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The Soul Knows Its Hunger 
Simone Weil 

The soul does not know whether anything real answers its love. It may believe that it 
knows, but to believe is not to know. Such a belief does not help. The soul knows for cer-
tain only that it is hungry. The important thing is that it announces its hunger by crying. A 
child does not stop crying if we suggest to it that perhaps there is no bread. It goes on cry-
ing just the same. 
The danger is not lest the soul should doubt whether there is any bread, but lest, by a lie, it 
should persuade itself that it is not hungry. It can only persuade itself of this by lying, for 
the reality of its hunger is not a belief, it is a certainty. 

We all know that there is no true good here below, that everything that appears to be good 
in this world is finite, limited, wears out, and once worn out, leaves necessity exposed in all 
its nakedness. Every human being has probably had some lucid moments in his life when he 
has definitely acknowledged to himself that there is no final good here below. But as soon 
as we have seen this truth we cover it up with lies. Many people even take pleasure in pro-
claiming it, seeking a morbid joy in their sadness, without ever having been able to bear 
facing it for a second. Men feel that there is a mortal danger in facing this truth squarely for 
any length of time. That is true. Such knowledge strikes more surely than a sword; it inflicts 
a death more frightening than that of the body. After a time it kills everything within us that 
constitutes our ego. In order to bear it we have to love truth more than life itself. Those who 
do this turn away from the fleeting things of time with all their souls, to use the expression 
of Plato. 
They do not turn toward God. How could they do so when they are in total darkness? God 
himself sets their faces in the right direction. He does not, however, show himself to them 
for a long time. It is for them to remain motionless, without averting their eyes, listening 
ceaselessly, and waiting, they know not for what; deaf to entreaties and threats, unmoved 
by every shock, unshaken in the midst of every upheaval. If after a long period of waiting 
God allows them to have an indistinct intuition of his light or even reveals himself in per-
son, it is only for an instant. Once more they have to remain still, attentive, inactive, calling 
out only when their desire cannot be contained. 

It does not rest with the soul to believe in the reality of God if God does not reveal this real-
ity. In trying to do so it either labels something else with the name of God, and that is idola-
try, or else its belief in God remains abstract and verbal. Such a belief prevails wherever 
religious dogma is taken for granted, as is the case with those centuries and countries in 
which it never enters anyone’s head to question it. The state of nonbelief is then what Saint 
John of the Cross calls a night. The belief is verbal and does not penetrate the soul. At a 
time like the present, incredulity may be equivalent to the dark night of Saint John of the 
Cross if the unbeliever loves God, if he is like the child who does not know whether there is 
bread anywhere, but who cries out because he is hungry. 

From Love in the Void: Where God Find Us, by Simone Weil, edited by Laurie Gagne (Plough 
Spiritual Guides). 

Simone Weill (1909-1943) An agnostic, her hunger for beauty, virtue, and goodness was fed by 
her conviction that anyone can enter “the kingdom of truth” if only “he longs for truth and per-
petually concentrates all his attention on its attainment.” She never conceived of the possibility 
of a “real contact, person to person, here below, between a human being and God” until one 
day “Christ himself came down and took possession of me.” Though she would remain religious-
ly unaffiliated her entire life, the reality of this experience never left her. During the summer of 
1943, she contracted tuberculosis and, weakened by malnourishment, she died within weeks 
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