
reader. But the Confessions *of Augustine are the wail of a
strickeîi conscience before God. Rivers of water rnn down
bis eyes because lit- kept not God's I1aw. H1e confesses biis
,ecret and scarlet sins that lie; may miagnify that unmerited
gace which snatclhed him, a:s lie devoutly exelaiins, «"frora the
very bottom of the bottomless pit." 'eJ cail to mmid," he says,
"tue camIrai corruptions of My souil, not because 1 love them, but
that I miay love Thee, 0 my God. For the love of Thy love I do

it;revewig y most wicked wvayi;, in tl-e very bitterness of iny
relnemlirance, that Thou, mayest gyrowv sweet unto me." «'The
yilenless is broughlt to sht"writes the Eug,.rlish editor of his
life, -only that it may be trampled and stamped upon. With
the clear eye of the chernibim lie beholds bis sin as meritingo the
xrrlantin cuise 0f God, and his own sentence of seif-condemna-
fîlu is like that of tlue bar of doom."

.Another characteristie of this book, as noted in the keen
analysis of Protèessor Shiedd, is not mierely its burningr latred of
tvii, but that it palpitates with the love of goodness and of
God. Hie gazes -with euraptured vision on the heavenly beauty,
the divine love. CCNot- with doubting " is, lis utterance, in a
rvein of lofty poetry, " but with assured conscioasness, do I love
Thee, Lord. But Nvhat do 1 love when I love Thee ? not the
Wiixuy of bodies, iior the fair barmiony of timie, nov the brightness
of the lighit so glailsonie to our eyes, nor sweet inelodies of varied
sùugs, nor the fragrant snuell of flowers and ointmients and spices,
not mianna and honey, not limbs acceptable to the embracemients
c4flesh. None of these do 1 love when I love my God; and yet
1I loe a kziid of lbght, aî kind of nuelody, a kind of fragrance,
a 1-ind of food, aud a kind of embracement, w,,hen 1 love Mny
God,--tbe liglit, the melody, thie fragrrance> the food, the
embracemeut, of the inuer mnan: where there shineth unto my
son wbat space cannot conVain, and there soundeth wvhat tinte
llareth not away, and there smelleth wvhat breathing dispersebli
not, and tiiere tastetli what eating diminisheth not, and there
cliDgeth what satiety divorceth not. This is it whicli I love,

ChLI lote w1y God."
The rbythmic sonorous Latin languagre throbs and thils

under the inipulse of this mighty soul, as a harp beneatli the
Plectrum of a master of sweet sounds. But this sense of spiritual
unlion with Qod is nota mere sensuous sentiment. It is founded
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