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L I F E  O F  T H E  B L E S S E D  F E L I X  T H E  C O N F E S S O R

T H E  L I F E  O F  T H E  B L E S S E D  C O N F E S S O R  F E
L I X .  ( C )

The most fortunate triumph of the blessed 
Felix, which he earned in the city of Nola in 
Campania with the Lord's help, Paulinus, bishop 
of that same city, described most beautifully and 
fully in hexameter verses; because these are more 
suited to readers skilled in metrics rather than to 
simple ones, it has pleased us, for the benefit of 
the many, to elucidate this same history of the 
holy confessor in plainer words, and to imitate 
the industry of him who translated the martyr
dom of the blessed Cassian from the metrical 
work of Prudentius into a common and open 
speech for all.

Therefore, Felix was born in Nola of Campa
nia, but of a Syrian father named Hermias, who, 
coming from the East to Nola and dwelling there 
as if a native, begot his son Felix; and upon 
his death, he left him the inheritance of a rich 
substance, to which, however, Felix himself pre
ferred the gifts of the promised inheritance in 
heaven. He also had a brother with the same 
name as his father, that is, Hermias, with whom 
he was to divide the earthly patrimony; this 
brother, acting far differently from the ways of 
Felix, was thus rendered unworthy of perpetual 
felicity. For he strove to love only earthly goods, 
and chose to be a soldier of Caesar rather than of 
Christ.

But Felix, on the contrary, carrying out the 
mystery of his name in his deeds, subjected him
self to divine service from his boyhood, and as the 
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grace of virtues grew, he first undertook the office 
of lector in the Church, and afterwards, having 
been promoted to the rank of exorcist, he began 
to cast out unclean spirits from possessed bodies. 
And when he had become distinguished for his 
virtues in this ministry as well, without delay, he 
ascended to the rank of presbyter, worthy of his 
merits. Nor did he remain lesser than his rank 
in mind and deed, as the coming whirlwind of 
temptations also proved.

For at that same time, a persecution by the 
infidels arose and struck the Church with a severe 
conflict; yet the gates of death could not turn the 
gates of the daughter of Zion from announcing 
the praise of her Creator. And when the masters 
and authors of perfidy had directed the first as
sault of their madness against the very masters of 
truth and of the Lord's faith, and had conspired 
to either hand over the foremost bishops or pres
byters of the Churches to death or to force them 
to deny the faith, for the terror of the lesser 
ones, it happened that the ministers of error and 
hostile fury, arriving also at Nola, sought out for 
torture the bishop of that city, named Maximus, a 
man venerable in doctrine, piety, and age. When 
he perceived this, mindful of the Lord's precept, 
in which it is said: "When they persecute you in 
this city, flee to another," he sought for a time 
a retreat in a more remote place, leaving behind 
for the protection of the city the presbyter Felix, 
whom he embraced as a son and desired to 
receive as the heir to his see.
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But the persecutors, when they could not find 
the bishop, without delay strove to lay hands on 
Felix, and they labored to cast him down from the 
constancy of his famed virtue—him who was, as 
it were, the greatest citadel of the city after the 
bishop—either by flattering him with promises 
or by terrifying him with punishments. There
fore, Felix, seized by the furious adversaries, but 
himself greatly trusting in the internal consola
tion of the Holy Spirit, was sent into a dark prison, 
where iron chains bound his hands and neck 
together, and his feet were shackled with a cord; 
fragments of pottery were also strewn beneath 
him, so that, bound amidst the horror and cold of 
the long night, he would not be allowed to get any 
sleep or rest, being continually pricked by their 
sharpness.

Meanwhile, the bishop, who had withdrawn 
to the hiding places of the mountains, fleeing 
the enemy, was himself enduring a passion of 
martyrdom no less than if he had been bound 
with iron, or placed upon potsherds, or given to 
the flames to be burned. For the great care for 
his flock burned his soul, and hunger burned his 
body, along with the rigor of the icy winter; lying 
among thorn-bushes without shelter or food, 
he continued through night and day, wakeful in 
anxious prayers. And it was not difficult for such 
a force of evils, pressing upon his aged limbs, 
exhausted by long fasts, to drive him even to the 
point of death.

But so that heavenly piety might show most 
openly how worthy that man was of its care, 
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an angel was sent from heaven, who was to 
command the blessed Felix the confessor, freed 
from his chains, to come quickly to seek, revive, 
and bring back home the bishop. Now, there were 
many others locked in the same prison; but the 
angel, upon arriving, appeared only to Felix, who 
had been bound for the sake of piety, shining 
with a dazzling light and filling the very house 
with the grace of that light, by whose voice and 
light Felix was moved and trembled. And at first, 
indeed, he thought he was being deceived by the 
image of a dream; but the angel commanded him 
to rise and to follow him out. Astonished at the 
command of the one ordering him, he made the 
excuse that he could not leave, because he was 
held by chains, by the confinement of the prison, 
and by the diligence of the guards. Furthermore, 
the angel, with a repeated voice, ordered him to 
rise quickly, with the chains offering no obstacle; 
and quicker than said, the chains fell from his 
hands and neck, and the shackles from his feet. 
Moreover, he led him outside in a wondrous 
order of events, the prison door being open for 
him but closed to the others; so that they made 
their way past the very guards by whom he was 
confined, who were ignorant of events, with the 
angel himself, like the Mosaic pillar, providing 
both guidance and light to Felix with the bril
liance of his presence, until he should escape the 
hands of his enemies.

When, however, the blessed Felix the confes
sor arrived at the deserted place where the 
bishop had withdrawn, he found him drawing 
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weak sighs with a faint breath: and indeed he 
rejoiced because he had found him alive; but he 
was greatly saddened because he saw that the 
one he had found was near death. Therefore, he 
embraced and kissed the Father, and began to 
try if perhaps by the frequent breath of his own 
mouth and the warmth of his own body, he could 
bring some heat to his icy limbs. But when, after 
laboring for a long time, he could arouse no vital 
sense in his mind or body, neither by shouting 
nor by touching, and had neither fire nor food 
nearby with which to revive him as he grew stiff 
and wasted away: at last, having found a salutary 
counsel, he bent his knees to the Father of our 
Lord Jesus Christ, humbly beseeching that He 
Himself might help him from heaven, so that he 
might be able to fulfill the ministry of piety which 
he had been commanded to perform towards 
his Father. Without delay, having been heard, he 
saw a bunch of grapes hanging on nearby thorn-
bushes: and he recognized it to be the gift of Him 
who is the founder of natures and the author of 
all things, who both brought forth water from 
a dry rock, and, when He willed, converted it 
into wine. And rejoicing greatly in this gift of 
divine piety, he took the cluster and brought it 
to the mouth of the dying bishop: but because 
the latter, with teeth clenched like a dead man, 
lacking all sense of heart and soul, was utterly 
unable to receive the taste offered to him; at last 
the holy priest Felix, with a fortunate struggle of 
his hands, opened his dry lips, and thus, having 
crushed the grape into his mouth, poured in as 
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much of the saving juice as he could. Having 
tasted this, the Father soon recovered the sense 
of his soul and body, then his eyes were opened, 
and his tongue, which was stuck to his dry throat, 
was loosened for speaking.

And when, fully revived, he recognized that 
it was Felix who had come to seek him, he em
braced him with fatherly piety and complained 
about why he had come so late. "Where," he 
said, "have you delayed so long, my son? For the 
Lord had long since promised me that you would 
come. You see, however, that although I yielded 
for a time, overcome by the fragility of the body, I 
have nevertheless preserved the solid constancy 
of a faithful soul, as the condition of this place 
to which I have withdrawn also indicates. I could 
indeed have entered some village or another city, 
where I would be safe from enemies, if my faith 
had been cheap to me and this life dear. But now, 
shunning all human refuges and fleeing to the 
deserts of the mountains, I have entrusted myself 
only to the protection of divine grace, so that He 
Himself might, in whatever way or manner He 
wished, either preserve me in this life or transfer 
me to the next. Nor indeed has the hope that was 
in God deceived me, as is manifestly proven by 
your arrival, through which I have been recalled 
to life from the very threshold of death, so to 
speak. Therefore, my son, take care to quickly 
complete the work of piety you have begun, and 
make haste to carry me home placed upon your 
shoulders."
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Having said these things, Felix most swiftly 
carried out what was commanded: and carrying 
the prelate back on his shoulders, he brought 
him to his own house, which a single old woman 
kept. For the venerable prelate was so alienated 
from the things of the world that of all his 
household and great wealth, only one old woman 
remained to him. Therefore, having knocked on 
the doors, Felix roused her, and to her as she rose 
and opened the door, he gave and entrusted the 
bishop. Then the bishop, for the pious service 
rendered to him, returned due thanks to the 
blessed Felix, and placing his right hand on his 
head, he bestowed upon him a paternal blessing. 
And he, having departed from there, also hid 
himself in his own house for a few days, until 
the storm of persecution should cease. When this 
happened, he left his hiding place and joyfully 
presented himself to the citizens who were re
joicing at his arrival; and going about through all 
places, he consoled and strengthened the souls 
of each one with the word of exhortation, who 
had been no little disturbed by the bitterness of 
the preceding tempest. And not only by word, 
but also by his own example, he taught them to 
despise both the prosperity and adversity of the 
world, to seek only the joys of the eternal home
land, and to fear only the wrath of the supernal 
judge.

The persecution having been stirred up again, 
Felix was sought, and enemies came to his 
dwelling, thirsting to seize him quickly and hand 
him over to death. But he, being by chance absent 
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from his house at that time, was standing in the 
middle of the city with friends and, according to 
his usual custom, was preaching the word of faith 
to the surrounding crowds. Hearing that he was 
in that place, his adversaries soon ran up with 
drawn swords; but upon reaching him, his face or 
their hearts having been changed by divine prov
idence, they were by no means able to recognize 
him whom they knew very well. Therefore, when 
they asked him where Felix was, the most pru
dent man understood that it was brought about 
by divine will that they should not recognize him, 
and smiling, he said to the inquirers: “I do not 
know the Felix whom you seek.” And he did not 
deceive them at all, for no one knows himself by 
face.

They, immediately leaving him, turned else
where, and whomever they happened to meet, 
they asked where Felix was. One of these, entirely 
ignorant of the matter and believing them to be 
mad, began to rebuke them for their foolishness, 
that they could not recognize the man present 
with whom they were speaking; and at the same 
time, he showed them in which direction the 
one they sought was departing. Raging more 
fiercely, they immediately followed the tracks of 
the blessed Felix. But he, as they were approach
ing, warned by the tumult of the city running 
ahead and by the cries of the crowd astonished 
at the arrival of the enemies, withdrew to a more 
secret place, which, having no stronger fortifica
tion, was enclosed only by the fragment of a 
half-ruined wall. But as soon as it received the 
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man of God, it protected him by a wondrous 
work of the divine hand. For a mound of rubble 
suddenly grew up in that very place to block it off; 
and a spider, by divine will, which every creature 
serves, immediately hung its trembling webs in 
that spot. When the enemies arrived there, they 
were astonished, and walking softly, they spoke 
to one another, saying: “Is it not foolish for us 
to enter here seeking a man, when it is clearly ap
parent that no one has gone before? For if anyone 
had entered, the spider's threads would by no 
means remain intact here, which even the small
est flies breaking through are accustomed to tear. 
It is clear, therefore, that he who said Felix with
drew here did so with cunning, to lead us further 
from finding him. Therefore, let us withdraw and 
cease to search for the man's hiding places here, 
where the very face of the place shows that no 
one has entered.” Thus, the anxiety of the seek
ers having been deluded, they departed quickly, 
fuming and, no less than at Felix, gnashing their 
teeth with rabid minds at him who had led them 
to such places by his tricks; wherein the great 
wisdom of our pious creator and protector shone 
forth. Certainly, sometimes the highest and most 
fortified walls of cities betray their citizens to 
besieging adversaries rather than free them; and 
Christ hid His humble servant from the pursuing 
armed enemies with the trembling snafus of spi
ders, so that he could not be found or captured, 
truly as the venerable Father Paulinus, speaking 
of these things, says: . . . . . . . . . . . Wherever 
Christ is with us, a spider's web will become a 
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wall: But for whom Christ is absent, even a wall 
will become a spider's web.

The enemies therefore departed as evening 
was already falling, and Felix, with them gone, 
sought other hiding places with greater freedom, 
rejoicing in the help of divine protection and 
singing to himself: "For though I walk in the 
midst of the shadow of death, I will fear no 
evil, for you are with me." When day broke, he 
withdrew to a more secret place among the very 
roofs of the buildings, where for six continuous 
months he remained hidden, segregated indeed 
from the notice of all men, but enjoying the grace 
of the divine presence, that is, according to the 
voice of the Psalmist, "in the secret of His counte
nance from the disturbance of men," who also fed 
him for so long a space of time in a wondrous and 
humanly unaccustomed manner. For in a neigh
boring house lived a certain woman devoted to 
God, whose unknowing ministry the Lord Him
self, who is the fount and origin of all knowledge, 
knowingly used. For the woman would bake 
bread and cook other foods for the sustenance of 
her household; and, being in an ecstasy of mind, 
she would bring these to the place where Felix the 
confessor was hiding, and there she would place 
them for him to take, in such a way that she could 
never know that she had entered or returned 
from there; but believing she had placed the pre
pared food at home, she always departed thus, 
mindful of placing the food, and immediately 
forgetful of the food once placed. And so they say 
that Blessed Felix remained for six months, as I 
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have said, in the same hiding places of a dark 
and narrow roof, separated indeed from human 
society, but never deserted by the presence of the 
heavenly citizens; and he led a happy life on a 
meager diet, to be sure, but one ministered from 
heaven. During this time, it is also reported that 
he was often deemed worthy of the gift of divine 
colloquy. Now, in the same dwellings where he 
was staying, there was an old cistern, from which 
he at first drew a meager drink; but when this 
had dried up from the excessive heat of summer, 
the blessed confessor was nevertheless not left 
without means to live. For the pious creator and 
provider of our salvation, who once soaked only 
a single fleece with heavenly rain while the rest 
of the air was dry, Himself ministered to His con
fessor, as he had need, the grace of a hidden dew 
in the utterly silent and serene air, by which he 
might be refreshed in his thirst.

When this time was completed, he was 
admonished by a divine oracle to come forth 
from his hiding places, because the storm of 
persecution had now passed. When he suddenly 
appeared in public, he was most gratefully re
ceived by all, as if coming from paradise. From 
that time, he began to confirm the faith of all, 
which had been no little shaken by the savagery 
of the storm. Meanwhile, the bishop Maximus, 
beloved of God, advanced in great age, closed his 
final day. Without delay, Felix was chosen for 
the episcopate by the judgment of all, as he was 
a most unconquered confessor, a most gentle 
teacher, and had fulfilled in deed all the good 
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things he taught with his mouth. But Felix, to 
show also how great a sublimity of humility he 
had in his heart, excused himself with a modest 
voice from having to accept this rank, saying that 
his fellow presbyter Quintus could much more 
worthily undertake the honor of the aforesaid 
rank, because he had been promoted to the order 
of the presbytery seven days before himself. This 
was carried out as he requested; and Quintus 
administered the office of the episcopate he had 
received in such a way that, humbly submissive 
to the most blessed confessor, he would order 
him to preach the sermon to the people in his 
stead, and he himself would rule the flock by his 
office, while Felix ruled by his teaching.

This Felix, who was indeed very distinguished 
for the constancy of his confession and the virtue 
of his humility, was also a supreme lover of 
voluntary poverty. For he had possessed many 
estates, houses, and very great riches from his 
paternal inheritance, but having been proscribed 
in the time of persecution, he had lost everything. 
But when peace was restored to the Churches, 
although he could have reclaimed his rights, he 
no longer wished to do so: and when his friends 
urged him to recover the rights owed to him, 
which, once recovered with the interest of a great 
reward, he could distribute and give to the poor, 
he by no means consented to do it, but with 
a strong resolve he rejected their suggestions, 
saying: "All things are lawful for me, but not 
all things are expedient. Forbid it that I should 
reclaim the things which I lost for the sake of my 
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confession; forbid it that I should, for any reason, 
demand back the earthly riches which I once 
scorned in contemplation of celestial goods, as if 
these latter alone were not enough: rather, poor 
in spirit, I shall follow Jesus, so that I may more 
richly receive the gifts of the kingdom of heaven: 
nor should it be doubted that He who rescued 
me from the chains and darkness of a dreadful 
prison, and who fed me in secret from men for 
so long a time, will Himself also nourish me for 
the rest of my life's span, as I cast my cares upon 
Him." Retaining this spirit, the blessed confessor 
had only three acres of modest land, and these 
rented, and one small garden of his own right, 
from which to live. But he cultivated both of 
these with his own hand, not even aided by a 
single servant: and he always rejoiced to share 
the grown fruit of his harvest or of his small 
garden with the poor. Moreover, the most blessed 
man pursued the same parsimony in his attire, so 
that he was content with only a simple garment, 
which at times was barely sufficient for himself; if 
indeed anything was left over, he would bestow it 
upon the poor: and if by chance it happened from 
some other source that he had a second garment, 
he immediately warmed a naked person with the 
better one.

Living with such piety, the man Felix, both 
in name and in merit, died full of days and 
good works: and having followed the way of the 
fathers, he was received into eternal glory, as is 
also testified by the very many signs that have 
occurred in the church in which he was buried.
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For there was a certain peasant, poor in pos
sessions but sound in faith, who sustained his 
narrow poverty with the possession of only two 
oxen, either using them himself, you see, or lend
ing them to his neighbors for an agreed-upon fee: 
which oxen, since he loved and guarded them 
with great, needy care, he lost one night, stolen 
away by theft: and when morning came, since 
he had ascertained most certainly that they had 
been stolen, having lost all hope of seeking or 
finding them, he made his way with rapid course 
to the church of Saint Felix; and arriving there, 
he prostrated himself before the doors of the holy 
house, and with his face fixed to the ground, he 
implored and beseeched Saint Felix to return to 
him the oxen he had lost, attesting with many 
tears that he would never leave that place if he 
did not get his oxen back. When he had done this 
for the whole day with a rustic voice, but a most 
faithful mind, as evening approached, he was 
thrown out by the violence of the crowd and dri
ven from the sacred edifice. He went home, how
ever, and did not fail to spend a sleepless night in 
continuous lamentation. But because everyone 
who asks receives, and he who seeks finds, and 
to him who knocks it will be opened, and as the 
Psalmist says, the Lord has heard the desire of the 
poor: in the middle of the night, when other men 
and all things were quiet, he alone lay awake, 
roused by his grief and poverty: wonderful to tell, 
the oxen he was seeking suddenly came to his 
door, snatched from the robbers by a divine nod, 
you see, and called back to their master's house 
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through pathless places in the darkness of night 
and confusion: and striking the doors of the hut 
in which he lived with their horns, they now 
signaled that they had arrived. But he, trembling 
greatly, believing not that his oxen were there, 
but that the thieves had returned to him, delayed 
for a long time to open the doors, until the same 
oxen, as if understanding the reason for their 
master's delay, by letting out a moo also demon
strated that it was they who were knocking at the 
household doors. But having received his oxen, 
the peasant, acting not rustically but wisely and 
faithfully, hastened at first light to render due 
thanks to his restorer. For, taking the oxen with 
him, he came to the church of Saint Felix, and to 
all whom he met on the way and who were there 
when he arrived, he recounted and showed with 
a joyful voice the benefits he had received from 
the holy confessor. And because, by weeping 
much, both while searching for his oxen and out 
of joy upon receiving them, he had also injured 
his eyesight not a little: he also sought and re
ceived from the blessed Felix solace for this harm. 
And so he returned home, filled with a twofold 
gift of heavenly grace.

And when a rather narrow church was being 
built in honor of the same blessed confessor, 
there were nearby that very church two rustic 
buildings, inconvenient in their location and at 
the same time unsightly to view, which marred 
not a little all the beauty of the church with their 
obscurity. But the venerable bishop Paulinus, 
beloved of God, wishing these buildings to be 
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removed and the places where they had been 
situated to be cleared, asked those to whose pos
session they belonged to show this reverence to 
the blessed Felix: that they permit their private 
dwellings to be taken away to illuminate and 
adorn the site of his church. But they, spurning 
his pleas with rustic obstinacy, said that they 
would sooner give up their souls than relinquish 
their possessions. And when the bishop grew 
weary of trying to overcome the rustics by quar
reling, they were overcome by the hand of divine 
power. For one night, while all were resting, a 
sudden fire, arising from one of those same store
rooms, began gradually to attack the neighboring 
buildings, so that, growing more and more with 
its own increase, it seemed that it would con
sume all the dwellings situated both near and far. 
Then, roused by such great crashing sounds and 
fireballs, the citizens ran up, either to extinguish 
the whole fire by pouring water, if they could, 
or for each to snatch from the fire whatever they 
could from their own homes and carry it away. 
And when they saw that they could do nothing, 
they began to seek divine aid where human aid 
failed. Therefore, with the bishop as their leader, 
they fly to the church of Saint Felix, they bend 
their knees, they implore the help of heavenly 
protection: from there they turn to the church 
of the blessed apostles, which was adjacent to 
the church of the blessed Felix, and from there, 
through apostolic intercession, they demand the 
gifts of celestial aid. After they had prayed there, 
the bishop returned home, and taking a small 
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splinter from the wood of the Lord's cross, he 
sent it into the midst of the raging fire, and imme
diately he himself extinguished those immense 
billows of flame, which so great a band of men 
had been unable to put out by throwing water, by 
adding wood. For so great was the power of the 
holy cross that nature abandoned itself: and the 
fire, which is accustomed to devour all woods, 
was itself consumed, as if burned out by the very 
wood of the Lord's passion. But when so great 
a tempest was calmed, and with the return of 
morning the citizens came to consider the dire 
works of the night, believing they had suffered no 
small losses from such great fires, it was found 
that nothing at all had been burned, except what 
ought to have been burned. For of those two 
houses, which we mentioned before, which men 
had also arranged to consume and take away, 
they saw one consumed by the flames. At this, 
that rustic blushed greatly, who had defended his 
dwellings against the beauty of the holy build
ings with stupid obstinacy, seeing that he had, 
against his will and for no reward, lost what he 
had been unwilling to give up voluntarily for the 
sake of the saints: and soon he himself began to 
demolish with his own hand what of the build
ings had survived the fire, so that the whole area 
around the church of the blessed confessor might 
as quickly as possible be rendered distinguished 
with a brightness and light fitting for the saints. 
Moreover, with all the filth of the rubble and of 
those same squalid things removed, the blessed 
bishop Paulinus persisted in bringing the church 
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he had begun to perfection: he completed its en
tire construction in three years, and concluded it 
with its due end in paintings and all its ornamen
tation; in which the most happy life and passion 
of the blessed Felix is celebrated, memorable for 
all eternity; who on the fourteenth day of the 
month of January, having completed the course 
of his glorious contest, received the crown of life, 
which God has promised to those who love him.
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