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CHAPTER VII 

16. Such was the story Ponticianus told. But while he was speaking, thou, O Lord, turned me 
toward myself, taking me from behind my back, where I had put myself while unwilling to 
exercise self-scrutiny. And now thou didst set me face to face with myself, that I might see how 
ugly I was, and how crooked and sordid, bespotted and ulcerous. And I looked and I loathed 
myself; but whither to fly from myself I could not discover. And if I sought to turn my gaze 
away from myself, he would continue his narrative, and thou wouldst oppose me to myself and 
thrust me before my own eyes that I might discover my iniquity and hate it. I had known it, but 
acted as though I knew it not--I winked at it and forgot it.  

17. But now, the more ardently I loved those whose wholesome affections I heard reported--that 
they had given themselves up wholly to thee to be cured--the more did I abhor myself when 
compared with them. For many of my years--perhaps twelve--had passed away since my 
nineteenth, when, upon the reading of Cicero's Hortensius, I was roused to a desire for wisdom. 
And here I was, still postponing the abandonment of this world's happiness to devote myself to 
the search. For not just the finding alone, but also the bare search for it, ought to have been 
preferred above the treasures and kingdoms of this world; better than all bodily pleasures, though 
they were to be had for the taking. But, wretched youth that I was--supremely wretched even in 
the very outset of my youth--I had entreated chastity of thee and had prayed, "Grant me chastity 
and continence, but not yet." For I was afraid lest thou shouldst hear me too soon, and too soon 
cure me of my disease of lust which I desired to have satisfied rather than extinguished. And I 
had wandered through perverse ways of godless superstition--not really sure of it, either, but 
preferring it to the other, which I did not seek in piety, but opposed in malice.  

CHAPTER X  

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.  

23. For if there are as many opposing natures as there are opposing wills, there will not be two 
but many more. If any man is trying to decide whether he should go to their conventicle or to the 
theater, the Manicheans at once cry out, "See, here are two natures--one good, drawing this way, 
another bad, drawing back that way; for how else can you explain this indecision between 
conflicting wills?" But I reply that both impulses are bad--that which draws to them and that 
which draws back to the theater. But they do not believe that the will which draws to them can be 
anything but good. Suppose, then, that one of us should try to decide, and through the conflict of 



his two wills should waver whether he should go to the theater or to our Church. Would not 
those also waver about the answer here? For either they must confess, which they are unwilling 
to do, that the will that leads to our church is as good as that which carries their own adherents 
and those captivated by their mysteries; or else they must imagine that there are two evil natures 
and two evil minds in one man, both at war with each other, and then it will not be true what they 
say, that there is one good and another bad. Else they must be converted to the truth, and no 
longer deny that when anyone deliberates there is one soul fluctuating between conflicting wills.  

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, O true God, thou dost 
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, although 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, divided 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.  


