sight | despise myself and count mysdlf but dust and ashes-even | know something



about thee which | do not know about mysdf. And it is certain that "now we see through a glass
darkly," not yet "face to face." Therefore, aslong as| journey away from thee, | am more present with
mysdf than with thee. | know that thou canst not suffer violence, but | mysdlf do not know what
temptations | can resst, and what | cannot. But there is hope, because thou art faithful and thou wilt not
alow usto be tempted beyond our ability to resist, but wilt with the temptation adso make away of
escape that we may be able to bear it. | would therefore confess what | know about myself; | will also
confesswhat | do not know about myself. What | do know of mysdf, | know from thy enlightening of
me; and what | do not know of mysdf, | will continue not to know until the time when my "darknessis
asthe noonday" in thy sght.

CHAPTER VI

8. It is not with a doubtful consciousness, but one fully certain that | love thee, O Lord. Thou hast
smitten my heart with thy Word, and | have loved thee. And see also the heaven, and earth, and dl that
isin them--on every sde they tell meto love thee, and they do not cease to tell thisto al men, "so that
they are without excuse." Wherefore, till more degply wilt thou have mercy on whom thou wilt have
mercy, and compassion on whom thou wilt have compassion. For otherwise, both heaven and earth
would tell abroad thy praisesto desf ears.

But what isit that | love in loving thee? Not physical beauty, nor the splendor of time, nor the radiance
of the light--so pleasant to our eyes-nor the sweet melodies of the various kinds of songs, nor the
fragrant smdl| of flowers and ointments and spices; not manna and honey, not the limbs embraced in
physica love--it isnot these | love when | love my God. Yet it istruethat | love a certain kind of light
and sound and fragrance and food and embrace in loving my God, who isthe light and sound and
fragrance and food and embracement of my inner man--where that light shinesinto my soul which no
place can contain, where time does not snatch away the lovely sound, where no breeze disperses the
sweet fragrance, where no egting diminishes the food there provided, and where there is an embrace
that no satiety comes to sunder. Thisiswhat | love when | love my God.

9. And what isthis God? | asked the earth, and it answered, "I am not he'’; and everything in the earth
made the same confession. | asked the sea and the deeps and the creeping things, and they replied,
"We are not your God; seek above us." | asked the fleeting winds, and the whole air with itsinhabitants
answered, "Anaximenes was decelved; | am not God.” | asked the heavens, the sun, moon, and stars,
and they answered, "Neither are we the God whom you seek." And | replied to dl these things which
stand around the door of my flesh: "Y ou have told me about my God, that you are not he. Tl me
something about him." And with aloud voice they dl cried out, "He made us™" My question had come
from my observation of them, and their reply came from their beauty of order. And | turned my
thoughts into myself and said, "Who areyou?' And | answered, "A man." For see, thereisin meboth a
body and a soul; the one without, the other within. In which of these should | have sought my God,
whom | had dready sought with my body from earth to heaven, asfar as| was able to send those
messengers--the beams of my eyes? But the inner part is the better part; for to it, as both ruler and
judge, dl these messengers of the senses report the answers of heaven and earth and dl the things



therein, who said, "We are not God, but he made us." My inner man knew these things through the
ministry of the outer man, and I, the inner man, knew dl this-1, the soul, through the senses of my
body. | asked the whole frame of earth about my God, and it answered, "I am not he, but he made me."

10. Is not this beauty of form visible to dl whose senses are unimpaired? Why, then, does it not say the
samethingsto dl? Animas, both smal and great, see it but they are unable to interrogate its meaning,
because their senses are not endowed with the reason that would enable them to judge the evidence
which the senses report. But man can interrogete it, o thet "the invisible things of him . . . are clearly
seen, being understood by the things that are made.” But men love these created things too much; they
are brought into subjection to them--and, as subjects, are not able to judge. None of these created
things reply to their questioners unless they can make rationd judgments. The creatures will not ater
their voice-that is, their beauty of form--if one man smply seeswhat another both sees and questions,
S0 that the world appears one way to this man and another to that. It appears the same way to both;
but it is mute to this one and it speaksto that one. Indeed, it actudly speaksto al, but only they
understand it who compare the voice received from without with the truth within. For the truth saysto
me, "Neither heaven nor earth nor anybody isyour God." Ther very nature tells this to the one who
beholds them. "They are amass, lessin part than the whole." Now, O my soul, you are my better part,
and to you | spesk; since you animate the whole mass of your body, giving it life, whereas no body
furnisheslife to abody. But your God isthe life of your life.

CHAPTER VII

11. What isit, then, that | love when | love my God? Who is he that is beyond the topmost point of my
soul? Y et by thisvery soul will I mount up to him. | will soar beyond that power of mine by which | am
united to the body, and by which the whole structure of it isfilled with life. Yet it is not by thet vital
power that | find my God. For then "the horse and the mule, that have no understanding,” dso might
find him, since they have the same vitd power, by which their bodies dso live. But there is, besdes the
power by which | animate my body, another by which | endow my flesh with sense--a power that the
Lord hath provided for me; commanding that the eye is not to hear and the ear is not to see, but that |
am to see by the eye and to hear by the ear; and giving to each of the other sensesits own proper place
and function, through the diversity of which |, the single mind, act. | will soar dso beyond this power of
mine, for the horse and mule have this too, for they dso perceive through their bodily senses.

CHAPTER VIII

12. 1 will soar, then, beyond this power of my nature aso, still rising by degrees toward him who made
me. And | enter the fields and spacious halls of memory, where are stored as treasures the countless
images that have been brought into them from al manner of things by the senses. There, in the memory,
is likewise stored what we cogitate, either by enlarging or reducing our perceptions, or by atering one
way or another those things which the senses have made contact with; and everything else that has been
entrusted to it and stored up in it, which oblivion has not yet swalowed up and buried.

When | go into this storehouse, | ask that what | want should be brought forth. Some things appear



immediately, but others require to be searched for longer, and then dragged out, as it were, from some
hidden recess. Other things hurry forth in crowds, on the other hand, and while something eseis sought
and inquired for, they legp into view asif to say, "Isit not we, perhgps?’ These | brush away with the
hand of my heart from the face of my memory, until findly the thing | want makes its gppearance out of
its secret cell. Some things suggest themsalves without effort, and in continuous order, just asthey are
cdled for--the things that come first give place to those that follow, and in so doing are treasured up
again to be forthcoming when | want them. All of this hgppenswhen | repest a thing from memory.

13. All these things, each one of which came into memory inits own particular way, are sored up
separately and under the generd categories of understanding. For example, light and al colors and
forms of bodies came in through the eyes, sounds of dl kinds by the ears; dl smells by the passages of
the nogtrils; dl flavors by the gate of the mouth; by the sensation of the whole body, there is brought in
what is hard or soft, hot or cold, smooth or rough, heavy or light, whether externd or interna to the
body. The vast cave of memory, with its numerous and mysterious recesses, receives dl these things
and stores them up, to be recdled and brought forth when required. Each experience enters by its own
door, and is stored up in the memory. And yet the things themsalves do not enter it, but only the images
of the things percelved are there for thought to remember. And who can tell how these images are
formed, even if it is evident which of the senses brought which perception in and stored it up? For even
when | amin darkness and slence | can bring out colorsin my memory if | wish, and discern between
black and white and the other shades as| wish; and at the same time, sounds do not bresk in and
disturb what is drawn in by my eyes, and which | am considering, because the sounds which are dso
there are stored up, asit were, apart. And these too | can summon if | please and they are immediately
present in memory. And though my tongueis at rest and my throat slent, yet | can sing as | will; and
those images of color, which are astruly present as before, do not interpose themsalves or interrupt
while another treasure which had flowed in through the earsis being thought about. Smilarly al the
other things that were brought in and hegped up by al the other senses, | can recal a my pleasure. And
| digtinguish the scent of lilies from that of violets while actudly smdling nothing; and | prefer honey to
meed, a smoath thing to arough, even though | am neither tasting nor handling them, but only
remembering them.

14. All this| do within mysdlf, in that huge hall of my memory. For in it, heaven, earth, and sea are
present to me, and whatever | can cogitate about them--except what | have forgotten. Therealso |
meet mysalf and recal mysdf --what, when, or where | did athing, and how | felt when | did it. There
are dl thethingsthat | remember, either having experienced them myself or been told about them by
others. Out of the same storehouse, with these past impressions, | can construct now this, now that,
image of thingsthat | either have experienced or have believed on the basis of experience--and from
these | can further congtruct future actions, events, and hopes, and | can meditate on al these things as
if they were present. "1 will do this or that"--I say to mysdf in that vast recess of my mind, with itsfull
gtore of so many and such great images--"and this or that will follow uponit." "O that this or that could
happen!” "God prevent this or that.” | peak to mysdf in thisway; and when | spesk, the images of
what | am speaking about are present out of the same store of memory; and if the images were absent |



could say nothing a dl about them.

15. Great isthis power of memory, exceedingly great, O my God--a large and boundlessinner hal!
Who has plumbed the depths of it? Yet it isapower of my mind, and it belongs to my nature. But | do
not myself grasp dl that | am. Thusthe mind isfar too narrow to contain itself. But where can that part
of it be which it does not contain? Isit outsde and not in itsdf? How can it be, then, that the mind
cannot grasp itsdf? A great marved risesin me; astonishment seizes me. Men go forth to marve at the
heights of mountains and the huge waves of the sea, the broad flow of the rivers, the vastness of the
ocean, the orbits of the stars, and yet they neglect to marve at themselves. Nor do they wonder how it
isthat, when | spoke of dl these things, | was not looking at them with my eyes-—-and yet | could not
have spoken about them had it not been that | was actualy seeing within, in my memory, those
mountains and waves and rivers and stars which | have seen, and that ocean which | believe in-—-and
with the same vast gpaces between them as when | saw them outside me. But when | saw them outside
me, | did not take them into me by seeing them; and the things themsdves are not insde me, but only
their images. And yet | knew through which physical sense each experience had made an impression on
me.

CHAPTER IX

16. And yet thisisnot dl that the unlimited capacity of my memory stores up. In memory, there are dso
al that one has learned of the libera sciences, and has not forgotten--removed il further, so to say,
into an inner place which is not a place. Of these thingsit is not the images that are retained, but the
things themsdves. For what literature and logic are, and what | know about how many different kinds
of questions there are--dll these are stored in my memory asthey are, so that | have not taken in the
image and left the thing outside. It is not as though a sound had sounded and passed away like avoice
heard by the ear which leaves atrace by which it can be cdled into memory again, asif it were ill
sounding in mind whileit did so no longer outsde. Nor isit the same as an odor which, even after it has
passed and vanished into the wind, affects the sense of smdll--which then conveys into the memory the
image of the smell which iswhat we recdl and re-create; or like food which, once in the belly, surey
now has no taste and yet does have akind of taste in the memory; or like anything thet isfelt by the
body through the sense of touch, which gill remains as an image in the memory after the externd object
is removed. For these things themsdlves are not put into the memory. Only the images of them are
gathered with a marvelous quickness and stored, asit were, in the most wonderful filing system, and are
thence produced in a marvelous way by the act of remembering.

CHAPTER X

17. But now when | hear that there are three kinds of questions--"Whether athing is? What it is? Of
what kind it is?'--1 do indeed retain the images of the sounds of which these words are composed and |
know that those sounds pass through the air with anoise and now no longer exist. But the things
themselves which were signified by those sounds | never could reach by any sense of the body nor see
them at dl except by my mind. And what | have stored in my memory was not their sgns, but the things
ggnified.
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How they got into me, let them tell who can. For | examine dl the gates of my flesh, but | cannot find
the door by which any of them entered. For the eyes say, "If they were colored, we reported that." The
ears sy, "If they gave any sound, we gave notice of that." The nodtrils say, "If they smdll, they passed in
by us"" The sense of taste says, "If they have no flavor, don't ask me about them.” The sense of touch
says, "If it had no bodily mass, | did not touch it, and if | never touched it, | gave no report about it."

Whence and how did these things enter into my memory? | do not know. For when | first learned them,
it was not that | believed them on the credit of another man's mind, but | recognized them in my own;
and | saw them astrue, took them into my mind and laid them up, so to say, where | could get a them
again whenever | willed. There they were, then, even before | learned them, but they were not in my
memory. Where were they, then? How doesit come about that when they were spoken of, | could
acknowledge them and say, "So it i, it istrue" unless they were dready in the memory, though far
back and hidden, asit were, in the more secret caves, so that unless they had been drawn out by the
teaching of another person, | should perhaps never have been able to think of them at dl?

CHAPTER XI

18. Thus we find that learning those things whose images we do not take in by our senses, but which
we intuit within oursalves without images and as they actudly are, is nothing else except the gathering
together of those same things which the memory aready contains--but in an indiscriminate and confused
manner--and putting them together by careful observation asthey are a hand in the memory; o that
whereas they formerly lay hidden, scattered, or neglected, they now come easily to present themselves
to the mind which is now familiar with them. And how many things of this sort my memory has stored
up, which have dready been discovered and, as| said, laid up for ready reference. These are the things
we may be said to have learned and to know. Y, if | ceaseto recall them even for short intervals of
time, they are again so submerged--and dide back, asit were, into the further reaches of the
memory--that they must be drawn out again as if new from the same place (for there is nowhere e'se
for them to have gone) and must be collected [cogenda] so that they can become known. In other
words, they must be gathered up [colligenda] from their dispersion. Thisis where we get the word
cogitate [cogitare]. For cogo [collect] and cogito [to go on collecting] have the same relation to each
other as ago [do] and agito [do frequently], and facio [make] and factito [make frequently]. But the
mind has properly laid claim to thisword [cogitate] so that not everything thet is gethered together
anywhere, but only what is collected and gathered together in the mind, is properly said to be
"cogitated.”

CHAPTER XIlI

19. The memory aso contains the principles and the unnumbered laws of numbers and dimensions.
None of these has been impressed on the memory by a physica sense, because they have neither color
nor sound, nor taste, nor sense of touch. | have heard the sound of the words by which these things are
ggnified when they are discussed: but the sounds are one thing, the things another. For the sounds are
onething in Greek, another in Latin; but the things themselves are neither Greek nor Latin nor any other
language. | have seen the lines of the craftsmen, the finest of which are like a spider's web, but
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mathematicd lines are different. They are not the images of such things as the eye of my body has
showed me. The man who knows them does so without any cogitation of physical objects whatever,
but intuits them within himsalf. | have percelved with dl the senses of my body the numbers we usein
counting; but the numbers by which we count are far different from these. They are not the images of
these; they Imply are. Let the man who does not see these things mock me for saying them; and | will
pity him while he laughs a me.

CHAPTER XIII

20. All these things | hold in my memory, and | remember how | learned them. | aso remember many
thingsthat | have heard quite fasdy urged againg them, which, even if they arefdse, yet itisnot fse
that | have remembered them. And | aso remember that | have distinguished between the truths and the
fase objections, and now | seethat it is one thing to digtinguish these things and another to remember
that | did distinguish them when | have cogitated on them. | remember, then, both that | have often
understood these things and aso that | am now storing away in my memory what | distinguish and
comprehend of them so that later on | may remember just as | understand them now. Therefore, |
remember that | remembered, so that if afterward | call to mind that | once was able to remember these
thingsit will be through the power of memory thet | recall it.

CHAPTER XIV

21. This same memory dso contains the fedings of my mind; not in the manner in which the mind itsdlf
experienced them, but very differently according to a power peculiar to memory. For without being
joyous now, | can remember that | once was joyous, and without being sad, | can recall my past
sadness. | can remember past fears without fear, and former desires without desire. Again, the contrary
happens. Sometimes when | am joyous | remember my past sadness, and when sad, remember past
Joy.

Thisis not to be marveled at as far as the body is concerned; for the mind is one thing and the body
another. If, therefore, when | am happy, | recal some past bodily pain, it is not so strange. But even as
this memory is experienced, it isidentica with the mind--as when we tell someone to remember
something we say, " See that you bear thisin mind”; and when we forget a thing, we say, "It did not
enter my mind” or "It dipped my mind." Thuswe cdl memoary itsdf mind.

Sincethisis s0, how does it happen that when | am joyful | can still remember past sorrow? Thus the
mind has joy, and the memory has sorrow; and the mind is joyful from the joy that isin it, yet the
memory is not sad from the sadnessthat isin it. Isit possible that the memory does not belong to the
mind? Who will say s0? The memory doubtlessis, so to say, the belly of the mind: and joy and sadness
are like sweet and hitter food, which when they are committed to the memory are, so to say, passed
into the belly where they can be stored but no longer tasted. It is ridiculous to consider this an anaogy;
yet they are not utterly unlike.

22. But look, it isfrom my memory that | produce it when | say that there are four basic emations of the
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mind: desire, joy, fear, sadness. Whatever kind of andysis| may be able to make of these, by dividing
eech into its particular gpecies, and by defining it, | il find what to say in my memory and it isfrom my
memory that | draw it out. Yet | am not moved by any of these emotions when | cal them to mind by
remembering them. Moreover, before | recaled them and thought about them, they were there in the
memory; and thisis how they could be brought forth in remembrance. Perhaps, therefore, just as food
is brought up out of the belly by rumination, so dso these things are drawn up out of the memory by
recal. But why, then, does not the man who is thinking about the emations, and is thus recdling them,
fed inthe mouth of his reflection the sweetness of joy or the bitterness of sadness? I's the comparison
unlike in this because it is not complete a every point? For who would willingly spesk on these
subjects, if as often as we used the term sadness or fear, we should thereby be compelled to be sad or
fearful? And yet we could never spegk of them if we did not find them in our memories, not merely as
the sounds of the names, as their images are impressed on it by the physical senses, but aso the notions
of the things themsdves--which we did not receive by any gate of the flesh, but which the mind itself
recognizes by the experience of its own passions, and has entrusted to the memory; or ese which the
memory itsaf has retained without their being entrusted to it.

CHAPTER XV

23. Now whether dl thisis by means of images or not, who can rightly affirm? For | name a stone, |
name the sun, and those things themselves are not present to my senses, but their images are present in
my memory. | name some pain of the body, yet it is not present when thereis no pain; yet if there were
not some such image of it in my memory, | could not even spesk of it, nor should | be adle to digtinguish
it from pleasure. | name bodily heglth when | am sound in body, and the thing itsdlf isindeed present in
me. At the same time, unless there were some image of it in my memory, | could not possibly cdl to
mind what the sound of this name signified. Nor would sick people know what was meant when hedlth
was named, unless the same image were preserved by the power of memory, even though the thing
itsdf is absent from the body. | can name the numbers we use in counting, and it is not their images but
themsdlves that arein my memory. | name the image of the sun, and thistoo isin my memory. For | do
not recal theimage of that image, but that image itsdf, for the image itsdf is present when | remember
it. I name memory and | know what | name. But where do | know it, except in the memory itsdf?Isit
aso present to itsdf by itsimage, and not by itself?

CHAPTER XVI

24. When | name forgetfulness, and understand what | mean by the name, how could | understand it if |
did not remember it? And if | refer not to the sound of the name, but to the thing which the term
ggnifies, how could | know what that sound sgnified if | had forgotten what the name means? When,
therefore, | remember memory, then memory is present to itself by itsdlf, but when | remember
forgetfulness then both memory and forgetfulness are present together--the memory by which |
remember the forgetfulness which | remember. But what is forgetfulness except the privation of
memory? How, then, isthat present to my memory which, when it controls my mind, | cannot
remember? But if what we remember we store up in our memory; and if, unless we remembered
forgetfulness, we could never know the thing ssgnified by the term when we heard it--then, forgetfulness

13



is contained in the memory. It is present so that we do not forget it, but Sinceiit is present, we do forget.

From thisit isto beinferred that when we remember forgetfulness, it is not present to the memory
through itsdf, but through itsimage; because if forgetfulness were present through itsdlf, it would not
lead us to remember, but only to forget. Now who will someday work this out? Who can understand
how it is?

25. Truly, O Lord, | tail with thisand labor in mysdf. | have become a troublesome field that requires
hard labor and heavy sweet. For we are not now searching out the tracts of heaven, or measuring the
distances of the ars or inquiring about the weight of the earth. It is| mysdf--I, the mind--who
remember. Thisis not much to marvel &, if what | myself amisnot far from me. And what is nearer to
me than mysdlf? For see, | am not able to comprehend the force of my own memory, though | could
not even cal my own name without it. But what shdl | say, when it is clear to methat | remember
forgetfulness? Should | affirm that what | remember is not in my memory? Or should | say that
forgetfulnessisin my memory to the end that | should not forget? Both of these views are most absurd.
But what third view isthere? How can | say that the image of forgetfulnessiis retained by my memory,
and not forgetfulness itsalf, when | remember it? How can | say this, since for the image of anything to
be imprinted on the memory the thing itself must necessarily have been present first by which theimage
could have been imprinted? Thus | remember Carthage; thus, dso, | remember dl the other places
where | have been. And | remember the faces of men whom | have seen and things reported by the
other senses. | remember the hedlth or sickness of the body. And when these objects were present, my
memory received images from them so that they remain present in order for me to see them and reflect
upon them in my mind, if | choose to remember them in their absence. If, therefore, forgetfulnessis
retained in the memory through its image and not through itsdf, then this meansthat it itself was once
present, so that itsimage might have been imprinted. But when it was present, how did it writeitsimage
on the memory, since forgetfulness, by its presence, blots out even what it finds aready written there?
And yet in some way or other, even though it isincomprehensible and inexplicable, | am Hill quite
certain that | dso remember forgetfulness, by which we remember that something is blotted out.

CHAPTER XVII

26. Greet isthe power of memory. It isatrue marvel, O my God, a profound and infinite multiplicity!
And thisisthe mind, and this| mysdf am. What, then, am |, O my God? Of what natuream 1? A life
various, and manifold, and exceedingly vast. Behold in the numberless hdls and caves, in the
innumerable fiedds and dens and caverns of my memory, full without measure of numberless kinds of
things--present there elther through images as dl bodies are; or present in the things themselves as are
our thoughts; or by some notion or observation as our emotions are, which the memory retains even
though the mind fedls them no longer, aslong as whatever isin the memory is dso in the mind--through
dl these | run and fly to and fro. | penetrate into them on this Sde and that asfar as| can and yet there
is nowhere any end.

So gredt is the power of memory, so greet the power of lifein man whose life is morta! What, then,
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ghdl | do, O thou my true life, my God? | will pass even beyond this power of mine that is called
memory--I will pass beyond it, that | may cometo thee, O lovely Light. And what art thou saying to
me? See, | soar by my mind toward thee, who remainest above me. | will aso pass beyond this power
of minethat is caled memory, desiring to reach thee where thou cangt be reached, and wishing to
cleave to thee whereit is possible to cleave to thee. For even beasts and birds possess memory, or else
they could never find their lairs and nests again, nor display many other things they know and do by
habit. Indeed, they could not even form their habits except by their memories. | will therefore pass even
beyond memory that | may reach Him who has differentiated me from the four-footed beasts and the
fowls of the air by making me awiser cresture. Thus | will pass beyond memory; but where shdl | find
thee, who art the true Good and the steadfast Sweetness? But where shal | find thee? If | find thee
without memory, then | shal have no memory of thee; and how could | find thee at dl, if | do not
remember thee?

CHAPTER XVIII

27. For the woman who lost her small coin and searched for it with alight would never have found it
unless she had remembered it. For when it was found, how could she have known whether it was the
same coin, if she had not remembered it? | remember having lost and found many things, and | have
learned this from that experience: that when | was searching for any of them and was asked: "Isthisit?
Isthat it?' | answered, "No," until findly what | was seeking was shown to me. But if | had not
remembered it--whatever it was--even though it was shown to me, | ill would not have found it
because | could not have recognized it. And thisisthe way it dways is when we search for and find
anything that islogt. Still, if anything is accidentdly lost from sight--not from memory, as avisble body
might be--its image is retained within, and the thing is searched for until it is restored to sght. And when
the thing isfound, it is recognized by the image of it which iswithin. And we do not say that we have
found what we have lost unless we can recognize it, and we cannot recognize it unless we remember it.
But dl the while the thing logt to the Sght was retained in the memory.

CHAPTER XIX

28. But what happens when the memory itsdf loses something, as when we forget anything and try to
recadl it? Where, findly, do we search, but in the memory itsdf? And there, if by chance onething is
offered for another, we refuse it until we meet with what we are looking for; and when we do, we
recognize that thisisit. But we could not do this unless we recognized it, nor could we have recognized
it unless we remembered it. Y et we had indeed forgotten it.

Perhaps the whole of it had not dipped out of our memory; but a part was retained by which the other
lost part was sought for, because the memory redized that it was not operating as smoothly as usud
and was being held up by the crippling of its habitua working; hence, it demanded the restoration of
what was lacking.

For example, if we see or think of some man we know, and, having forgotten his name, try to recal
it--if some other thing presents itsdlf, we cannot tie it into the effort to remember, because it was not
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habitudly thought of in association with him. It is consequently rgected, until something comes into the
mind on which our knowledge can rightly rest asthe familiar and sought-for object. And where does
this name come back from, save from the memory itself? For even when we recognize it by another's
reminding us of it, dill it is from the memory that this comes, for we do not believe it as something new;
but when we recdl it, we admit that what was said was correct. But if the name had been entirely
blotted out of the mind, we should not be able to recollect it even when reminded of it. For we have not
entirely forgotten anything if we can remember that we have forgotten it. For alost notion, one that we
have entirely forgotten, we cannot even search for.

CHAPTER XX

29. How, then, do | seek thee, O Lord? For when | seek thee, my God, | seek a happy life. | will seek
thee that my soul may live. For my body lives by my soul, and my soul lives by thee. How, then, do |
seek ahappy life, ance hgppinessis not minetill | can rightly say: "It isenough. Thisisit." How do |
seek it? Isit by remembering, as though | had forgotten it and still knew that | had forgotten it? Do |
seek it in longing to learn of it as though it were something unknown, which ether | had never known or
had so completely forgotten as not even to remember that | had forgotten it? Is not the happy life the
thing that dl desire, and is there anyone who does not desireit a al? But where would they have gotten
the knowledge of it, that they should so desire it? Where have they seen it that they should so love it? It
is somehow true that we have it, but how | do not know.

Thereis, indeed, a sense in which when anyone has his desire he is hgppy. And then there are some
who are happy in hope. These are happy in an inferior degree to those that are actualy happy; yet they
are better off than those who are happy neither in actudity nor in hope. But even thesg, if they had not
known happiness in some degree, would not then desire to be happy. And yet it ismost certain that
they do so desire. How they come to know happiness, | cannot tell, but they have it by some kind of
knowledge unknown to me, for | am very much in doubt as to whether it isin the memory. For if itisin
there, then we have been happy once on atime--either each of usindividudly or dl of usin that man
who first snned and in whom dso we dl died and from whom we are dl born in misery. How thisis, |
do not now ask; but | do ask whether the happy life isin the memory. For if we did not know it, we
should not love it. We hear the name of it, and we al acknowledge that we desire the thing, for we are
not ddighted with the name only. For when a Greek hearsit spoken in Latin, he does not fed delighted,
for he does not know what has been spoken. But we are as delighted as he would be in turn if he heard
it in Greek, because the thing itsdlf is neither Greek nor Latin, this hgppiness which Greeks and Latins
and men of dl the other tongues long so earnedtly to obtain. It is, then, known to dl; and if dl could with
one voice be asked whether they wished to be happy, thereis no doubt they would al answer that they
would. And thiswould not be possible unless the thing itself, which we name "happiness,” were hdd in
the memory.

CHAPTER XXI

30. But isit the same kind of memory as one who having seen Carthage remembersit? No, for the
happy lifeis not visble to the eye, sinceit is not a physica object. Isit the sort of memory we have for
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numbers? No, for the man who has these in his understanding does not keep driving to attain more.
Now we know something about the happy life and therefore we love it, but still we wish to go on
griving for it that we may be happy. Is the memory of happiness, then, something like the memory of
eloquence? No, for dthough some, when they hear the term eoquence, cdl the thing to mind, even if
they are not themsalves e oquent--and further, there are many people who would like to be eloquent,
from which it follows that they must know something about it--nevertheless, these people have noticed
through their sensesthat others are e oquent and have been delighted to observe this and long to be this
way themsdlves. But they would not be ddlighted if it were not some interior knowledge; and they
would not desire to be delighted unless they had been delighted. But as for a happy life, thereisno
physical perception by which we experienceiit in others.

Do we remember happiness, then, as we remember joy? It may be so, for | remember my joy even
when | am sad, just as| remember a happy life when | am miserable. And | have never, through
physica perception, either seen, heard, smelled, tasted, or touched my joy. But | have experienced it in
my mind when | rgoiced; and the knowledge of it clung to my memory so that | can cdl it to mind,
sometimes with disdain and a other times with longing, depending on the different kinds of things | now
remember that | rgoiced in. For | have been bathed with a certain joy even by unclean things, which |
now detest and execrate as| cal them to mind. At other times, | cal to mind with longing good and
honest things, which are not any longer near a hand, and | am therefore saddened when | recal my
former joy.

31. Where and when did | ever experience my happy lifethat | can cdl it to mind and loveit and long
forit?Itisnot | done or even afew others who wish to be happy, but absolutely everybody. Unlesswe
knew happiness by a knowledge that is certain, we should not wish for it with awill which is so certain.
Takethisexample: If two men were asked whether they wished to serve as soldiers, one of them might
reply that he would, and the other that he would naot; but if they were asked whether they wished to be
happy, both of them would unhesitatingly say that they would. But the first one would wish to serve asa
soldier and the other would not wish to serve, both from no other motive than to be happy. Isit,
perhaps, that one finds hisjoy in this and another in that? Thus they agree in their wish for hgppiness
just asthey would dso agreg, if asked, in wishing for joy. Isthisjoy what they call ahappy life?
Although one could choose his joy in thisway and another in thet, dl have one god which they dtrive to
attain, namely, to have joy. Thisjoy, then, being something that no one can say he has not experienced,
istherefore found in the memory and it is recognized whenever the phrase "a happy life' is heard.

CHAPTER XXII

32. Forbid it, O Lord, put it far from the heart of thy servant, who confesses to thee--far be it from me
to think | am happy because of any and adl the joy | have. For thereisajoy not granted to the wicked
but only to those who worship thee thankfully--and this joy thou thysdlf art. The happy lifeisthis-to
rgoiceto thee, in thee, and for thee. Thisit isand there is no other. But those who think thereis another
follow after other joys, and not the true one. But their will is still not moved except by some image or
shadow of joy.
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CHAPTER XXIII

33. Isit, then, uncertain that al men wish to be happy, since those who do not wish to find their joy in
thee--which is done the happy life--do not actudly desire the happy life? Or, isit rather that dl desire
this, but because "the flesh lusts againgt the spirit and the spirit againgt the flesh,” so that they "prevent
you from doing what you would," you fdl to doing what you are able to do and are content with that.
For you do not want to do what you cannot do urgently enough to make you ableto do it.

Now | ask dl men whether they would rather rgoice in truth or in falsehood. They will no more hestate
to answer, "In truth," than to say that they wish to be happy. For ahappy lifeisjoy in the truth. Yet this
isjoy in thee, who art the Truth, O God my Light, "the hedth of my countenance and my God." All wish
for this happy life; dl wish for thislife which isthe only happy one: joy in the truth iswhet al men wish.

| have had experience with many who wished to deceive, but not one who wished to be decelved.
Where, then, did they ever know about this happy life, except where they knew aso what the truth is?
For they loveit, too, since they are not willing to be deceived. And when they love the happy life, which
is nothing else but joy in the truth, then certainly they aso love the truth. And yet they would not love it

if there were not some knowledge of it in the memory.

Why, then, do they not rgoicein it? Why are they not happy? Because they are so fully preoccupied
with other things which do more to make them miserable than those which would make them happy,
which they remember o little about. Y et thereisalittle light in men. Let them walk--let them walk iniit,
lest the darkness overtake them.

34. Why, then, does truth generate hatred, and why does thy servant who preaches the truth come to
be an enemy to them who aso love the happy life, which is nothing ése than joy in the truth--unless it
be that truth isloved in such away that those who love something €l se besides her wish that to be the
truth which they do love. Since they are unwilling to be deceived, they are unwilling to be convinced
that they have been decelved. Therefore, they hate the truth for the sake of whatever it isthat they love
in place of the truth. They love truth when she shines on them; and hate her when she rebukes them.
And since they are not willing to be deceived, but do wish to deceive, they love truth when she reveals
hersdlf and hate her when she reved s them. On this account, she will so repay them that those who are
unwilling to be exposed by her she will indeed expose againg their will, and yet will not disclose herself
to them.

Thus, thus, truly thus: the human mind so blind and sick, so base and ill-mannered, desiresto lie hidden,
but does not wish that anything should be hidden from it. And yet the opposte is what happens--the
mind itsdlf is not hidden from the truth, but the truth is hidden from it. Yet even o, for dl its
wretchedness, it dtill prefersto rgoice in truth rather than in known fasehoods. It will, then, be happy
only when without other distractionsit comesto rgoice in that single Truth through which dl things ese
aretrue.
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CHAPTER XXIV

35. Behold how greet aterritory | have explored in my memory seeking thee, O Lord! And initdl |
have still not found thee. Nor have | found anything about thee, except what | had dready retained in
my memory from thetime | learned of thee. For where | found Truth, there found I my God, who isthe
Truth. From the time | learned this | have not forgotten. And thus since thetime | learned of thee, thou
hast dwelt in my memory, and it isthere that | find thee whenever | cdl thee to remembrance, and
delight in thee. These are my holy delights, which thou hast bestowed on me in thy mercy, mindful of my

poverty.

CHAPTER XXV

36. But where in my memory dost thou abide, O Lord? Where dost thou dwell there? What sort of
lodging hest thou made for thysdlf there? What kind of sanctuary hast thou built for thysdf? Thou hast
done this honor to my memory to take up thy abode iniit, but | must consider further in what part of it
thou dost abide. For in calling thee to mind, | soared beyond those parts of memory which the beasts
a0 possess, because | did not find thee there among the images of corpored things. From there | went
on to those parts where | had stored the remembered affections of my mind, and | did not find thee
there. And | entered into the inmost seet of my mind, which isin my memory, snce the mind remembers
itself also--and thou wast not there. For just as thou art not a bodily image, nor the emation of aliving
creature (such as we fed when wergoice or are grief-stricken, when we desire, or fear, or remember,
or forget, or anything of that kind), so neither art thou the mind itself. For thou art the Lord God of the
mind and of dl these things that are mutable; but thou abidest immutable over al. Yet thou hast dected
to dwell in my memory from thetime | learned of thee. But why do | now inquire about the part of my
memory thou dost dwdll in, asif indeed there were separate partsin it? Assuredly, thou dwellest init,
snce | have remembered thee from the time | learned of thee, and | find thee in my memory when | call
thee to mind.

CHAPTER XXVI

37. Where, then, did | find thee s0 asto be able to learn of thee? For thou wast not in my memory
before | learned of thee. Where, then, did | find thee so asto be able to learn of thee--save in thysdlf
beyond me. Place thereis none. We go "backward" and "forward" and thereis no place. Everywhere
and a once, O Truth, thou guidest al who consult thee, and smultaneoudy answerest al even though
they consult thee on quite different things. Thou answerest clearly, though al do not hear in clarity. All
take counsdl of thee on whatever point they wish, though they do not aways hear what they wish. Heis
thy best servant who does not look to hear from thee what he himsdf wills, but who wills rather to will
what he hears from thee.

CHAPTER XXVII

38. Beatedly | loved thee, O Beauty so ancient and so new, belatedly | loved thee. For see, thou wast
within and | was without, and | sought thee out there. Unlovdly, | rushed heedlessy among the lovely
things thou hast made. Thou wast with me, but | was not with thee. These things kept me far from thee;
even though they were not a dl unless they werein thee. Thou didst call and cry doud, and didst force
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open my deafness. Thou didst gleam and shine, and didst chase away my blindness. Thou didst bregthe
fragrant odors and | drew in my breath; and now | pant for thee. | tasted, and now | hunger and thirs.
Thou didst touch me, and | burned for thy peace.

CHAPTER XXVIII

39. When | come to be united to thee with al my being, then there will be no more pain and toil for me,
and my life shdl be ared life, being whally filled by thee. But since he whom thou fillest is the one thou

liftest up, | am il aburden to mysdlf because | am not yet filled by thee. Joys of sorrow contend with

sorrows of joy, and on which sde the victory lies| do not know.

Woeisme Lord, have pity on me; my evil sorrows contend with my good joys, and on which Sde the
victory lies| do not know. Woeisme! Lord, have pity on me. Woeis me! Behold, | do not hide my
wounds. Thou art the Physician, | am the sick man; thou art merciful, | need mercy. Is not the life of
man on earth an ordeal? Who is he that wishes for vexations and difficulties? Thou commandest them to
be endured, not to be loved. For no man loves what he endures, though he may love to endure. Y et
even if he rgjoices to endure, he would prefer that there were nothing for him to endure. In adversity, |
desire prosperity; in prosperity, | fear adveraty. What middle place is there, then, between these two,
where human life is not an orded? There is woe in the prosperity of thisworld; thereiswoein the fear
of misfortune; there iswoe in the distortion of joy. There iswoe in the advergties of thisworld--a
second woe, and athird, from the desire of prosperity--because adversity itsdf isahard thing to bear
and makes shipwreck of endurance. Is not the life of man upon the earth an ordedl, and that without
surcease?

CHAPTER XXIX

40. My whole hopeisin thy exceeding great mercy and that done. Give what thou commandest and
command what thou wilt. Thou commandest continence from us, and when | knew, asit is said, that no
one could be continent unless God gave it to him, even this was a point of wisdom to know whose gift it
was. For by continence we are bound up and brought back together in the One, whereas before we
were scattered abroad among the many. For he loves thee too little who loves dong with thee anything
else that he does not love for thy sake, O Love, who dost burn forever and art never quenched. O
Love, O my God, enkindle me! Thou commandest continence; give what thou commandest, and
command what thou wilt.

CHAPTER XXX

41. Obvioudy thou commandest that | should be continent from "the lust of the flesh, and the lust of the
eyes, and the pride of life" Thou commandest me to abstain from fornication, and as for marriage itsdlf,
thou hast counsaled something better than what thou dost allow. And since thou gavest it, it was
done--even before | became aminigter of thy sacrament. But there il exist in my memory--of which |
have spoken so much--the images of such things as my habits had fixed there. These things rush into my
thoughts with no power when | am awake; but in deep they rush in not only so asto give pleasure, but
even to obtain consent and what very closaly resembles the deed itsdlf. Indeed, the illuson of theimage
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prevailsto such an extent, in both my soul and my flesh, thet the illuson persuades me when degping to
what the redlity cannot do when | am awake. Am | not mysdlf a such atime, O Lord my God? And is
there so much of a difference between myself awake and mysdf in the moment when | pass from
waking to deeping, or return from deeping to waking?

Where, then, isthe power of reason which resists such suggestions when | am awake--for even if the
things themselves be forced upon it | remain unmoved? Does reason cease when the eyes close? Is it
put to deep with the bodily senses? But in that case how does it come to passthat even in dumber we
often resst, and with our conscious purposes in mind, continue most chagtdly in them, and yield no
assent to such dlurements? Y et thereis at least this much difference: that when it happens otherwise in
dreams, when we wake up, we return to peace of conscience. And it is by this difference between
deeping and waking that we discover that it was not we who did it, while we il fed sorry that in some
way it was donein us.

42. Isnot thy hand, O Almighty God, able to hed al the diseases of my soul and, by thy more and
more abundant grace, to quench even the lascivious motions of my deep? Thou wilt increase thy giftsin
me more and more, O Lord, that my soul may follow me to thee, wrenched free from the sticky glue of
lust o0 that it isno longer in rebdlion againg itsdlf, even in dreams;, that it neither commits nor consents
to these debasing corruptions which come through sensud images and which result in the pollution of
the flesh. For it isno greet thing for the Almighty, who is"ableto do . . . more than we can ask or
think," to bring it aout that no such influence--not even one so dight that anod might restrain it--should
afford gratification to the fedings of a chaste person even when deeping. This could come to pass not
only in thislife but even a my present age. But what | am lill in thisway of wickedness| have
confessed unto my good Lord, rgoicing with trembling in what thou hast given me and grieving in
mysdf for that in which | am 4ill imperfect. | am trusting thet thou wilt perfect thy merciesin me, to the
fullness of that peace which both my inner and outward being shdl have with thee when deeth is
swallowed up in victory.[350]

CHAPTER XXXI

43. Thereisyet ancther "evil of the day” to which | wish | were sufficient. By eating and drinking we
restore the daily losses of the body until that day when thou destroyest both food and stomach, when
thou wilt destroy this emptiness with an amazing fullness and wilt clothe this corruptible with an eterna
incorruption. But now the necessity of habit is sweet to me, and againg this sweetness must | fight, lest |
be enthrdled by it. Thus| carry on adaily war by fasting, congtantly "bringing my body into subjection,”
after which my pains are banished by pleasure. For hunger and thirst are actua pain. They consume and
destroy like fever does, unless the medicine of food is a hand to relieve us. And since this medicine at
hand comes from the comfort we receive in thy gifts (by means of which land and water and air serve
our infirmity), even our calamity is called pleasure,

44. This much thou hast taught me: that | should learn to take food as medicine. But during thet time
when | pass from the pinch of emptiness to the contentment of fullness, it isin that very moment that the
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share of gppetite lies baited for me. For the passage itsdlf is pleasant; there is no other way of passing
thither, and necessity compels us to pass. And while hedlth is the reason for our eating and drinking, yet
aperilous ddight joinsitself to them as a handmaid; and indeed, she tries to take precedence in order
that | may want to do for her sskewhat | say | want to do for hedlth's sake. They do not both have the
same limit ether. What is sufficient for hedlth is not enough for pleasure. And it is often a matter of
doubt whether it is the needful care of the body that till calsfor food or whether it isthe sensud snare
of dedire gill wanting to be served. In this uncertainty my unhappy soul rgoices, and usesit to prepare
an excue asadefense. It isglad that it is not clear asto what is sufficient for the moderation of hedth,
S0 that under the pretense of hedlth it may conced its projects for pleasure. These temptations | daily
endeavor to resst and | summon thy right hand to my help and cast my perplexities onto thee, for |
have not yet reached a firm conclusion in this metter.

45. | hear the voice of my God commanding: "L et not your heart be overcharged with surfeiting and
drunkenness." Drunkennessis far from me. Thou wilt have mercy that it does not come near me. But
"surfeiting” sometimes cregps upon thy servant. Thou wilt have mercy tha it may be put far from me.
For no man can be continent unless thou give it. Many things that we pray for thou givest us, and
whatever good we receive before we prayed for it, we recaive it from thee, so that we might afterward
know that we did receive it from thee. | never was a drunkard, but | have known drunkards made into
sober men by thee. It was aso thy doing that those who never were drunkards have not been--and
likewise, it was from thee that those who have been might not remain so dways. And it was likewise
from thee that both might know from whom al this came.

| heard ancther voice of thine: "Do not follow your lusts and refrain yoursaf from your plessures” And
by thy favor | have dso heard this saying in which | have taken much ddlight: "Neither if we eat are we
the better; nor if we eat not are we the worse." Thisisto say that neither shdl the one make meto
abound, nor the other to be wretched. | heard still another voice: "For | have learned, in whatsoever
gate | am, therewith to be content. | know how to be abased and | know how to abound. . . . | can do
al things through Christ who strengtheneth me." See here a soldier of the heavenly army; not the sort of
dust we are. But remember, O Lord, "that we are dust” and that thou didst create man out of the dugt,
and that he "was logt, and isfound.” Of course, he [the apostle Paul] could not do dl this by hisown
power. He was of the same dust--he whom | loved so much and who spoke of these things through the
afflatus of thy inspiration: "1 can,” he said, "do dl things through him who strengtheneth me." Strengthen
me, that | too may be able. Give what thou commandest, and command what thou wilt. This man [Paul]
confesses that he received the gift of grace and that, when he glories, he gloriesin the Lord. | have
heard yet another voice praying that he might receive. "Take from me" he sad, "the greediness of the
belly." And from thisit appears, O my holy God, that thou dost give it, when what thou commandest to
be doneis done.

46. Thou hast taught me, good Father, that "to the pure al things are pure" but "it is evil for that man

who gives offense in eating” and that "every cregture of thineis good, and nothing isto be refused if it is
received with thanksgiving'”; and that "meat does not commend usto God"; and that "no man should

22



judge usin meset or in drink." "Let not him who egts despise him who egts not, and let him that does not
eat judge not him who does eat." Thesethings | have learned, thanks and praise be to thee, O my God
and Magter, who knockest at my ears and enlightenest my heart. Deliver me from dl temptation!

It is not the uncleanness of mest that | fear, but the uncleanness of an incontinent appetite. | know that
permission was granted Noah to eat every kind of flesh that was good for food; that Elijah was fed with
flesh; that John, blessed with awonderful abstinence, was not polluted by the living crestures (thét is,
the locusts) on which hefed. And | aso know that Esau was deceived by his hungering after lentils and
that David blamed himsdf for desiring water, and that our King was tempted not by flesh but by bread.
And, thus, the people in the wilderness truly deserved their reproof, not because they desired mest, but
because in their desire for food they murmured againgt the Lord.

47. Set down, then, in the midst of these temptations, | strive daly against my appetite for food and
drink. For it is not the kind of appetite | am able to ded with by cutting it off once for dl, and thereafter
not touching it, as | was able to do with fornication. The bridle of the throat, therefore, must be held in
the mean between dackness and tightness. And who, O Lord, ishe who is not in some degree carried
away beyond the bounds of necessity? Whoever heis, heis greet; let him magnify thy name. But | am
not such aone, “for | am asnful man." Yet | too magnify thy name, for he who hath "overcome the
world" intercedeth with thee for my sins, numbering me among the wesk members of his body; for thy
eyes did see what wasimperfect in him, and in thy book al shdl be written down.

CHAPTER XXXII

48. | am not much troubled by the allurement of odors. When they are absent, | do not seek them;
when they are present, | do not refuse them; and | am aways prepared to go without them. At any rate,
| appear thusto mysdlf; it is quite possble that | an decelved. For there is alamentable darknessin
which my capabilities are conceded, so that when my mind inquiresinto itself concerning its own
powers, it does not readily venture to believe itsalf, because what aready isin it islargely conceded
unless experience bringsiit to light. Thus no man ought to fed secure in thislife, the whole of which is
caled an orded, ordered so that the man who could be made better from having been worse may not
aso from having been better become worse. Our sole hope, our sole confidence, our only assured
promisg, isthy mercy.

CHAPTER XXXIII

49. The delights of the ear drew and held me much more powerfully, but thou didst unbind and liberate
me. In those me odies which thy words inspire when sung with a sweet and trained voice, | ill find
repose; yet not so asto cling to them, but dways so asto be able to free mysdf as| wish. But it is
because of the words which are their life that they gain entry into me and strive for a place of proper
honor in my heart; and | can hardly assign them afitting one. Sometimes, | seem to mysdf to give them
more respect than isfitting, when | see that our minds are more devoutly and earnestly inflamed in piety
by the holy words when they are sung than when they are not. And | recognize thet al the diverse
affections of our spirits have their gppropriate measuresin the voice and song, to which they are
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dimulated by | know not what secret correlation. But the pleasures of my flesh--to which the mind
ought never to be surrendered nor by them enervated--often beguile me while physical sense does not
attend on reason, to follow her patiently, but having once gained entry to help the reason, it strivesto
run on before her and be her leader. Thusin these things | sin unknowingly, but I come to know it
afterward.

50. On the other hand, when | avoid very earnestly this kind of deception, | err out of too greet
auderity. Sometimes | go to the point of wishing that al the melodies of the pleasant songs to which
David's Pdter is adapted should be banished both from my ears and from those of the Church itself. In
this mood, the safer way seemed to me the one | remember was once related to me concerning
Athanasius, bishop of Alexandria, who required the readers of the psalm to use so dight an inflection of
the voice that it was more like spesking than Snging.

However, when | call to mind the tears | shed at the songs of thy Church at the outset of my recovered
faith, and how even now | am moved, not by the Singing but by what is sung (when they are sung with a
clear and killfully modulated voice), | then come to acknowledge the grest utility of this custom. Thus|
vecillate between dangerous pleasure and hedthful exercise. | am inclined--though | pronounce no
irrevocable opinion on the subject--to approve of the use of singing in the church, so that by the ddights
of the ear the weaker minds may be stimulated to a devotiona mood. Y et when it happensthat | am
more moved by the singing than by what is sung, | confess myself to have snned wickedly, and then |
would rather not have heard the anging. See now what a condition | am in! Weep with me, and weep
for me, those of you who can so control your inward fedings that good results dways come forth. As
for you who do not act thisway at dl, such things do not concern you. But do thou, O Lord, my God,
give ear; look and see, and have mercy upon me; and heal me--thou, in whose sight | am become an
enigmato mysdf; thisitsaf is my weskness.

CHAPTER XXXIV

51. There remain the ddights of these eyes of my flesh, about which | must make my confesson in the
hearing of the ears of thy temple, brotherly and pious ears. Thus | will finish the list of the temptations of
carnd gppetite which Hill assall me--groaning and desiring as | am to be clothed upon with my house
from heaven.

The eyesddight in fair and varied forms, and bright and pleasing colors. Let these not take possession
of my soul! Rather let God possessiit, he who didst make al these things very good indeed. Heis il
my good, and not these. The pleasures of sight affect me dl the time | am awake. Thereisno rest from
them given me, asthere is from the voices of meody, which | can occasondly find in sllence. For
daylight, that queen of the colors, floods dl that we look upon everywhere | go during the day. It flits
about me in manifold forms and soothes me even when | am busy about other things, not noticing it.
And it presentsitsdlf o foraibly that if it is suddenly withdrawn it islooked for with longing, and if it is
long absent the mind is saddened.
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52. O Light, which Tobit saw even with his eyes closed in blindness, when he taught his son the way of
life--and went before him himsdlf in the steps of love and never went astray; or that Light which Isaac
saw when his fleshly "eyes were dim, so that he could not see" because of old age, and it was permitted
him unknowingly to bless his sons, but in the blessing of them to know them; or that Light which Jacob
saw, when hetoo, blind in old age yet with an enlightened heart, threw light on the nation of men yet to
come--presignified in the persons of his own sons—-and laid his hands mysticaly crossed upon his
grandchildren by Joseph (not asthelr father, who saw them from without, but as though he were within
them), and distinguished them aright: thisisthe true Light; it isone, and al are one who see and loveit.

But that corpored light, of which | was speaking, seasons the life of the world for her blind lovers with
atempting and fatal sweetness. Those who know how to praise thee for it, "O God, Creator of UsAll,"
take it up in thy hymn, and are not taken over by it in their degp. Such aman | desireto be. | resst the
seductions of my eyes, lest my feet be entangled as | go forward in thy way; and | rase my invisble
eyesto thee, that thou wouldst be pleased to "pluck my feet out of the net." Thou dost continualy pluck
them out, for they are easily ensnared. Thou ceasest not to pluck them out, but | constantly remain fast
in the snares set dl around me. However, thou who "keepest Isragl shal neither dumber nor deep.”

53. What numberless things there are: products of the various arts and manufacturesin our clothes,
shoes, vessdls, and dl such things; besides such things as pictures and statuary--and dl these far
beyond the necessary and moderate use of them or their significance for the life of piety--which men
have added for the ddlight of the eye, copying the outward forms of the things they make; but inwardly
forsaking Him by whom they were made and destroying what they themselves have been made to be!

And I, O my God and my Joy, | o raise ahymn to thee for dl these things, and offer a sacrifice of
praise to my Sanctifier, because those beatiful forms which pass through the medium of the human soul
into the artig's hands come from that beauty which is above our minds, which my soul sighsfor day and
night. But the craftsmen and devotees of these outward beauties discover the norm by which they judge
them from that higher beauty, but not the measure of their use. Still, even if they do not seeiit, it isthere
nevertheless, to guard them from wandering astray, and to keep their strength for thee, and not
disspateit in ddightsthat passinto boredom. And for myself, though | can see and understand this, |
am gill entangled in my own course with such beauty, but thou wilt rescue me, O Lord, thou wilt rescue
me, "for thy loving-kindnessis before my eyes” For | am captivated in my weskness but thou in thy
mercy dost rescue me: sometimes without my knowing it, because | had only lightly falen; at other
times, the rescue is painful because | was stuck fast.

CHAPTER XXXV

4. Besdes thisthere is yet another form of temptation still more complex in its peril. For in addition to
the fleshly appetite which srives for the gratification of al senses and pleasures—-in which its daves
perish because they separate themsdves from thee--there is dso a certain vain and curious longing in
the soul, rooted in the same bodily senses, which is cloaked under the name of knowledge and learning;
not having pleasure in the flesh, but striving for new experiences through the flesh. Thislonging--sainceits

25



origin is our gppetite for learning, and sSince the Sght isthe chief of our sensesin the acquisition of
knowledge--is caled in the divine language "the lust of the eyes.” For seeing is afunction of the eyes,
yet we aso use thisword for the other senses as well, when we exercise them in the search for
knowledge. We do not say, "Listen how it glows,” "Smél how it glisgens” "Taste how it shines," or
"Fed how it flashes" snce dl of these are said to be seen. And we do not Smply say, "See how it
shines,” which only the eyes can perceive; but we aso say, "See how it sounds, see how it smells, see
how it tastes, see how hard it is." Thus, as we said before, the whole round of sensory experienceis
cdled "the lugt of the eyes’ because the function of seeing, in which the eyes have the principd role, is
applied by analogy to the other senses when they are seeking after any kind of knowledge.

55. From this, then, one can the more clearly distinguish whether it is pleasure or curiogity that is being
pursued by the senses. For pleasure pursues objects that are beautiful, melodious, fragrant, savory, soft.
But curiosity, seeking new experiences, will even seek out the contrary of these, not with the purpose of
experiencing the discomfort that often accompanies them, but out of a passion for experimenting and
knowledge.

For what pleasureistherein the sight of alacerated corpse, which makes you shudder? And yet if
thereis one lying close by we flock to it, asif to be made sad and pae. People fear lest they should see
such athing even in deep, just asthey would if, when awake, someone compelled them to go and see it
or if some rumor of its beauty had attracted them.

Thisis aso the case with the other senses; it would be tedious to pursue a complete andysis of it. This
malady of curiogity isthe reason for dl those strange sights exhibited in the thester. It is dso the reason
why we proceed to search out the secret powers of nature--those which have nothing to do with our
destiny--which do not profit us to know about, and concerning which men desire to know only for the
sake of knowing. And it iswith this same moative of perverted curiosity for knowledge that we consult
the magicd arts. Evenin religion itsdf, this prompting drives us to make trid of God when sgns and
wonders are eagerly asked of him--not desired for any saving end, but only to make trid of him.

56. In such awilderness so vast, crammed with snares and dangers, behold how many of them | have
lopped off and cast from my heart, as thou, O God of my savation, hast enabled me to do. And yet,
when would | dare to say, since so many things of this sort till buzz around our daily lives—-when would
| dare to say that no such motive prompts my seeing or creates avain curiosity in me? It istrue that
now the theaters never attract me, nor do | now care to inquire about the courses of the stars, and my
soul has never sought answers from the departed spirits. All sacrilegious oaths | abhor. And yet, O
Lord my God, to whom | owe al humble and singlehearted service, with what subtle suggestion the
enemy il influences me to require some sign from thee! But by our King, and by Jerusdem, our pure
and chaste homeland, | beseech thee that where any consenting to such thoughts is now far from me, so
may it dways be farther and farther. And when | entreet thee for the salvation of any man, theend | am
a is something more than the entreeating: let it be that as thou dost what thou wilt, thou dost dso give me
the grace willingly to follow thy lead.
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57. Now, redly, in how many of the most minute and trivid things my curiosty is il dally tempted, and
who can keep the tally on how often | succumb? How often, when people are telling idle tales, we
begin by tolerating them lest we should give offense to the sengitive; and then gradudly we come to
listen willingly! I do not nowadays go to the circus to see a dog chase arabbit, but if by chance | pass
such aracein thefidds, it quite easlly distracts me even from some serious thought and draws me after
it--not that | turn aside with my horse, but with the inclination of my mind. And unless, by showing me
my weakness, thou dost speedily warn me to rise above such asight to thee by a deliberate act of
thought--or else to despise the whole thing and passit by--then | become absorbed in the sight, vain
cresture that | am.

How isit that when | am gtting at home alizard catching flies, or aspider entangling them asthey fly
into her webs, oftentimes arrests me? Is the fedling of curiosity not the same just because these are such
tiny creatures? From them | proceed to praise thee, the wonderful Crestor and Disposer of dl things;
but it is not thisthat fird attracts my atention. It is one thing to get up quickly and ancther thing not to
fdl--and of both such things my lifeisfull and my only hopeisin thy exceeding great mercy. For when
this heart of ours is made the depot of such things and is overrun by the throng of these abounding
vanities, then our prayers are often interrupted and disturbed by them. Even while we are in thy
presence and direct the voice of our heartsto thy ears, such agreat business asthisis broken off by the
inroads of | know not what idle thoughts.

CHAPTER XXXVI

58. Shdl we, then, aso reckon this vain curiosity among the things that are to be but lightly esteemed?
Shall anything restore us to hope except thy complete mercy since thou hast begun to change us? Thou
knowest to what extent thou hast dready changed me, for firgt of dl thou didst hedl me of the lust for
vindicating mysdlf, so that thou mightest then forgive al my remaning iniquities and hed dl my diseases
and "redeem my life from corruption and crown me with loving-kindness and tender mercies, and
satisfy my desires with good things." 1t was thou who didst restrain my pride with thy fear, and bowed
my neck to thy "yoke." And now | bear the yoke and it is"light" to me, because thou didst promise it to
be s0, and hast made it to be so. And so in truth it was, though | knew it not when | feared to take it

up.

59. But, O Lord--thou who aone reignest without pride, because thou aone art the true Lord, who
hast no Lord--has this third kind of temptation left me, or can it leave me during thislife: the desire to be
feared and loved of men, with no other view than that | may find in it ajoy that isno joy? It is, rather, a
wretched life and an unseemly ogtentation. It is a gpecid reason why we do not love thee, nor

devotedly fear thee. Therefore "thou resistest the proud but givest grace to the humble.” Thou
thunderest down on the ambitious designs of the world, and "the foundations of the hills' tremble.

And yet certain offices in human society require the officeholder to be loved and feared of men, and

through this the adversary of our true blessedness presses hard upon us, scattering everywhere his
snares of "well done, well done"; so that while we are eagerly picking them up, we may be caught
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unawares and split off our joy from thy truth and fix it on the decelts of men. In this way we come to
take pleasure in being loved and feared, not for thy sake but in thy stead. By such means asthis, the
adversary makes men like himsdlf, that he may have them as his own, not in the harmony of love, but in
the fellowship of punishment--the one who aspired to exdt his throne in the north, that in the darkness
and the cold men might have to serve him, mimicking thee in perverse and distorted ways.

But see, O Lord, we are thy little flock. Possess us, stretch thy wings above us, and let us take refuge
under them. Be thou our glory; let us be loved for thy sake, and let thy word be feared in us. Those
who desire to be commended by the men whom thou condemnest will not be defended by men when
thou judgest, nor will they be delivered when thou dost condemn them. But when--not asa sinner is
praised in the wicked desires of his soul nor when the unrighteous manisblessed in his
unrighteousness-a man is praised for some gift that thou hast given him, and he is more gratified at the
praise for himsdf than because he possesses the gift for which he is praised, such aoneispraised while
thou dost condemn him. In such a case the one who praised istruly better than the one who was
praised. For the gift of God in man was pleasing to the one, while the other was better pleased with the
gift of man than with the gift of God.

CHAPTER XXXVII

60. By these temptations we are daily tried, O Lord; we are tried unceasingly. Our daily "furnace’ isthe
human tongue. And dso in this repect thou commandest us to be continent. Give what thou
commandest and command what thou wilt. In this matter, thou knowest the groans of my heart and the
rivers of my eyes, for | am not able to know for certain how far | am clean of this plague; and | stand in
great fear of my "secret faults" which thy eyes perceive, though mine do not. For in respect of the
pleasures of my flesh and of idle curiosity, | see how far | have been able to hold my mind in check
when | abgtain from them ether by voluntary act of the will or because they smply are not a hand; for
then | can inquire of myself how much more or less frudrating it isto me not to have them. Thisisaso
true about riches, which are sought for in order that they may minister to one of these three "lusts” or
two, or the whole complex of them. The mind is able to see clearly if, when it has them, it despises them
S0 that they may be cast asde and it may prove itsdf.

But if we desireto test our power of doing without praise, must we then live wickedly or lead alife so
atrocious and abandoned that everyone who knows us will detest us? What greater madness than this
can be either said or concelved? And yet if praise, both by custom and right, is the companion of a
good life and of good works, we should aslittle forgo its companionship as the good lifeitsdf. But
unless athing is absent | do not know whether | should be contented or troubled at having to do
without it.

61. What isit, then, that | am confessing to thee, O Lord, concerning this sort of temptation? What else,
than that | am delighted with praise, but more with the truth itself than with praise. For if | wereto have
any choice whether, if | were mad or utterly in the wrong, | would prefer to be praised by al men or, if

| were steedlily and fully confident in the truth, would prefer to be blamed by dl, | seewhich | should
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choose. Yet | wish | were unwilling that the gpprova of others should add anything to my joy for any
good | have. Yet | admit that it does increase it; and, more than that, dispraise diminishes it. Then, when
| am disturbed over this wretchedness of mine, an excuse presentsitsaf to me, the value of which thou
knowest, O God, for it renders me uncertain. For sinceit is not only continence that thou hast enjoined
on us--that is, what things to hold back our love from--but righteousness as well--that is, what to
bestow our love upon--and hast wished us to love not only thee, but also our neighbor, it often turns out
that when | am gratified by intelligent praise | seem to myself to be gratified by the competence or
ingght of my neighbor; or, on the other hand, | am sorry for the defect in him when | hear him dispraise
either what he does not understand or what is good. For | am sometimes grieved at the praise | get,
ether when those things that displease mein mysdlf are praised in me, or when lesser and trifling goods
are vaued more highly than they should be. But, again, how do | know whether | fed this way because
| am unwilling that he who praises me should differ from me concerning mysdlf not because | am moved
with any consderation for him, but because the good things that please mein mysdf are more pleasing
to me when they dso please another? For in away, | am not praised when my judgment of mysdf is
not praised, since ether those things which are displeasing to me are praised, or those things which are
less pleasing to me are more praised. Am | not, then, quite uncertain of mysdlf in this respect?

62. Behold, O Truth, itisin theethat | seethat | ought not to be moved a my own praises for my own
sake, but for the sake of my neighbor's good. And whether thisis actualy my way, | truly do not know.
On thisscore | know less of mysdf than thou dost. | beseech thee now, O my God, to reved mysdlf to
me aso, that | may confess to my brethren, who are to pray for mein those matters where | find myself
weak.

Let me once again examine mysdf the more diligently. If, in my own praise, | an moved with concern
for my neighbor, why am | less moved if some other man is unjustly dispraised than when it happensto
me? Why am | moreirritated at that reproach which is cast on me than a one which is, with equa
injustice, cast upon another in my presence? Am | ignorant of thisalso? Or isit dill truethat | am
deceiving myself, and do not keep the truth before thee in my heart and tongue? Put such madness far
from me, O Lord, lest my mouth be to me "the oil of Snners, to anoint my heed.”

CHAPTER XXXVIII

63. "l am needy and poor.” Still, | am better when in secret groanings | displease mysalf and seek thy
mercy until what islacking in meis renewed and made complete for that peace which the eye of the
proud does not know. The reports that come from the mouth and from actions known to men have in
them amogt perilous temptation to the love of praise. Thislove builds up a certain complacency in one's
own excedllency, and then goes around collecting solicited compliments. It tempts me, even when |
inwardly reprove mysdlf for it, and this precisaly because it is reproved. For aman may often glory
vainly in the very scorn of vainglory--and in this case it is not any longer the scorn of vainglory in which
he glories, for he does not truly despise it when he inwardly gloriesinit.

CHAPTER XXXIX
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64. Within usthereis yet another evil arisng from the same sort of temptation. By it they become empty
who please themselves in themselves, dthough they do not please or displease or am at pleasing

others. But in pleasing themsdlves they displease thee very much, not merdly taking pleasurein things
that are not good asif they were good, but taking pleasure in thy good things as if they were their own;
or even asif they were thine but il asif they hed received them through their own merit; or even asif
they had them through thy grace, till without this grace with their friends, but as if they envied thet grace
to others. In dl these and smilar perils and labors, thou percelvest the agitation of my heart, and |

would rather fed my wounds being cured by thee than not inflicted by me on mysdlf.

CHAPTER XL

65. Where hast thou not accompanied me, O Truth, teaching me both what to avoid and what to
desire, when | have submitted to thee what | could understand about matters here below, and have
sought thy counsd about them?

With my externd senses| have viewed the world as | was able and have noticed the life which my
body derives from me and from these senses of mine. From that stage | advanced inwardly into the
recesses of my memory--the manifold chambers of my mind, marveloudy full of unmeasured wedlth.
And | reflected on this and was afraid, and could understand none of these things without thee and
found thee to be none of them. Nor did | mysdlf discover these things--1 who went over them dl and
labored to distinguish and to vaue everything according to its dignity, accepting some things upon the
report of my senses and questioning about others which | thought to be related to my inner sdif,
distinguishing and numbering the reporters themsdves, and in that vast Sorehouse of my memory,
investigating some things, depositing other things, taking out Hill others. Neither was | mysdlf when | did
this-that is, that ability of mine by which | did it--nor was it thou, for thou art that never-failing light
from which | took counsel about them dl; whether they were what they were, and what wasthelr red
vaue. Indl this| heard thee teaching and commanding me. And this| often do--and thisis a delight to
me--and asfar as| can get relief from my necessary duties, | resort to thiskind of pleasure. But in all
these thingswhich | review when | consult thee, | till do not find a secure place for my soul savein
thee, in whom my scattered members may be gathered together and nothing of me escape from thee.
And sometimes thou introducest me to amost rare and inward feding, an inexplicable sweetness. If this
were to come to perfection in me | do not know to what point life might not then arrive. But till, by
these wretched weights of mine, | relagpse into these common things, and am sucked in by my old
customs and am held. | sorrow much, yet | am gill closely held. To this extent, then, the burden of habit
presses us down. | can exigt in this fashion but | do not wish to do so. In that other way | wish | were,
but cannot be--in both ways | am wretched.

CHAPTER XLI

66. And now | have thus congdered the infirmities of my sins, under the headings of the three mgjor
"lugts" and | have cdled thy right hand to my aid. For with awounded heart | have seen thy brightness,
and having been beaten back | cried: "Who can attain to it? | am cut off from before thy eyes.” Thou art
the Truth, who presidest over al things, but |, because of my greed, did not wish to lose thee. But ill,
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aong with thee, | wished also to possess alie-just as no one wishesto liein such away asto be
ignorant of what istrue. By this | lost thee, for thou wilt not condescend to be enjoyed dong with alie.

CHAPTER XLII

67. Whom could | find to reconcile me to thee? Should | have approached the angels? What kind of
prayer? What kind of rites? Many who were striving to return to thee and were not able of themsalves
have, | am told, tried this and have fallen into alonging for curious visions and deserved to be decaived.
Being exated, they sought thee in their pride of learning, and they thrust themsalves forward rather than
besting their breasts. And s0 by alikeness of heart, they drew to themsalves the princes of the air, their
conspirators and companions in pride, by whom they were decelved by the power of magic. Thusthey
sought a mediator by whom they might be cleansed, but there was none. For the mediator they sought
was the devil, disguisng himsdf as an angd of light. And he dlured their proud flesh the more because
he had no fleshly body.

They were mortal and sinful, but thou, O Lord, to whom they arrogantly sought to be reconciled, art
immortal and snless. But a mediator between God and man ought to have something in him like God
and something in him like man, lest in being like man he should be far from God, or if only like God he
should be far from man, and so should not be a mediator. That deceitful mediator, then, by whom, by
thy secret judgment, human pride deserves to be deceived, had one thing in common with man, that is,
his gn. In another respect, he would seem to have something in common with God, for not being
clothed with the mortdity of the flesh, he could boast that he was immorta. But since "the wages of Sn
isdegth,” what he redly hasin common with men isthat, together with them, he is condemned to death.

CHAPTER XLIII

68. But the true Mediator, whom thou in thy secret mercy hast revedled to the humble, and hast sent to
them so that through his example they aso might learn the same humility--that "Mediator between God
and man, the man Christ Jesus" gppeared between morta sinners and the immortal Just One. He was
mortal as men are mortd; he was righteous as God is righteous; and because the reward of
righteousness is life and peace, he could, through his righteousness united with God, cancedl the death of
judtified Snners, which he was willing to have in common with them. Hence he was manifested to holy
men of old, to the end that they might be saved through faith in his Passon to come, even as we through
faith in his Passon which is past. As man he was Mediator, but as the Word he was not something in
between the two; because he was equd to God, and God with God, and, with the Holy Spirit, one
God.

69. How hast thou loved us, O good Father, who didst not spare thy only Son, but didst deliver him up
for us wicked onesl How hast thou loved us, for whom he who did not count it robbery to be equa
with thee "became obedient unto degth, even the degth of the cross'! He done was "free among the
dead." He done had power to lay down hislife and power to take it up again, and for us he became to
thee both Victor and Victim; and Victor because he was the Victim. For us, he was to thee both Priest
and Sacrifice, and Priest because he was the Sacrifice. Out of daves, he maketh us thy sons, because
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he was born of thee and did serve us. Rightly, then, is my hope fixed strongly on him, that thou wilt
"hed dl my diseases' through him, who stteth at thy right hand and maketh intercession for us.
Otherwise | should utterly despair. For my infirmities are many and grest; indeed, they are very many
and very great. But thy medicineis ill greater. Otherwise, we might think that thy word was removed
from union with man, and despair of oursalves, if it had not been that he was "made flesh and dwelt
among us.

70. Terrified by my snsand the load of my misery, | had resolved in my heart and congdered flight into
the wilderness. But thou didst forbid me, and thou didst Strengthen me, saying that "since Christ died for
al, they who live should not henceforth live unto themsdlves, but unto him who died for them.” Behold,
OLord, | cast dl my care on thee, that | may live and "behold wondrous things out of thy law."” Thou
knowest my incompetence and my infirmities; teach me and hed me. Thy only Son--he "in whom are
hid dl the treasures of wisdom and knowledge'--hath redeemed me with his blood. Let not the proud
speak evil of me, because | keep my ransom before my mind, and eat and drink and share my food and
drink. For, being poor, | desire to be satisfied from him, together with those who eat and are satisfied:
"and they shal praisethe Lord that seek Him."
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