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Chapter XXV

The Soul’s desire to attain to the 
Heavenly City of Jerusalem

[1.] O Jerusalem, that art my mother, O thou 
holy city of God, thou most dear spouse of 
Christ our Lord,  my heart loves thee, and my 
soul is extremely desirous to enjoy thy beauty. O 
how graceful, how glorious, and how noble art 
thou? Thou art all fair, and there is no spot in 
thee. Exult and rejoice, O thou fair daughter of 
the Prince; for the King hath earnestly desired 
thy beauty: and he who excelleth all the sons 
of men in beauty, hath been enamored with 
thy comeliness.a But what kind of man is that 
beloved thine, who is so much beloved, O thou 
fairest of women? My beloved is white and red, 
the choice of a thousand. As a fruit tree in the 
midst of a wild wood, so is my beloved, amongst 
the sons of men: under his shadow, whom I 
have desired, behold I sit down with joy, and his 
fruit is sweet to my throat. My beloved put forth  
his hand through a division in the wall, and my 
belly trembled upon that touch of his. 

[a. beauty or decency]
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[b. complete satisfaction]

 [2.] I have sought him whom my soul 
loves, in my little bed by night I have sought 
him, and I have found him: I hold him fast, 
and I will not let him go, till he introduce me 
into his house, and into his chamber, which 
is this glorious mother of mine. For there wilt 
thou afford me those most sweet breasts, more 
abundant, and more perfectly; and satisfy me 
with so admirable a satiety,b as that I shall 
hunger, and thirst no more forever. O happy 
soul of mine, happy forever, and forever, if I 
may merit to behold thy glory, thy beatitude, 
thy beauty; those gates and walls of thine, thy 
streets, thy many mansions, thy most noble 
citizens, and that most powerful king of thine 
our Lord, seated in his majesty. For thy walls 
are of precious stones, thy gates are of most 
Orient pearl, thy streets are paved with 
the purest gold, wherein that joyful 
alleluia is perpetually sung. Thy many 
mansions have their foundation of squared 
stone, built up with sapphires, and covered 
with plates of gold, where no man shall 
enter who is not clean; no man inhabit 
who is defiled. 
 [3.] Thou art made fair, and sweet in thy 
delights, O Jerusalem, our mother. There is 
no such thing in thee, as we suffer here, nor 
such things as we see, in this miserable life of 
ours. There is no darkness, nor night, nor any 
diversity of times in thee. In thee there 
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shines no light of the lamp, no splendor
of the moon, no beam of the stars, but 
God of God, Light of Light, the Sun of 
Justice is ever illuminating thee. The white 
and immaculate Lamb, is that clear, and 
most beautiful light of thine. Thy sun, and 
thy brightness, and all thy beatitude, is that 
indeficient contemplation of this most beau
tiful King. The King of kings himself, is in the 
midst of thee; and his children are circling 
him in round about.
 [4.] There are those musical choirs of 
angels, there is that congregation of heavenly 
citizens. There is the sweet solemnity of all 
them who are going into thy joys, out of his 
sad pilgrimage if theirs. There is that choir 
of the prophets: there is the entire number of 
the apostles: there is the triumphant army 
of innumerable martyrs: there is the holy 
congregation of blessed confessors: there 
are those true and perfect monks: there are 
those holy women, who have overcome the 
pleasures of this world, and the infirmity of 
their sex: there are young men and maids, 
who have out-run their years, by the sanctity 
of their actions: there are those who have 
escaped from the snares of terrene c pleasures, 
and they all triumph in their proper man
sion. The glory of every one is different, but 
the joy common to them all.
 [5.] True and perfect charity reigneth 
there, because God is there, who is all in all, 

[c. earthly]
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whom they see without end, and by ever see-
ing him, they are all burning in his love. They 
love and praise him, and they praise and 
love him. All the work they do, is the praise 
of God without end, without ever leaving off, 
and yet without ever laboring. Happy shall I 
be, and forever truly happy, if, after this poor 
body of mine comes to be dissolved, I may ob-
tain to hear those canticles of celestial melody, 
which are sung to the praise of that eternal 
King, by the inhabitants of that supernal city, 
and by those troops of blessed Spirits. Happy 
shall I be, yea too happy, if I also may obtain 
in the presence of my King, my God, and my 
Guide, and to see him in his glory, as he hath 
vouchsafed 4 to promise, saying, Father, I will 
that they whom thou hast given me, may be 
with me, that they may see my glory, which 
I had with thee, before the creation of the 
world. And elsewhere, he saith, let him who 
ministreth to me, follow me; and where I am, 
there shall my servant also be. And yet again 
he saith: He who loveth me, shall be beloved 
of my Father; and I will love him, and I will 
manifest myself to him.
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Chapter XXVII

Of the continual praise, which a soul conceiveth
by the contemplation of the divinity.

[1.] O my soul, bless our Lord, and
all the powers within me, sing praise
to his holy name. O my soul, bless our 
Lord, and forget not all his benefits. 
O all ye works of our Lord, bless him:
and thou, O my soul, bless our Lord,
in all the places of his dominion. 
Let us praise God, whom the angels praise,
whom the denominations adore, whom the 
powers tremble at, to whom cherubim and sera-
phim do thus, with a never ceasing voice,
proclaim, holy, holy, holy. Let us join
our voices to the voice of the holy angels,
and let us praise this Lord, who is common to us 
both, to the uttermost of our power.
[2.] For they praise our Lord, most purely,
and incessantly, who are always plunged in 
that divine contemplation, not by a glass, 
or in a figure, but face to face.

Note: The earliest manuscripts of this chapter 
have a different heading, “Ubi mens devota deo 
ad altiorem contemplationis,” or “When the mind 
devoted to God is in contemplation of the high 
things,” which is reflected in the quatrain begin-
ning “O lighten thou my heart and mind…”


