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p. 4-5
Yet, my god, my life, my holy joy, what is this that I have said? What can any man say when he speaks of you? But woe to them that keep silence—since even those who say most are dumb.
p. 5 
I believe, and therefore I speak.
p. 6 
For my wants were inside me, and they were outside, and they could not by any power of theirs come into my soul. And so I would fling my arms and legs about and cry, making the few and feeble gestures that I could, though indeed the signs were not much like what I inwardly desired and when I was not satisfied—either from not being understood or because what I got was not good for me—I grew indignant that my elders were not subject to me and that those on whom I actually had no claim did not wait on me as slaves—and I avenged myself on them by crying.
p. 7 
For you have granted to man that he should come to self-knowledge through the knowledge of others, and that he should believe many things about himself on the authority of the womenfolk. Now, clearly, I had life and being; and, as my infancy closed, I was already learning signs by which my feelings could be communicated to others.
p. 7-8 
"Hear me, god! Woe to the sins of men!” When a man cries thus, you show him mercy, for you created the man not the sin in him. Who brings to remembrance the sins of my infancy? For in your sight there is none free from sin, not even the infant who has lived but a day upon this earth. Who brings this to my remembrance? Does not each little one, in whom I now observe what I no longer remember of myself? In what ways, in that time, did I sin? Was it that I cried for the breast? If I should now so cry—not indeed for the breast, but for food suitable to my condition—I should be most justly laughed at and rebuked. What I did then deserved rebuke but, since I could not understand those who rebuked me, neither custom nor common sense permitted me to be rebuked. As we grow we root out and cast away from us such childish habits. Yet I have not seen anyone who is wise who cast away the good when trying to purge the bad. Nor was it good, even in that time, to strive to get by crying what, if it had been given me, would have been hurtful; or to be bitterly indignant at those who, because they were older—not slaves, either, but free —and wiser than I, would not indulge my capricious desires. Was it a good thing for me to try, by struggling as hard as I could, to harm them for not obeying me, even when it would have done me harm to have been obeyed? Thus, the infant’s innocence lies in the weakness of his body and not in the infant mind. I have myself observed a baby to be jealous, though it could not speak; it was livid as it watched another infant at the breast.
p. 11 
[1.11.17] Even as a boy I had heard of eternal life promised to us through the humility of the lord our god, who came down to visit us in our pride, and I was signed with the sign of his cross, and was seasoned with his salt even from the womb of my mother, who greatly trusted in you.3 You saw, lord, how, once, while I was still a child, I was suddenly seized with stomach pains and was at the point of death—you saw, my god, for even then you were my keeper, with what agitation and with what faith I solicited from the piety of my mother and from your church (which is the mother of us all) the baptism of your Christ, my lord and my god. The mother of my flesh was much perplexed, for, with a heart pure in your faith, she was always in deep travail for my eternal salvation. If I had not quickly recovered, she would have provided forthwith for my initiation and washing by your life—giving sacraments, confessing you, lord Jesus, for the forgiveness of sins. So my cleansing was deferred; as if it were inevitable that, were I to live, I would be further polluted; and, further, be— cause the guilt contracted by sin after baptism would be still greater and more perilous. 

Thus, at that time, I "believed" along with my mother and the whole household, except my father. But he did not overcome the influence of my mother’s piety in me, nor did he prevent my believing in Christ, although he had not yet believed in him. For it was her desire, my god, that I should acknowledge you as my father rather than him. In this you helped her to overcome her husband, to whom, though his superior, she yielded obedience. In this way she also yielded obedience to you, who so command.
p. 14 
[1.14.23] But why, then, did I dislike Greek learning, which was full of such tales? For Homer was skillful in inventing such poetic fictions and is most sweetly wanton; yet when I was a boy, he was most disagreeable to me. I believe that Virgil would have the same effect on Greek boys as Homer did on me if they were forced to learn him. For the tedium of learning a foreign language mingled gall into the sweetness of those Grecian myths. For I did not understand a word of the language, and yet I was driven with threats and cruel punishments to learn it. There was also a time when, as an infant, I knew no Latin; but this I acquired without any fear or tormenting, but merely by being alert to the blandishments of my nurses, the jests of those who smiled on me, and the sportiveness of those who toyed with me. I learned all this, indeed, without being urged by any pressure of punishment, for my own heart urged me to bring forth its own fashioning, which I could not do except by learning words: not from those who taught me but those who talked to me, into whose ears I could pour forth whatever I could fashion. From this it is sufficiently clear that a free curiosity is more effective in learning than a discipline based on fear. Yet, by your ordinance, god, discipline is given to restrain the excesses of freedom; this ranges from the ferule of the schoolmaster to the trials of the martyr and has the effect of mingling for us a wholesome bitterness, which calls us back to you from the poisonous pleasures that first drew us from you.  
p. 16-17 
[1.18.28] But it was no wonder that I was thus carried toward vanity and was estranged from you, my god, when men were held up as models to me who, when relating a deed of theirs—not in itself evil—were covered with confusion if found guilty of a barbarism or a solecism, but who could tell of their own licentiousness and be applauded for it, so long as they did it in a full and ornate oration of well-chosen words.8 You see all this, lord, and keep silence—long-suffering, and plenteous in mercy and truth as you are. Will you keep silence forever? Even now you draw from that vast deep the soul that seeks you and thirsts after your delight, whose heart said to you, "I have sought your face; your face, lord, will I seek."* For I was far from your face in the dark shadows of passion. For it is not by our feet, nor by change of place, that we either turn from you or return to you. That younger son did not charter horses or chariots, or ships, or fly away on visible wings, or journey by walking so that in the far country he might prodigally waste all that you gave him when he set out.
p. 17 
Look down, lord god, and see patiently, as you are accustomed to do, how diligently the sons of men observe the conventional rules of letters and syllables, taught them by those who learned their letters beforehand, while they neglect the eternal rules of everlasting salvation taught by you.
p. 17 
These things I declare and confess to you, my god. I was applauded by those whom I then thought it my whole duty to please, for I did not perceive the gulf of infamy wherein I was cast away from your eyes.
p. 23 
We carried off a huge load of pears, not to eat ourselves, but to dump out to the hogs, after barely tasting some of them ourselves. Doing this pleased us all the more because it was forbidden. Such was my heart, god, such was my heart—which you pitied even in that bottomless pit.
p. 24 
A man has murdered another man—what was his motive? Either he desired his wife or his property or else he would steal to support himself; or else he was afraid of losing something to him; or else, having been injured, he was burning to be revenged. Would a man commit murder without a motive, taking delight simply in the act of murder? Who would believe such a thing? Even for that savage and brutal man, of whom it was said that he was gratuitously wicked and cruel, there is still a motive assigned to his deeds.
p. 25 
[2.6.13] For thus we see pride wearing the mask of high-spiritedness, although only you, god, are high above all. Ambition seeks honor and glory, whereas only you should be honored above all, and glorified forever. The powerful man seeks to be feared, because of his cruelty; but who ought really to be feared but god only? What can be forced away or withdrawn out of his power—when or where or whither or by whom? The enticements of the lustful claim the name of love; and yet nothing is more enticing than your love, nor is anything loved more healthfully than your truth, bright and beautiful above all. Curiosity prompts a desire for knowledge, whereas it is only you who know all things supremely. Indeed, ignorance and foolishness themselves go masked under the names of simplicity and innocence; yet there is no being that has true simplicity like yours, and none is innocent as you are. Thus it is that by a sinner’s own deeds he is himself harmed. Human sloth pretends to long for rest, but what sure rest is there except in the lord? Luxury would like to be called plenty and abundance; but you are the fullness and unfailing abundance of unfading joy. Prodigality presents a show of liberality; but you are the most lavish giver of all good things. Covetousness desires to possess much; but you are already the possessor of all things. Envy contends that its aim is for excellence; but what is so excellent as you? Anger seeks revenge; but who avenges more justly than you? Fear recoils at the unfamiliar and the sudden changes which threaten things beloved, and is wary for its own security; but what can happen that is unfamiliar or sudden to you? Or who can deprive you of what you love? Where, really, is there unshaken security except with you? Grief languishes for things lost in which desire had taken delight, because it wishes to have nothing taken from it, just as nothing can be taken from you.
p. 39-40 
[3.12.21] Meanwhile, you gave her yet another answer, as I remember- for I pass over many things, hastening on to those things which more strongly impel me to confess to you—and many things I have simply forgotten. But you gave her then another answer, by a priest of yours, a certain bishop reared in your church and well versed in your books. When that woman had begged him to agree to have some discussion with me, to refute my errors, to help me to unlearn evil and to learn the good—for it was his habit to do this when he found people ready to receive it—he refused, very prudently, as I afterward realized. For he answered that I was still un- teachable, being inflated with the novelty of that heresy, and that I had al- ready perplexed divers inexperienced persons with vexatious questions, as she herself had told him. "But let him alone for a time," he said, "Only call upon the lord for his sake. He will of his own accord, by reading, come to discover what an error it is and how great its impiety is." He went on to tell her at the same time how he himself, as a boy, had been given over to the Manicheans by his misguided mother and not only had read but had even copied out almost all their books. Yet he had come to see, without external argument or proof from anyone else, how much that sect was to be shunned—and had shunned it. When he had said this she was not satisfied, but repeated more earnestly her entreaties, and shed copious tears, still beseeching him to see and talk with me. Finally the bishop, a little vexed at her importunity, exclaimed, "Be on your way; as you live, it cannot be that the son of these tears should perish." As she often told me afterward, she accepted this answer as though it were a voice from heaven.  
p. 45 
Let me learn from you, who are truth, and put the ear of my heart to your mouth, so that you may tell me why weeping should be so sweet to the unhappy. Have you—though omnipresent—dismissed our miseries from your concern? You abide in yourself while we are tossed by trial after trial. Yet unless we wept in your ears, there would be no hope left for us. How does it happen that such sweet fruit is plucked from the bitterness of life, from groans, tears, sighs, and lamentations? Is it the hope that you will hear us that sweetens it?
p. 50 
Sons of men, how long will you be so slow of heart? Even now after life itself has come down to you, will you not ascend and live? But where will you climb if you are already on a pinnacle and have set your mouth against the heavens? First come down so that you may climb up, climb up to god. For you have fallen by trying to climb against him.
p. 56 
Lord our god, under the shadow of your wings let us hope—defend us and support us. You will bear us up when we are little and even down to our gray hairs you will carry us. For our stability, when it is in you, is stability indeed; but when it is in ourselves, then it is all unstable. Our good lives forever with you, and when we turn from you with aversion, we fall into our own perversion. Let us now, lord, return so that we are not over- turned, because with you our good lives without blemish—for our good is you yourself. And we need not fear that we shall find no place to return to because we fell away from it. For, in our absence, our home—which is your eternity—does not fall away.
p. 76 
But, just as it happens that a man who has tried a bad physician fears to trust himself with a good one, so it was with the health of my soul, which could not be healed except by believing. But lest it should believe falsehoods, it refused to be cured, resisting your hand, who have prepared for us the medicines of faith and applied them to the maladies of the whole world, and endowed them with such great efficacy.
p. 77 
But I always believed both that you are and that you have a care for us, although I was ignorant both as to what should be thought about your substance and as to which way led, or led back, to you. This, since we are too weak by unaided reason to find out truth, and since, because of this, we need the authority of the holy writings, I had now begun to believe that you would not, under any circumstances, have given such eminent authority to those scriptures throughout all lands if it had not been that through; them your will may be believed in and that you might be sought. For as to those passages in the scripture which had heretofore appeared incongruous and offensive to me, now that I had heard several of them expounded reasonably, I could see that they were to be resolved by the mysteries of spiritual interpretation. The authority of scripture seemed to me all the more revered and worthy of devout belief because, although it was visible for all to read, it reserved the full majesty of its secret wisdom if within its spiritual profundity. While it stooped to all in the great plainness of its language and simplicity of style, it yet required the closest attention of the most serious-minded–so that it might receive all into its common bosom, and direct some few through its narrow passages toward you, yet many more than would have been the case had there not been in it such a lofty authority, which nevertheless allured multitudes to its bosom of its holy humility.
p. 92 
I now realized that when they asked what was the origin of evil their answer was dictated by a wicked pride, which would rather affirm that your nature is capable of suffering evil than that their own nature is capable of doing it.
p. 92 
But then I would say: Who was it that put this in me, and implanted in me the root of bitterness, in spite of the fact that I was altogether the handiwork of my most sweet god? If the devil is to blame, who made the devil himself? And if he was a good angel who by his own wicked will became the devil, how did there happen to be in him that wicked will by which he became a devil, since a good creator made him wholly a good angel?
p. 93 
When, therefore, I saw that the incorruptible was to be preferred to the corruptible, I saw then where I ought to seek you, and where I should   look for the source of evil: that is, the corruption by which your substance can in no way be profaned. For it is obvious that corruption in no way injures our god, by no inclination, by no necessity, by no unforeseen chance-—because he is our god, and what he wills is good, and he himself is that good. But to be corrupted is not good. Nor are you compelled to do anything against your will, since your will is not greater than your power. But it would have to be greater if you yourself were greater than, yourself-—for the will and power of god are god himself. And what can take you by surprise, since you know all, and there is no sort of nature but 7 you know it? And what more should we say about why that substance   which god is cannot be corrupted, because if this were so it could not be god?
p. 93-94 
[7.5.7] And I kept seeking for an answer to the question: Where does evil come from? And I sought it in an evil way, and I did not see the evil in my own search. I marshaled before the sight of my spirit all creation: all that we see of earth and sea and air and stars and trees and animals; and all that we do not see, the firmament of the sky above and all the an- gels and all spiritual things, for my imagination arranged these also, as if they were bodies, in this place or that. And I pictured to myself your creation as one vast mass, composed of various kinds of bodies-—some of which were actually bodies, and some of which were the bodies I imagined spirits to be like. I pictured this mass as vast-of course not in its full dimensions, for these I could not know—but as large as I could possibly think, still only finite on every side. But you, lord, I imagined as environing the mass on every side and penetrating it, still infinite in every direction—as if there were a sea everywhere, and everywhere through measureless space nothing but an infinite sea; and it contained within it- self some sort of sponge, huge but still finite, so that the sponge would in all its parts be filled from the immeasurable sea. 

Thus I conceived your creation itself to be finite, and filled by you, the infinite. And I said: See, there is god and what god has created! God is good and most mightily and incomparably better than all his works. Yet he who is good has created them good; see how he encircles and fills them. Where, then, is evil, and whence does it come and how has it crept in? What is its root and what its seed? Has it no being at all? Why, then, do we fear and shun what has no being? Or if we fear it needlessly, then surely that fear is evil by which the heart is unnecessarily stabbed and tortured—and indeed a greater evil since we have nothing real to fear, and yet do fear. Therefore, either that is evil which we fear, or the act of fearing is in itself evil. But, then, whence does it come, since god who is good has made all these things good? Indeed, he is the greatest and chief good, and has created these lesser goods; but both creator and created are all good. Whence, then, is evil? Was there some evil matter out of which he made and formed and ordered things, of which he left some behind, that he did not convert into good? But why should this be? Was he powerless to change the whole lump so that no evil would remain in it, if he is omnipotent? Finally, why would he make anything at all out of such stuff? Why did he not, rather, annihilate it by his same almighty power? Could evil exist contrary to his will? And if it existed from eternity, why did he permit it to exist for unmeasured intervals of time in the past, and why, then, was he pleased to make something out of it after so long a time? Or, if he wished now all of a sudden to create something, would not an almighty being have chosen to annihilate this evil matter and live by himself—the perfect, true, sovereign, and infinite good? Or, if it were not good that he who was good should not also be the framer and creator of what was good, then why was that evil matter not removed and brought to nothing, so that he might form good matter, out of which he might then create all things? For he would not be omnipotent if he were not able to create something good without being assisted by that matter which had not been created by himself. 

Such perplexities I revolved in my wretched breast, overwhelmed with gnawing cares lest I die before I discovered the truth. And still the faith of your Christ, our lord and saviour, as it was taught me by the catholic church, stuck fast in my heart. As yet it was unformed on many points and diverged from the rule of right doctrine, but my mind did not utterly lose it, and every day drank in more and more of it.
p. 97 
For you, lord, most righteous ruler of the universe, work by a secret impulse—whether those who inquire or those inquired of know it or not—so that the inquirer may hear what, according to the secret merit of his soul, he ought to hear from the deeps of your righteous judgment. Therefore let no-one say to you, "What is this?" or, "Why is that?" Let no-one speak thus, for the inquirer is only human.
p. 101 
[7.11.17] And I viewed all the other things that are beneath you, and I realized that they are neither wholly real nor wholly unreal. They are real in so far as they come from you; but they are unreal in so far as they are not what you are. For that is truly real which remains immutable. It is good, then, for me to hold fast to god, for if I do not remain in him, neither shall I abide in myself; but he, remaining in himself, renews all things. And you are the lord my god, since you stand in no need of my goodness.
p. 101-103 
[7.12.18] And it was made clear to me that all things are good even if they are corrupted. They could not be corrupted if they were supremely good; but unless they were good they could not be corrupted. If they were supremely good, they would be incorruptible; if they were not good at all, there would be nothing in them to be corrupted. For corruption harms; but unless it could diminish goodness, it could not harm. Either, then, corruption does not harm-—which cannot be—or, as is certain, all that is corrupted is thereby deprived of good. But if they are deprived of all good, they will cease to be. For if they are at all and cannot be at all cor— rupted, they will become better, because they will remain incorruptible. Now what can be more monstrous than to maintain that by losing all good they have become better? If, then, they are deprived of all good, they will cease to exist. So long as they are, therefore, they are good. Therefore, whatsoever is, is good. Evil, then, the origin of which I had been seeking, has no substance at all; for if it were a substance, it would be good. For either it would be an incorruptible substance and so a supreme good, or a corruptible substance, which could not be corrupted unless it were good. I understood, therefore, and it was made clear to me that you made all things good, nor is there any substance at all not made by you. And be- cause all that you made is not equal, each by itself is good, and the sum of all of them is very good, for our god made "all things very good."

[7.13.19] To you there is no such thing as evil, and even in your whole creation taken as a whole, there is not; because there is nothing from be— yond it that can burst in and destroy the order which you have appointed for it. But in the parts of creation, some things, because they do not harmonize with others, are considered evil. Yet those same things harmonize with others and are good, and in themselves are good. And all these things which do not harmonize with each other still harmonize with the inferior part of creation which we call the earth, having its own cloudy and windy sky of like nature with itself. Far be it from me, then, to say, "These things should not be." For if I could see nothing but these, I should indeed desire something better—but still I ought to praise you, if only for these created things. For that you are to be praised is shown from the fact that "earth, dragons, and all deeps; fire, and hail, snow and vapors, stormy winds fulfilling your word; mountains, and all hills, fruitful trees, and all cedars; beasts and all cattle; creeping things, and flying fowl; things of the earth, and all people; princes, and all judges of the earth; both young men and maidens, old men and children "l praise your name! But seeing also that in heaven all your angels praise you, god, praise you in the heights, "and all your hosts, sun and moon, all stars and light, the heavens of heavens, and the waters that are above the heavens"* praise your name—seeing this, I say, I no longer desire a better world, because my thought ranged over all, and with a sounder judgment I reflected that the things above were better than those below, yet that all creation together was better than the higher things alone. 

[7.14.20] There is no health in those who find fault with any part of your creation; as there was no health in me when I found fault with so many of your works. And, because my soul dared not be displeased with my god, it would not allow that the things which displeased me were from you. Hence it had wandered into the notion of two substances, and could find no rest, but talked foolishly. And turning from that error, it had then made for itself a god extended through infinite space; and it thought this was you and set it up in its heart, and it became once more the temple of its own idol, an abomination to you. But you soothed my brain, though I was unaware of it, and closed my eyes lest they should behold vanity; and thus I ceased from preoccupation with self by a little and my madness was lulled to sleep; and I awoke in you, and beheld you as the infinite, but not in the way I had thought—and this vision was not derived from the flesh. 

[7.15.21] And I looked around at other things, and I saw that it was to you that all of them owed their being, and that they were all finite in you; yet they are in you not as in a space, but because you hold all things in the hand of your truth, and because all things are true in so far as they are; and because falsehood is nothing except the existence in thought of what does not exist in fact. And I saw that all things harmonize, not only in their places but also in their seasons. And I saw that you, who alone are eternal, did not begin to work after unnumbered periods of time —because all ages, both those which are past and those which shall pass, neither go nor come except through your working and abiding. 

[7.16.22] And I saw and found it no marvel that bread which is distasteful to an unhealthy palate is pleasant to a healthy one; or that the light, which is painful to sore eyes, is a delight to sound ones. Your righteousness displeases the wicked, and they find even more fault with the viper and the little worm, which you have created good, fitting in as they do with the inferior parts of creation. The wicked themselves also fit in here, and proportionately more so as they become unlike you—but they harmonize with the higher creation proportionately as they become like you. And I asked what wickedness was, and I found that it was no substance, but a perversion of the will bent aside from you, god, the supreme substance, toward these lower things, casting away its inmost treasure and becoming bloated with external good.
p. 108 
The books of the Platonists tell nothing of this. Their pages do not contain the expression of this kind of godliness—the tears of confession, your sacrifice, a troubled spirit, a broken and a contrite heart, the salvation of your people, the espoused city, the earnest of the holy spirit, the cup of our redemption. In them, no man sings: "Shall not my soul be subject to god, for from him comes my salvation? He is my god and my salvation, my defender; I shall no more be moved." In them, no one hears him calling, "Come to me all you who labor." They scorn to learn of him because he is meek and lowly of heart; for "you have hidden those things from the wise and prudent, and hast revealed them to babes.” For it is one thing to see the land of peace from a wooded mountaintop and fail to find the way thither—to attempt impassable ways in vain, opposed and waylaid by fugitives and deserters under their captain, the "lion” and “dragon"; but it is quite another thing to keep to the highway that leads thither, guarded by the hosts of the heavenly emperor, on which there are no deserters from the heavenly army to rob the passers—by, for they shun it as a torment.
p. 109 
My god, let me remember with gratitude and confess to you your mercies toward me. Let my bones be bathed in your love, and let them say: "Lord, who is like you? You have broken my bonds asunder, I will offer to you the sacrifice of thanksgiving."* And how you broke them I will declare, and all who worship you shall say, when they hear these things: "Blessed be the lord in heaven and earth, great and wonderful is his name."
p. 109 
Your words had stuck fast in my breast, and I was hedged round about by you on every side. Of your eternal life I was now certain, although I had seen it “through a glass darkly."* And I had been relieved of all doubt that there is an incorruptible substance and that it is the source of every other substance. Nor did I any longer crave greater certainty about you, but rather greater steadfastness in you.
p. 109 
But as for my temporal life, everything was uncertain, and my heart had to be purged of the old leaven. The way—the saviour himself—p1eased me well, but as yet I was reluctant to pass through the strait gate.
p. 112 
[8.2.5] Finally, when the hour arrived for him to make a public profession of his faith—which at Rome those who are about to enter into your grace make from a platform in the full sight of the faithful people, in a set form of words learned by heart—the presbyters offered Victorinus the chance to make his profession more privately, for this was the custom for some who were likely to be nervous from embarrassment. But Victorinus chose rather to profess his salvation in the presence of the holy congregation. For there was no salvation in the rhetoric which he taught, yet he had professed that openly. Why, then, should he shrink from naming your word before the sheep of your flock, when he had not shrunk from uttering his own words before the mad multitude? So, then, when he ascended the platform to make his profession, everyone, as they recognized him, whispered his name one to the other, in tones of jubilation. Who was there among them that did not know him? And a low murmur ran through the mouths of all the rejoicing multitude: "Victorinus! Victorinus!" There was a sudden burst of exaltation at the sight of him, and suddenly they were hushed that they might hear him. He pronounced the true faith with an excellent boldness, and all desired to take him to their very heart—indeed, by their love and joy they did take him to their heart: love and joy were the hands with which they took hold of him.
p. 115 
The enemy held fast my will, and had made of it a chain, and the service of lust ended in habit, and habit, not resisted, became necessity. By these links, as it were, forged together–which is hwy I called it a chain–a hard bondage held me in slavery. But that new will which had begun to spring up in me freely to worship you and to enjoy you, my god, the only certain joy, was not able as yet to overcome my former willfulness, made strong by long indulgence. Thus my two wills–the old and the new, the carnal and the spiritual–were in conflict within me, and by their discord they tore my soul apart.
p. 122 
While I was deliberating whether I would serve the lord my god now, as I had long purposed to do, it was I who willed and it was also I who was unwilling. In either case, it was I. I neither willed with my whole will nor was I wholly unwilling. And so I was at war with myself and torn apart by myself. And this strife was against my will; yet it did not show the presence of another mind, but the punishment of my own. Thus it was no more I who did it, but the sin that dwelt in me–the punishment of a sin freely committed by Adam, and I was a son of Adam.
p. 123 
[8.10.24] Let them no longer maintain that when they perceive two wills to be contending with each other in the same man the contest is between two opposing minds, of two opposing substances, from two opposing principles, the one good and the other bad. Thus, true god, you reprove and confute and convict them. For both wills may be bad: as when a man tries to decide whether he should kill a man by poison or by the sword; whether he should take possession of this field or that one belonging to someone else, when he cannot get both; whether he should squander his money to buy pleasure or hold onto his money through the motive of covetousness; whether he should go to the circus or to the theater, if both are open on the same day; or, whether he should take a third course, open at the same time, and rob another man’s house; or, a fourth option, whether he should commit adultery, if he has the opportunity——all these things concurring in the same space of time and all being equally longed for, al- though impossible to do at one time. For the mind is pulled four ways by four antagonistic wills—or even more, in view of the vast range of human desires—but even the Manicheans do not affirm that there are these many different substances. The same principle applies as in the action of good wills. For I ask them, "Is it a good thing to have delight in reading the apostle, or is it a good thing to delight in a sober psalm, or is it a good thing to discourse on the gospel‘?" To each of these, they will answer, "It is good." But what, then, if all delight us equally and all at the same time? Do not different wills distract the mind when a man is trying to decide what he should choose? Yet they are all good, and are at variance with each other until one is chosen. When this is done the whole united will may go forward on a single track instead of remaining as it was before, di- vided in many ways. So also, when eternity attracts us from above, and the pleasure of earthly delight pulls us down from below, the soul does not will either the one or the other with all its force, but still it is the same soul that does not will this or that with a united will, and is therefore pulled apart with grievous perplexities, because for truth’s sake it prefers this, but for custom’s sake it does not lay that aside.  
p. 126 
I snatched it up, opened it, and in silence read the paragraph on which my eyes first fell: "Not in rioting and drunkenness, not in chambering and wantonness, not in strife and envying, but put on the lord Jesus Christ, and make no provision for the flesh to fulfill the lusts thereof." I wanted to read no further, nor did I need to. For instantly, as the sentence ended, there was infused in my heart something like the light of full certainty and all the gloom of doubt vanished away.
p. 141 
And while we were thus speaking and straining after it, we just barely touched it with the whole effort of our hearts. Then with a sigh, leaving the first fruits of the spirit bound to that ecstasy, we returned to the sounds of our own tongue, where the spoken word had both beginning and end. But what is like to your word, our lord, which remains in itself without becoming old, and makes all things new?
p. 146 
But whoever recounts his actual and true merits to you, what is he doing but recounting to you your own gifts? If only human beings would know themselves as but human, then “he that glories would glory in the Lord”!
p. 148 
[10.2..2] And what is there in me that could be hidden from you, lord, to whose eyes the abysses of man’s conscience are naked, even if I were unwilling to confess it to you? In doing so I would only hide you from myself, not myself from you. But now that my groaning is witness to the fact that I am dissatisfied with myself, you shine forth and satisfy. You are beloved and desired; so that I blush for myself, and renounce myself and choose you, for I can neither please you nor myself except in you. To you, then, lord, I am laid bare, whatever I am, and I have already said with what profit I may confess to you. I do not do it with words and sounds of the flesh but with the words of the soul, and with the sound of my thoughts, which your ear knows. For when I am wicked, to confess to you means nothing less than to be dissatisfied with myself, but when I am truly devout, it means nothing less than not to attribute my virtue to myself; because you, lord, bless the righteous, but first you justify him while he is yet ungodly. My confession therefore, my god, is made to you silently in your sight—and yet not silently. As far as sound is concerned, it is silent. But in strong affection it cries aloud. For neither do I give voice to some• thing that sounds right to human beings, which you have not heard from me before, nor do you hear anything of the kind from me which you did not first say to me.  
p. 166 
So indeed it is, so it is: the human mind so blind and sick, so base and ill-mannered, desires to lie hidden, but does not wish that anything should be hidden from it. And yet the opposite is what happens – the mind itself is not hidden from the truth, but the truth is hidden from it.
p. 169 
But what I am still in this way of wickedness I have confessed to my good lord, rejoicing with trembling in what you have given me and grieving in myself for that in which I am still imperfect. I am trusting that you will perfect your mercies in me, to the fullness of that peace which both my inner and outward being shall have with you when death is swallowed up in victory.
p. 170 
My heart is deeply stirred, lord, when in this poor life of mine the words of your holy scripture strike upon it. This is why the poverty of the human intellect expresses itself in an abundance of language. Inquiry is more loquacious than discovery. Demanding takes longer than obtaining and the hand that knocks is more active than the hand that receives.
p. 170 
[10.31.44] This much you have taught me: that I should learn to take food as medicine. But during that time when I pass from the pinch of emptiness to the contentment of fullness, it is in that very moment that the snare of appetite lies baited for me. For the passage itself is pleasant; there is no other way of passing thither, and necessity compels us to pass. And while health is the reason for our eating and drinking, yet a perilous delight joins itself to them as a handmaid; and indeed, it tries to take precedence in order that I may want to do for its sake what I say I want to do for health’s sake. They do not both have the same limit either. What is sufficient for health is not enough for pleasure. And it is often a matter of doubt whether it is the needful care of the body that still calls for food or whether it is the sensual snare of desire still wanting to be served. In this uncertainty my unhappy soul rejoices, and uses it to prepare an excuse as a defense. It is glad that it is not clear as to what is sufficient for the moderation of health, so that under the pretense of health it may conceal its projects for pleasure. These temptations I daily endeavor to resist and I summon your right hand to my help and cast my perplexities onto you, for I have not yet reached a firm conclusion in this matter.  
p. 172 
And, thus, the people in the wilderness truly deserved their reproof, not because they desired meat, but because in their desire for food they murmured against our lord.
p. 173 
Yet when it happens that I am more moved by the singing than by what is sung, I confess myself to have sinned wickedly, and then I would rather not have heard the singing.
p. 183 
[10.43.68] But the true mediator, whom you in your secret mercy have revealed to the humble, and have sent to them so that through his example they also might learn the same humility—that "mediator between god and man, the man Christ Jesus,"* appeared between mortal sinners and the immortal just one, He was mortal as men are mortal; he was righteous as god is righteous; and because the reward of righteousness is life and peace, he could, through his righteousness united with god, cancel the death of justified sinners, which he was willing to have in common with them. Hence he was manifested to holy men of old, to the end that they might be saved through faith in his passion to come, even as we are through faith in his passion which is past. As man he was mediator, but as the word he was not something in between the two; because he was equal to god, and god with god, and, with the holy spirit, one god.  
p. 191-193 
[11.10.12] Now, are not those still full of their old carnal nature who ask us: "What was god doing before he made heaven and earth? For if he   was idle," they say, "and doing nothing, then why did he not continue in that state forever—doing nothing, as he had always done? If any new motion has arisen in god, and a new will to form a creature, which he had never before formed, how can that be a true eternity in which an act of will occurs that was not there before? For the will of god is not a created thing, but comes before the creation—and this is true because nothing   could be created unless the will of the creator came before it. The will of   god, therefore, pertains to his very essence. Yet if anything has arisen in   the essence of god that was not there before, then that essence cannot truly be called eternal. But if it was the eternal will of god that the creation should come to be, why, then, is not the creation itself also from in eternity?" 

[11.11.13] Those who say these things do not yet understand you, wisdom of god, light of souls. They do not yet understand how the things are made that are made by and in you. They endeavor to comprehend eternal things, but their heart still flies about in the past and future motions of created things, and is still unstable. Who shall hold and fix such a heart so that it may come to rest for a little; and then, by degrees, glimpse the glory of that eternity which abides forever; and then, comparing eternity with the temporal process in which nothing abides, may see that they are incommensurable? It would see that a long time does not become long, except from the many separate events that occur in its passage, which cannot be simultaneous. In the eternal, on the other hand, nothing passes away, but the whole is simultaneously present. But no temporal process is wholly simultaneous. Therefore, let the heart see that all time past is forced to move on by the incoming future; that all the future follows from the past; and that all, past and future, is created and issues out of that which is forever present. Who will hold the heart of man that it may stand still and see how the eternity which always stands still is itself neither future nor past but expresses itself in the times that are future and past? Can my hand do this, or can the hand of my mouth bring about so difficult a thing even by persuasion?  

[11.12.14] How, then, shall I respond to the person who asks, "What was god doing before he made heaven and earth?" I do not answer, as a certain one is reported to have done facetiously, shrugging off the force of the question. "He was preparing hell," he said, “for those who pry too deep." It is one thing to see the answer; it is another to laugh at the questioner—and for myself I do not answer these things thus. More willingly would I have answered, "I do not know what I do not know," than cause one who asked a deep question to be ridiculed—and by such tactics gain praise for a worthless answer. Rather, I say that you, our god, are the creator of every creature. And if in the term “heaven and earth” every creature is included, I make bold to say further: before god made heaven and earth, he did not make anything at all. For if he did, what did he make unless it were a creature? I do indeed wish that I knew all that I desire to know to my profit as surely as I know that no creature was made before any creature was made. 

[11.13.15] But if the roving thought of someone should wander over the images of past time, and wonder that you, the almighty god, the all- creating and all-sustaining, the architect of heaven and earth, did for ages unnumbered abstain from so great a work before you actually did it, let him awake and consider that he wonders at illusions. For in what temporal medium could the unnumbered ages that you did not make pass by, since you are the author and creator of all the ages? Or what periods of time would those be that were not made by you? Or how could they have already passed away if they had not already been? Since, therefore; you are the creator of all times, if there was any time before you made heaven and earth, why is it said that you were ab- staining from working? For you made that very time itself, and periods could not pass by before you made the whole temporal procession. But if there was no time before heaven and earth, how, then, can it be asked, "What were you doing then?" For there was no "then" when there was no time. 

[11.13.16] Nor do you precede any given period of time by another period of time. Else you would not precede all periods of time. In the eminence of your ever—present eternity, you precede all times past, and extend beyond all future times, for they are still to come-and when they have come, they will be past. But "you are always the selfsame and your years shall have no end."* Your years neither go nor come; but ours both go and come in order that all separate moments may come to pass. All your years stand together as one, since they are abiding. Nor do your years past exclude the years to come because your years do not pass away. All these years of ours shall be with you, when all of them shall have [ ceased to be. Your years are but a day, and your day is not recurrent, but always today. Your today yields not to tomorrow and does not follow yesterday. Your today is eternity. Therefore, you generated the coeternal one, to whom you said, "This day I have begotten you." You made all time and before all times you are, and there was never a time when there was no time. 

[11.14.17] There was no time, therefore, when you had not made any- thing, because you had made time itself. And there are no times that are coeternal with you, because you abide forever; but if times should abide, they would not be times. For what is time?7 Who can easily and briefly ex- plain it? Who can even comprehend it in thought or put the answer into words? Yet is it not true that in conversation we refer to nothing more familiarly or knowingly than time? And surely we understand it when we speak of it; we understand it also when we hear another speak of it. What, then, is time? If no one asks me, I know what it is. If I wish to explain it to one who asks me, I do not know. Yet I say with confidence that I know that if nothing passed away, there would be no past time; and if nothing were still coming, there would be no future time; and if there were nothing at all, there would be no present time. But, then, how is it that there are the two times, past and future, when even the past is now no longer and the future is now not yet? But if the present were always present, and did not pass into past time, it obviously would not be time but eternity. If, then, time present—if it be time—comes into existence only because it passes into time past, how can we say that even this is, since the cause of its being is that it will cease to be? Thus, can we not truly say that time is only as it tends toward nonbeing?
p. 207 
The quote goes here, in this place, not any other(right here. If you need to type it out, then please type along this path. 

p. 209 
Thus it was that you, lord, who are not one thing in one place and another thing in another place but the selfsame, and the selfsame, and the selfsame–“holy, holy, holy, lord god almighty”–thus it was that in the beginning, and through your wisdom which is from you and born of your substance, you created something and that out of nothing. For you created the heaven and the earth–not out of yourself, for then they would be equal to your only son and thereby to you. And there is no sense in which it would be right that anything should be equal to you that was not of you. But what else besides you was there out of which you might create these things, god, one trinity, and triune unity? And, therefore, it was out of nothing at all that you created the heaven and earth¬–something great and something small–for you are almighty and good, and able to make all things good: even the great heaven and the small earth. You were, and there was nothing else from which you created heaven and earth: these two things, one near you, the other near to nothing; the one to which only you are superior, the other to which nothing else is inferior.
p. 211 
You have also told me, lord, with a strong voice in my inner ear, that you have created all natures and all substances, which are not what you are yourself; and yet they do exist. Only that which is nothing at all is not from you, and that motion of the will away from you, who are, toward and a sin. No one’s sin either hurts you or disturbs the order of your rule, either first or last.
p. 212 
[12.11.13] From this let the soul that has journeyed far away from you understand—if now it thirsts for you; if now its tears have become its bread, while daily it is asked, "Where is your god?";* if now it requests of you just one thing and seeks after this: that it may dwell in your house all the days of its life (and what is its life but you? And what are your days but your eternity, like your years which do not fail, since you are the selfsame?)—from this, I say, let the soul understand (as far as it can) how far above all times you are in your eternity; and how your house has never journeyed away from you; and, although it is not coeternal with you, it continually and unfailingly clings to you and suffers no vicissitudes of time. This, in your sight, is clear to me; may it become clearer and clearer to me, I beseech you, and in this light may I abide soberly under your wings. *  

p. 213 
Thus, for the time being I understand that “heaven of heavens” to mean the intelligible heaven, where to understand is to know all at once–not “in part,” not “darkly,” not “through a glass”–but as a simultaneous whole, in full sight, “face to face.”
p. 214 
Thus, he does not will one thing now and another thing later, but he wills once and for all everything that he wills–not again and again; and not now this and now that. Nor does he will afterward what he did not will before, nor does he cease to will what he had willed before. Such a will would be mutable and no mutable thing is eternal. But our god is eternal.
p. 218 
But the law is profitable for edification if a man use it lawfully; for the end of the law “is love out of a pure heart, and a good conscience, and faith unfeigned.”
p. 218 
Indeed, all of us who read are trying to trace out and understand what our author wished to convey, and since we believe that he speaks truly we dare not suppose that he has spoken anything that we either know or suppose to be false. Therefore, since every person tries to unknown or suppose to be false. Therefore, since every person tries to understand in the holy scripture what the writer understood, what harm is done if a man understands what you, the light of all truth-speaking minds, show him to be true, although the author he reads did not understand this aspect of the truth even though he did understand the truth in a different meaning.
p. 222 
Let us approach together the words of your books and make diligent inquiry in them for your meaning through the meaning of your servant by whose pen you have given them to us.
p. 223 
And therefore, lord, your judgments should be held in awe, because your truth is neither mine nor his nor anyone else’s; but it belongs to all of us whom you have openly called to have it in common; and you have warned us not to hold on to it as our own special property, for if we do we lose it. For if anyone arrogates to himself what you have bestowed on all to enjoy, and if he desires something for his own that belongs to all, he is forced away from what is common to all to what is, indeed, his very own¬–that is, from truth to falsehood. For he who tells a lie speaks of his own thought.
p. 230 
Instead, it is so that I may serve and worship you to the end that I may have my well-being from you, from whom comes my capacity for well-being.
p. 258 
And just as there is in his soul one element which controls by its power of reflection and another which has been made subject so that it should obey, so also, physically, the woman was made for the man; for, although she had a like nature of rational intelligence in the mind, still in the sex of her body she should be similarly subject to the sex of her husband, as the appetite of action is subjected to the deliberation of the mind in order to conceive the rules of right action. These things we see, and each of them is good; and the whole is very good!
p. 260 
What man will teach men to understand this? And what angel will teach the angels? Or what angels will teach men? We must ask it of you; we must seek it in you; we must knock for it at your door. Only thus shall we receive; only thus shall we find; only thus shall your door be opened. 
21 of 23

