LATE HAVE I LOVED THEE...

August 28
AUGUSTINE, BISHOP AND DOCTOR

Mermorial

Saint Augustine was born at Tagaste in Africa in 354. He
Wwas unsettled and restlessly searched for the truth until he was
converted to the Faith at Milan and baptized by Ambrose. Re-
turning to his homeland, he embraced an ascetic life and
subsequently was elected bishop of Hippo. For thirty-four
years he guided his flock, instructing it with sermons and many
writings. He fought bravely against the errors of his time and
explained the Faith carefully and cogently through his writ-
Ings. He died in 430.

From ihe common of pastors, 1748, or of doctors of ihe
Chuich, 1777, excepi for the following:

Office of Readings
SECOND R EADING
From the Confessions of Saint Augustine, bishop
(Lib. 7, 10, 18; 10, 27: CSEL 33, 157-163. 255)
O eterinal truih, irue love and beloved eizrinity

Urged to reflect upon myself, I entered under your
guidance into the inmost depth of my soul. I was able to
do so because you were my helper. On entering into my-
self I saw, as it were with the eye of the soul, what was

beyond the eye of the soul, beyond my spirit: your im-
mutable light. It was not the ordinary light perceptible to
all flesh, nor was it merely something of greater magnitude
but still essentially akin, shining more clearly and diffus-
ing itself everywhere by its intensity. No, it was something
entirely distinct, something altogether different from all
these things; and it did not rest above my mind as oil on
the surface of water, nor was it above me as heaven is
above earth. This light was above me because it had made
me; I was below it because I was created by it. He who
has come to know the truth knows this light.

O eternal truth, true love and beloved eternity. You
are my God. To you do I sigh day and night. When I first
came to know you, you drew me to yourself so that I
might see that there were things for me to see, but that I
myself was not yet ready to see them. Meanwhile you
overcame the weakness of my vision, sending forth most
strongly the beams of your light, and I trembled at once
with love and dread. I learned that I was in a region unlike
yours and far distant from you, and I thought I heard
your voice from on high: “I am the food of grown men;
grow then, and you"will feed on me. Nor will you change
me into yourself like bodily food, but you will be changed
into me.”

I'sought a way to gain the strength which I needed to
enjoy you. But I did not find it until I embraced the medi-
ator between God and men, the man Christ Fesus, who is
above dll, God blessed for ever. He was calling me and
saying: I am the way of truth, I am the life. He was
offering the food which I lacked the strength to take, the
food he had mingled with our flesh. For the Word became
flesh, that your wisdom, by which you created all things,
might provide milk for us children. ‘

Late have I loved you, O Beauty ever ancient, ever
new, late have I'loved you! You were within me, but I was
outside, and it was there that I searched for you. In my
unloveliness I plunged into the lovely things which you
created. You were with me, but I was not with you. Cre-
ated things kept me from you; yet if they had not been
in you they would not have been at all. You called, you
shouted, and you broke through my deafness. You
flashed, you shone, and you dispelled my blindness. You
breathed your fragrance on me; I drew in breath and now
I pant for you. I have tasted you, now I hunger and thirst
for more. You touched me, and I burned for your peace.



