CONFESSIONS - BOOK IX - CHAPTER VI

~Other Speakers A-F: St. Augustine:
14. When the time arrived for me to give in my name, we left the country and returned to Milan. Alypius also
resolved to be born again in thee at the same time. He was already clothed with the humility that befits thy
sacraments, and was so brave a tamer of his body that he would walk the frozen Italian soil with his naked feet,
which called for unusual fortitude. We took with us the boy Adeodatus, my son after the flesh, the offspring of
my sin. Thou hadst made of him a noble lad. He was barely fifteen years old, but his intelligence excelled that of
many grave and learned men. I confess to thee thy gifts, O Lord my God, creator of all, who hast power to
reform our deformities--for there was nothing of me in that boy but the sin. For it was thou who didst inspire us
to foster him in thy discipline, and none other--thy gifts I confess to thee. There is a book of mine, entitled De
Magistro.[287] It is a dialogue between Adeodatus and me, and thou knowest that all things there put into the
mouth of my interlocutor are his, though he was then only in his sixteenth year. Many other gifts even more
wonderful I found in him. His talent was a source of awe to me. And who but thou couldst be the worker of such
marvels? And thou didst quickly remove his life from the earth, and even now I recall him to mind with a sense
of security, because I fear nothing for his childhood or youth, nor for his whole career. We took him for our
companion, as if he were the same age in grace with ourselves, to be trained with ourselves in thy discipline.
And so we were baptized and the anxiety about our past life left us.
Nor did I ever have enough in those days of the wondrous sweetness of meditating on the depth of thy
counsels concerning the salvation of the human race. How freely did I weep in thy hymns and canticles; how
deeply was I moved by the voices of thy sweet-speaking Church! The voices flowed into my ears; and the truth
was poured forth into my heart, where the tide of my devotion overflowed, and my tears ran down, and I was
happy in all these things.
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