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former iniquities.”? For 1 felt that I was still bound by them. And
I continued my miserable complaining: “How long, how long shall
I go on saying tomorrow and again tomorrow? Why not now, why
not have an end to my uncleanness this very hour?”

Such things I said, weeping in the most bitter sorrow of my heart.
And suddenly 1 heard a voice from some nearby house, a boy’s voice
or a girl’s voice, I do not know: but it was a sort of sing-song, repeated
again and again, “Take and read, take and read.” I ceased weeping and
immediately began to search my mind most carefully as to whether
children were accustomed to chant these words in any kind of game,
and 1 could not remember that I had ever heard any such thing.
Damming back the flood of my tears I arose, interpreting the inci-
dent as quite certainly a divine command to open my book of
Scripture and read the passage at which I should open. For it was
part of what I had been told about Antony, that from the Gospel
which he happened to be reading he had felt that he was being
admonished as though what he read was spoken directly to himself:
Go, sell what thou hast and give to the poor and thou shalt have
treasure in heaven; and come follow Me.2 By this experience he had
been in that instant converted to You. So I was moved to return to
the place where Alypius was sitting, for I had putdown the Apostle’s
book there when I arose. I snatched it up, opened it and in silence
read the passage upon which my eyes first fell: Not in rioting and
drunkenness, not in chambering and impurities, not in contention
and envy, but put ye on the Lord Jesus Christ and make not pro-
vision for the flesh in its concupiscenses.?* I had no wish to read fur-
ther, and no need. For in that instant, with the very ending of the
sentence, it was as though a light of utter confidence shone in
all my heart, and all the darkness of uncertainty vanished away.
Then leaving my finger in the place or marking it by some other
sign, 1 closed the book and in complete calm told the whole thing to
Alypius and he similarly told me what had been going on in himself,
of which I knew nothing. He asked to see what | had read. I showed
him, and he looked further than I had read. I had not known what
followed. And this is what followed: “Now him that is weak in faith,
iake unto you.”* He applied this to himself and told me so. And he
was confirmed by this message, and with no troubled wavering gave
himself to God’s good-will and purpose—a purpose indeed most
suited to his character, for in these matters he had been immeasur-
ably better than I.

Then we went in to my mother and told her, to her great joy.
We related how it had come about: she was filled with triumphant
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exultation, and praised You who are mighty beyond what we ask
or conceive: for she saw that You had given her more than with all
her pitiful weeping she had ever asked. For You converted me to
Yourself so that I no longer sought a wife nor any of this world’s
promises, but stood upon that same rule of faith in which You had
shown me to her so many years before. Thus You changed her
mourning into joy, a joy far richer than she had thought to wish,
a joy much dearer and purer than she had thought to find in grand-
children of my flesh.




