St. Augustine,

“I Saw Only Death,”

from the Confessions

,.w> \?%atz.x.. (354-430), Bishop of Hippo, was the last of the great think
in the tradition of classical philosophy. At the same time he was the o
important of the Church Fathers and his work is the Joundation of med wzam
theology and Protestant thought alike. A gified writer, Augustine \Swmx“wcw
wwﬁs su Sﬁ:& in the description of intense emotion, and the following d xw;\
tion of grief is perhaps the greatest in world literature. sy
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A riod in which ~. first began to teach in the town of my
o ad found a very dear friend, who was pursuing similar studics.
c imm m_x.vE my own age, and was now coming, as I was, to the ve
:céc:“wm-ﬂ::o of young manhood. He had indeed grown .cv with an
as a &E.a and we had gone to school together and played togeth
Neither in those earlier days nor indced in the later time of cw_._. Mm.
now speak was he a friend in the truest meaning o -

| . : : f friendship: for
there is no true friendship unless You weld it between souls that Mcmé

together En.ccm: that charity which is shed in our hearts by the Hol
Ghost who is given to us. Yet it had become a friendship very dear Hw
us, Buam. the warmer by the ardor of studies pursued together. [ had
turned him from the true faith—in which being little more Smm
he was not deeply grounded—towards those superstitious and
ﬁ_aon«Em errors that my mother bewailed in me. With me he
astray in error, and my soul could not be without him But You
ever close upon the heels of those who flee from You .:: You a -
once God of Vengeance and Fount of Mercy, and Wo: turn Mwn “
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fyourself by ways most wonderful. You took this man from the lifc of
“fearth when he had completed scarcely a year in a friendship that had
L ¥agrown swecter 1o me than all the sweetness of the life | knew.

2% - What man could recount all Your praises for the things he has
xperienced in his own single person? What was it, O my God, that
You accomplished then and how unscarchable is the abyss of Your
judgments! For he was in a high fever and when he had for a long
‘time lain unconscious in a deathly sweat so that his life was despaired
‘of, he was baptized. Naturally he knew nothing of it, and 1 paid little
‘heed, since I took for granted that his mind would retain what he had
‘learned from me and not what was done upon his body while he was
unconscious. But it turned out very differently. The fever left him and
he recovered. As soon as I could speak to him—which was as soon as
he could speak to me, for 1 had not left him and indeed we depended
too much upon each other—I began to mock, assuming that he would
join me in mocking, the baptism which he had received when he had
neither sense nor feeling. For by now he had been told of it. But he
looked at me as if | had been his deadly enemy, and in a burst of
independence that startled me warned me that if 1 wished to continue
his friend | must cease that kind of talk. I was stupefied and decply
perturbed. [ postponed telling him of my feelings until he should be
well again, and thus in such condition of health and strength that 1
could discuss what was in my mind. But he was snatched from the
reach of my folly that he might be safe with You for my future consola-
tion. Within a few days he relapsed into his fever and died. And [ was
not there.

My heart was black with grief. Whatever 1 looked upon had the air
of death. My native place was a prison-housc and my home a strange
unhappiness. The things we had done together became sheer torment
without him. My eyes were restless looking for him, but he was not
there. 1 hated all places because he was not in them. They could not
say “He will come soon,” as they would in his life when he was absent.
1 became a great enigma to myself and I was forever asking my soul
why it was sad and why it disquieted me so sorely. And my soul knew
not what to answer me. If I said “Trust in God” my soul did not
obey—naturally, becausc the man whom she had loved and lost was
nobler and more real than the imagined deity in whom 1 was bidding
her trust. | had no delight but in tears, for tears had taken the place
my friend had held in the love of my heart.
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him from me; and | was filled with the thought that it might snatch

way any man as suddenly as it had snatched him. That this was then
Behold my heart, O my God, look deep

r, O my Hope, You who cleanse me from
ffections directing my eyes towards You and
re. | wondered that other mortals should

#live when he was dead whom I had loved as if he would never die;
ind I marvelled still more that he should be dead and I his other self
living still. Rightly has a friend been called “the half of my soul.” For
T thought of my soul and his soul as one soul in two bodies: and my
life was a horror to me because I would not live halved. And it may
be that I feared to die lest thereby he should die wholly whom 1 had

* loved so deeply.

within it; sce how I remembe
I the uncleanness of such a

e
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O madness that knows not how to love men as men! O foolish man
to bear the lot of man so rebelliously! 1 had both the madness and the
folly. I raged and sighed and wept and was in torment, unable to rest,
unable to think. I bore my soul all broken and bleeding and loathing
to be borne by me; and I could find nowhere to set it down to rest.
Not in shady groves, nor in mirth and music, nor in perfumed gardens,
nor in formal banquets, nor in the delights of bedroom and bed, not
in books nor in poctry could it find peace. 1 hated all things, hated the
very light itself; and all that was not he was painful and wearisome,
save only my tears: for in them alone did | find a little peace. When
my soul gave over weeping, it was still crushed under the great burden
of a misery which only by You, Lord, could be lightened and lifted.
This I knew; but I had neither the will nor the strength—and what
made it more impossible was that when I thought of You it was not
as of something firm and solid. For my God was not yet You but the
error and vain fantasy I held. When | tried to rest my burden upon
that, it fell as through emptiness and was once more heavy upon me;
and I remained to myself a place of unhappiness, in which I could not
abide, yet from which I could not depart. For where was my heart to
flee for refuge from my heart? Whither was I to fly from myself> To
what place should I not follow myself? Yet leave my native place ! did.
For my eyes would look for him less where they had not been accus-
tomed to see him. I left the town of Tagaste and came to Carthage.
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Time takes no holiday. It does not roll idly by, but through our
senses works its own wonders in the mind. Time came angd went from
one day to the next; in its coming and its passing it brought me other
hopes and other memories, and itte by little patched me up again
with the kind of delights which had once been mine, and which in my
grief I had abandoned, The place of that great grief was slowly taken,
not perhaps by new griefs, but by the seeds from which neyw griefs
should spring. For that first grief had pierced so easily and so deep
only because I had spilt out my soul upon the sand, in loving a morta]
man as if he were never to die. At any rate the comfort [ found in
other friends—and the pleasure I had with them in things of earth—
did much 1o repair and remake me, And it was all ope huge fable, one
long lie; and by its adultcrous caressing, my soul, which lay itching in
my ears, was utterly corrupted. For my folly did not di¢ whenever one
of my fricnds died.

All kinds of things rejoiced my soul in their company—to talk and
laugh and do each other kindnesses; read pleasant books together, pass
from lightest jesting to talk of the deepest things and back again; differ
without rancour, as a man might diffcr with himself, and when most
rarely dissension arose find our normal agreement all the sweeter for
it; teach each other or learn from each other; be impatient for the
return of the absent, and welcome them with joy on their voam-oon:.:mw
these and such [ike things, proceeding from our hearts as we gave
affection and received it back, and shown by face, by voice, by the
€yes, and a thousand other pleasing ways, kindled a flame which fused
our very souls and of many made us one,
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This is what men value in friends, and value so much that their
conscience judges them guilty if they do not meet friendship with
friendship, expecting nothing from thejr friend save such evidences of

his affection. This is the root of our grief when 1 friend dies, and the

dead because he is dead. Blessed is the man that loves Thee, O God,
and his friend in Thee, and his ¢nemy for Thee. For he alone loses
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i at is dear to him, if all are dear in God, who is never lost.
,WMM% ﬂwrmd is that God but our God, the God Ero. Enaw heaven and
- earth, who fills them because it is by filling them with f::mm_:?: he
Jw‘rum made them? No man loses Thee, unless he goes from Thee; and
#in going from Thee, where does he go or where does he :w.n save from
Thee to Thee—from God well-pleased to .Qoa angered? wQ. where
- shall he not find T hy law fulfilled in his punishment? Thy law is truth
and truth is Thou.

T T e e e
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Convert us, O God of hosts, and show us Thy face, and we h.\s\\ be saved.
Wherever the soul of man turns, unless towards O.om,. it n._n.,zam. 1o
sorrow, even though the things outside God and oEman._am: to which
it cleaves may be things of beauty. For these _osw_w things s.m.EE c.o
nothing at all unless they were from Him. They rise u:.m set: in En,:
rising they begin to be, and they grow Bssﬁm perfection, m:ggOMnn
come to perfection they grow old, and they die: not m:. grow old but
all die. Therefore when they rise and tend toward being, En. more
haste they make toward fullness of being, the more vm.ﬁn they Bm_%w
towards ceasing to be. That is their law. You rm<m. given them to be
parts of a whole: they are not all existent at once, but in their departures
and successions constitute the whole of srm.nr .EQ are parts. O_,: own
specch, which we utter by making sounds signifying meanings, 3:%5
the same principles. For there never could be a whole sentence unless
one word ccased to be when its syllables ru.m sounded and another
took its place. In all such things let my soul praise You, O God, Creator
of all things, but let it not cleave too close in love to them through the
senses of the body. For they go their way and are no morc; and they
rend the soul with desires that can destroy it, mcq.: _o:mm. to be one
with the things it loves and to repose 5,59:. But in them is no _u___nnm
of repose, because they do not abide. They pass, and who can fo :ﬁ.u_s
them with any bodily sense? Or who can grasp them firm cven while
ill here? .
-~N~wﬂquwﬂ__m mna:ma is slow because it is fleshly sense: and G& is the
limit of its being. It can do what it was Bmm_o to do; but it r.mm no
power to hold things transient as they run their course .,2.:: their due
beginning to their due end. For in %o:_..ioa, by which Smw are
created, they hear their law: “From this point: not beyond that,
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Be not foolish, my soul, nor let the ear of you t
with the clamor of your folly. Listen, The S&Wa _n.%hwm.ﬁvwam__w ”Mnswu
to return, and with Him js the place of peace that shall not be gorﬂ:
where your Jove wijl not be forsaken unless jt first forsake. Thin m
pass that .oz::. things may come in their place and thijs 5»81&.::?2”
be established in all its parts, “By; do I depart anywhere?” says the
Word of God. Fix your dwelling in Him, commit 1o God ?rmaonéa
you have: for it is from God. O my soul, wearied at last with emptiness

and what is sick shall be made well, and what is transient shal] be
reshaped and made new and established in you in firmness; and the

m:m_: not set you down where they themselves go, but shal] .masa mzw
abide and you with them, before God who stands and abjdeg forever

fleshly sense had been capable of grasping the whole—and had not
for your punishmen received part only of the whole as its just limit—

not €xast at one moment. If al] could be perceived in one act of percep-
ton, it would obviously give more delight than any of the :==<E:M_
parts. But far better than all is He who made all; and He is our God
He docs not Pass away and there is none to take His place. .

St Augustine 29
w:a draw as many souls with you to Him as you can, saying to them:
Him let us love: He made this world and is not far from it.” For He
gdid not simply make it and leave it: but as it is from Him so it is in
$Him. See where He is, wherever there is a savour of truth: He is in
¢ the most secret place of the heart, yet the heart has strayed from Him.
#0 sinners, return to your own heart and abide in Him that made you.

wStand with Him and you shall stand, rest in Him and you shall be at

,peace. Where arc you going, to what bleak places? Where are you
going? The good that you love is from Him: and insofar as it is likewise
Jor Him it is good and lovely; but it will rightly be turned into bitterness,
if it is unrightly loved and He descrted by whom it is. What goal are
you making for, wandering around and about by ways so hard and
laborious? Rest is not where you seek it. Seek what you seek, but it is
not where you seek it. You seek happiness of life in the land of death,
and it is not there. For how shall there be happiness of life where
‘there is no life?

But our Life came down to this our earth and took away our death,

= slew death with the abundance of His own life: and He thundered,

calling to us to return to Him into that sccret place from which He

~-came forth to us—coming first into the Virgin’s womb, where humanity

was wedded to Him, our mortal flesh, though not always to be mortal:
and thence like a bridegroom coming out of his bride chamber, rejoicing as
a giant to run his course. For He did not delay but rushed on, calling
to us by what He said and what He did, calling to us by His death,
life, descent, and ascension to return to Him. And He withdrew from
our eyes, that we might return to our own heart and find Him. For
He went away and behold He is still here. He would not be with us
long, yet He did not leave us. He went back to that place which He
had never left, for the world was made by Him. And Hec was in this
world, and He came into this world to save sinners. Unto Him my
soul confesses and He hears it, for it has sinned against Him. O ye
sons of men, how long will yc be so slow of heart? Even now when
Life has come down to you, will you not ascend and live? But to what
high place shall you climb, since you are in a high place and have ser
your mouth against the heavens? First descend that you may ascend,
ascend to God. For in mounting up against God you fell. Tell the souls
of men to weep in this valley of tears, and so bear them up with you
to God, because it is by His Spirit that you are speaking this to them,
if in your speaking you are on fire with the fire of charity.




