

	Book of Saints and Heroes
	




The Apostle of Northumbria



In the middle of the seventh century after Christ, the
island of Britain was a very different place from what
it is now, and great tracts of land which are at
present covered in the summer with corn, or rich grass,
were then wide lakes; cities lying on the East Coast,
which were at that time rich and prosperous, have for
hundreds of years been buried under the waves, and dark
forests, sheltering wolves and other fierce beasts,
covered the moors of the north, in these days dotted
over with villages. Still, there were plenty of fields
and meadows for the children to play in, and the games
of children are always much the same.



A number of little boys were gathered on the banks of
one of the rivers in the country south of the Tweed,
which we now call Northumberland, but was then part of
the kingdom of Northumbria. They were of all ages, from
three to ten, and were chattering fast and eagerly,
apparently settling some races to be run, and choosing
the ground where they might try who could throw a ball
the farthest. By and bye, when everything was arranged,
each boy went to his place. The two who were judges sat
on a rock which was to be the winning post; the two who
were to see that the winners started fairly were at the
other end of the course; and the competitors themselves
were drawn up in a line.



'Now,' cried the starter, and off they went, heads well
up and their feet lifted.



'Cuthbert, Cuthbert!' was the cry as one of the
smallest boys shot ahead of the rest, and sank panting
on the rock which was the winning-post.



'It is always Cuthbert,' muttered one of the beaten
runners, and he was right; it always was, both in
racing and in climbing trees, and in wrestling, where
the child's quickness of eye and hand made up for his
lack of strength. He loved  all such things, and, after
a morning spent by the river side, would go home proud
and happy to his mother, and tell her of his victories,
and how very, very nearly one boy had caught him up,
and another had almost  succeeded in throwing him.



But Cuthbert's pleasures were not to last long. He was
only eight when a tiny creature not half his age, who
had watched the races solemnly from a little hillock,
came up to Cuthbert, and, puffing him aside from the
other boys as they were planning a new game, begged him
not to waste his time in such idle play, but give heed
to the things of the mind. Cuthbert stared, as well he
might, and paid no attention to him.



'Let us try how many of us can bend ourselves backward,
till we can kiss the trunk of that tree,' he said,
running off to his friends; 'and after that we can see
if we can hold one leg out stiffly, and bend the other
till the stiff leg almost touches the ground.  It is
easy enough to go down, but the difficulty is to get up
again without tumbling over. My father can do it; he
showed me yesterday.' And, forthwith, they all began to
practise, with much laughter and many falls, while the
solemn-eyed boy looked on disapprovingly.



Suddenly a loud cry made them stop and turn round; the
child had flung himself down on the ground and was
sobbing bitterly. The others did not trouble about him.
'Babies like that were better at home,' they said; but
Cuthbert, who always tried to help anyone younger or
weaker than himself, ran up to the little fellow and
asked him what was the matter.



'It is you,' gasped the boy as soon as he could speak.
'The rest may do as they like, but the Lord has chosen
you  to be His servant—the teacher of others—and you
will not listen!' 


Cuthbert did not answer. It seemed so strange that such
words should come from so small a creature, too young
to run or jump, or to play a game of any kind. How
could he have got such notions into his head? Yet there
was no doubt that he was very unhappy. So Cuthbert
stooped down and whispered:



'Well, don't cry. At any rate, I won't play any more
to-day,' and he patted the child's head, and walked
slowly away, in spite of the shouts of his friends to
come back and join them.



This was really the end of Cuthbert's childhood. From
the day that the little boy had spoken to him he put
off childish things, and was as thoughtful and serious
as a man. But no one can tell us how he actually spent
those years, and when next we hear of him he was grown
up.



All his life Cuthbert loved walking, and would go for
miles across the mountain or along the seashore,
visiting the dwellers in the scattered huts, and
preaching to them. It was, therefore, a terrible trial
to him when at length a large lump formed itself on his
knee so that he was unable to bend the joint, and was
continually in pain. For some time he still dragged
himself about, but of course this only made his leg
worse, and soon the pain grew so bad that he was
obliged to be carried. At this period he appears to
have been living in some sort of a monastery, which had
servants or porters to help with the work.



The air of the small, close cells was hateful to
Cuthbert, and every day some of the servants took
him in their arms, and laid him down under a tree on
the edge of the forest. One morning he was set in his
usual place, from which he could see far away to the
south, and watch the clouds casting shadows over the
hills and the moors. As he was gazing before him,
trying to forget the pain he suffered, he beheld a man
dressed in white, mounted on a white horse, riding
towards him. When the rider drew near, he stopped, and,
as Cuthbert did not rise in greeting, he asked with a
smile whether he would not welcome him as a guest.
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"The man on the White Horse comes to heal St. Cuthbert."


'Yes, indeed,' answered Cuthbert; 'right welcome you
are to me and to all of us, but I cannot rise to greet
you as I fain would do with all civility, for I am
bound and tied by a swelling in my knee, and though I
have been examined by many a physician, not one has
been able to heal me.' 


'I have some skill in such matters,' said the man,
dismounting from his horse. 'Let me look at it, I pray
you,' and taking Cuthbert's knee between his hands he
put some questions to him.



'If you will do as I bid you, you will soon be cured,' he said at last. 'Boil some wheaten flour in milk, and
spread it on a cloth; and while it is hot lay it on the
swelling, and in a short time the swelling will
disappear and the pain depart, and your leg will be
whole again. And now farewell.' With that he mounted
his horse and rode away over the hills, and Cuthbert
was persuaded that an angel had visited him.



Now there was a monastery on the south side of the
river Tyne, and it was the custom of the monks to send
out flat boats or rafts to bring timber from some of
the forests near the sea for their daily use. It
happened that on one occasion the little fleet had
returned with its cargo and was just about to unload
opposite the monastery, when a westerly gale sprang up,
and it
was blown out towards the ocean. The monks beholding
this disaster ran out of the monastery to the river
bank, and launched some boats to help the fast
disappearing rafts, but the boats were blown out to
sea before they could get on board them. Then they fell
on their knees and prayed amidst the mocking of the
crowd assembled on the other bank, who taunted them
with thinking themselves holier than their neighbours.
But Cuthbert, who stood among these people, checked
their evil words, and asked them if they had no pity
for those who were drifting to their death, and called
on them to pray also.



'Let no one pray for them,' answered the mockers, 'for
they have taken away our old worship, and given us that
which is strange to us.' 


On hearing this, Cuthbert bowed himself on the ground
and prayed for the lives of the men in peril. And as he
prayed the wind changed, and the rafts and the boats
were blown up the river again; and when they saw this,
a silence fell upon the unbelievers, and they were
converted.




As time went by, Cuthbert made up his mind that he
would lay aside the layman's dress and spear which he
still used, and live altogether in a monastery, whereas
before he had only dwelt in one for a short while, to
rest from his journeys. His days were spent in going
hither and thither, and often he would help any who
needed it with his work, sometimes keeping sheep with
the shepherds, sometimes sowing wheat with the
plough-men, or aiding the reapers to gather in the
harvest.



One cold winter's day, he was riding alone to preach at
a small village some distance off, when his horse began
to hang his head and to show signs of weariness, for
they had already come many miles. Cuthbert looked about
for a place in which the beast could find
food and rest, and perceived a farmhouse a little way
off. Here he was gladly welcomed, and, after leading
his horse to the stable, he entered and sat by the
fire. But he would not eat, though the farmer's wife
pressed him, for it was the rule of the Church to fast
that day until the evening. In vain the woman told him,
that if he would not eat now he would be likely to fast
until the morrow, as the country was desolate and bare
of houses; but he would not listen to her, and when
towards sunset his horse was rested, he took leave of
her and rode on.



It was growing dark, and nothing was to be seen but a
wild waste of moor, and Cuthbert was wondering whether
he and his horse would not have to pass the night under
some sheltering rock, when he noticed a little to the
right a group of half-ruined huts, once inhabited by
shepherds.



'Here we can rest well,' he said to himself, and
dismounting, he fastened his horse to a wall, and gave
him some hay which the wind had blown thither. But the
horse had come far and was hungry, and the hay was not
enough to satisfy him, so when he had finished it, he
pulled some of the straw from the thatched roof, and as
it fell, a linen cloth folded up fell with it.
Cuthbert, who was singing the day's Psalms, heard the
noise made by the horse and turned round, and when his
prayers were ended he went to see what was in the
cloth, as it was a strange place for it to come from.
Little he guessed that he should find wrapped up half a
loaf of hot bread and some meat, and when he beheld
them, he suddenly felt that he, as well as the horse,
was exhausted for lack of food; and after this miracle
had happened to him, he was even more ready than before
to fast on the days appointed.



Some time later Cuthbert journeyed to the Abbey of
Melrose, for, as has been told, he wished to leave the
world and to be received into the priesthood by the man
whom all held to be the holiest in the kingdom of
Northumbria, Boisil the Abbot, after whom the town of
St. Boswell's was afterwards called. He stayed at
Melrose for some years, going for a short while with
Eata, who was made Abbot on the death of Boisil, to the
new Abbey at Ripon, but right glad was he to return to
Melrose and the country that he loved. Still, it would
be a mistake to think of him as shut up between walls,
and doing nothing but pray. He kept up his old custom
of visiting the scattered houses and villages, and
preaching to the people, many of them yet pagans at
heart, and he would be absent from Melrose for days or
even weeks together.



It happened one day that he received a message from the
Abbess of Coldingham in Berwickshire, entreating him to
come down and give some teaching to herself and her
nuns. Cuthbert lost no time in setting out, for the
ride was a long one, and he bade the Abbot of Melrose
not be surprised if his return was delayed for many
days. After his arrival at Coldingham he walked, while
it was light, to the fishers' huts gathered on the
shore; and in the night, when the nuns slept, it was
his habit to steal down to the sea and to sit on the
rocks, when he prayed silently for hours.



Late one dark evening, when all was quiet, he went out
as usual and took the path down to the cliffs,
followed, though he knew it not, by a monk, curious to
find out whither he was going. Right to the edge of the
water Cuthbert went, the monk keeping in the shadow
behind him; but what was the man's surprise when he saw
the saint enter the sea and walk forward till it
reached up to his neck. Thus he remained till dawn,
chanting aloud the praise of God. With the first
streaks of light he sank on his knees on the sand, for
the tide was ebbing fast, and two seals swam towards
him from a
rock, and breathed over his cold feet to warm them, and
rubbed them dry with their hair; and Cuthbert stroked
their heads, and thanked them and blessed them, and
they lay on the sands in the sun's rays, till the tide
rose again and they returned to the island where they
dwelt.



When the monk saw these things he was filled with shame
at having thought evil of so holy a man, to whom the
very beasts offered service. Indeed, so great was his
penitence that his legs shook with grief, and they
could scarcely carry him home to the monastery. After
morning prayer he hastened to Cuthbert and besought
pardon for what he had done, never doubting but that it
had been revealed to him already. But in that he found
he was mistaken, for the saint, beholding his distress,
said gently:



'What is it, my brother? What is the ill-deed that you
repent of? Is it that you spied upon me last night when
I prayed upon the seashore? Be comforted, for you have
my forgiveness, only see you tell no man that which you
saw, for I would not be thought holier than I am.' So
the monk promised, and departed homewards, after
Cuthbert had blessed him.




The years were going by fast and Cuthbert was no longer
as strong as he had been in his youth, and his long
walks tired him. But still he would not let another
monk take his place, for the people loved him and
looked for his coming.



On an autumn morning he left the monastery to visit a
distant spot, taking with him a boy as his companion,
and after walking many miles they sat down to rest, for
the way had been steep and rough. 'The village is still
far off,' said Cuthbert; 'tell me if there is any house
on the road where they will give us food, for you are
of the country, whereas this part is strange
to me.' Yet, though he spoke thus to his companion, he
himself knew what would happen.



'I was wondering as to that also,' answered the boy,
'for I know not a single hut near our path, and we have
brought no food with us. Yet if we eat nothing we shall
faint from hunger.' 


'Fear not, but trust in God,' replied Cuthbert. 'Behold
that eagle flying through the sky above us. It is she
that will feed us, so let us continue our journey with
a good heart.' The boy's face brightened as he
listened, and he jumped up eagerly, and with light feet
went by the saint's side along the road till they came
to a river.



'Look!' said Cuthbert, standing still, and pointing to
a rock at a little distance. 'Do you see where our
handmaid the eagle is sitting? Run I pray and search,
and bring back quickly whatsoever the Lord may have
sent us.' And the boy ran and brought back a salmon,
which the eagle had caught and laid on the bank. Now
the salmon was so large the boy could scarcely carry
it.
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WHY HAVE YOU NOT GIVEN OUR HANDMAID HER SHARE?


'Why have you not given our handmaid her share, my
son?' asked the saint as the boy staggered towards him.
'Cut it quickly in two and give her the half which she
deserves.'  Then the boy did as he was bid, and they
took the other half with them till they beheld a
cottage, where they entered; and the woman of the
cottage cooked the fish for them, and there was enough
for them all, and to spare.




Opposite the coast of Northumberland there is a small
island, called Lindisfarne, or Holy Island, which you
can reach on foot when the tide is out. It was to this
place that Cuthbert was sent in 664 to teach the
brethren afresh the rules of the Church and of the holy
life, for they had grown careless, and each followed
his own will. It was hard work, for not only did he
instruct the monks of Lindisfarne and the poor, and
those who took advantage of their riches and strength
to oppress them, but he visited the sick people as he
had done from his boyhood, and was as strict as he had
ever been in fasting and in denying himself all that
was not absolutely needed. At first the monks of
Lindisfarne declined to obey the new rules of
discipline which Cuthbert introduced, and followed the
old ones, if they followed any at all, but he was much
too wise to quarrel over it. When he saw that they were
in a bad temper and likely to be troublesome, he would
quietly break up the meeting without taking any notice
of their ill-behaviour, and at the next assembly began
the same discussion and repeated the same things, just
as if he had never said them before. In the end this
method, and still more his example, gained his point.
The monks ceased to be angry if anyone woke them from
their sleep at night, or roused them from their rest at
midday, and as Cuthbert's dress was woven of the
natural colour of the sheep's wool, by and bye the
brethren were content to lay aside their brighter
gowns, and wear it also.



As time went on, Cuthbert grew more and more anxious to
lay down the burden which he found so heavy, and devote
a few of the years that remained to him to thinking
about his soul. With the consent of the Abbot he had
chosen one of a group of seventeen small islands, which
lay to the south, as the place of his retirement, and
when the monks left him on the little beach he was
perfectly happy—happier perhaps than he had ever been
before. For one thing he was alone. His only companions
were the multitudes of wild birds which built their
nests in the island rocks. He knew he must not run the
risk of making himself ill by sleeping out under the
sky as he had often done in his youth, so he began at
once to scoop out from the ground a
little cell with two rooms in it—one an oratory, the
other a living room. This he thatched with straw, and
surrounded it with walls of loose stones, which he
brought up from the beach. Down by the shore he
afterwards built a larger house, so that the monks who
came over from Lindisfarne to see him might have
somewhere to sleep if a sudden storm prevented their
getting back to the monastery.



For a short time after he first took up his abode in
Farne Island, he had no bread save what the monks
brought to him in a boat, but soon he began to feel
that he ought not to put them to that trouble, so he
begged them instead to give him some tools and some
seed of wheat, that he might get bread for himself. It
was spring when he sowed the wheat, but it never came
up, and he thought that the soil did not suit it.



'Bring me, I pray you, some seed of barley,' he said to
the brethren when they next paid him a visit, and the
barley when sown sprang up apace, and soon its ears
waved in the wind, and the birds beheld it, and came in
flocks to eat it. But Cuthbert was angry that his toil
should be wasted, and he spoke in wrath to the birds:
'Begone, you thieves! What do you here? Do you think to
reap that which you have not sown? Begone, I say,' and
the birds departed with a great flutter of wings, as
hastily as the asses did from St. Anthony's garden.



No more feathered robbers were seen trying to steal St.
Cuthbert's corn, but he was not to live in peace for
all that, for one day he perceived two crows who had
settled on the island pulling out bits of straw from
the roof of the monks' house, in order to build a nest
for themselves. Then Cuthbert was moved to anger at
them also, and forbade them to touch the roof, but,
though they flew away for a moment, they returned to
their task as soon as they thought the saint had
departed. This he had expected, so was watching, and,
finding the two crows busily employed as before, he
suddenly appeared before them, and commanded them in
the name of the Lord to cease spoiling his thatch and
to go, which they did sorrowfully.



Three days after, when Cuthbert was digging near the
spring, one of the crows alighted on a stone before
him, and, spreading its wings, bowed its head twice to
the ground, uttering plaintive cries. Cuthbert at once
understood that it was asking for pardon, and answered:



'O, bird, I forgive you for your thievish tricks!
Return if you will.' 


On hearing this the crow flapped its wings joyfully and
flew off, returning in a short time with its mate, both
carrying between them a large piece of fat, which they
laid at his feet in token of gratitude.



This fat the saint kept to grease the leathern gaiters
of the monks, his visitors.




It was in the year 684 that Cuthbert, much against his
own wishes, was made Bishop of Lindisfarne; but, when
once he had accepted the office, he worked hard and
faithfully for his people. Many were the journeys that
he took, and the holy men that he visited, even
travelling as far as distant Derwentwater to take
counsel with St. Herbert, the hermit, in his cell on
one of the islands in the middle of the lake. In that
same year a plague was raging in Northumbria, and whole
towns and villages were left desolate. Some of the
monks feared the infection, and shrank away; but,
whenever it was possible, the Bishop was to be found at
every bedside praying, and comforting the sick and
dying.



Men shook their heads as they looked on his worn face,
which yet was full of peace and joy; and when the
plague was over, the Bishop felt that his work was
done, and he might now leave it for someone else to
carry on.



Yet a great deal remained to be got through before he
could resign his bishopric, and he must go round the
houses and monasteries of his diocese, to encourage his
people to persevere in holiness, and to see that all
was set in order as far as he could do it.



It chanced that he was summoned by the Abbess Elfleda
to consecrate a church, lately built near her monastery
in Whitby, on the coast of Yorkshire. It was a long
journey for a man as weak as Cuthbert now was, but he
did not hesitate, though he was very tired by the time
he arrived. There was a large gathering of monks from
all the neighbouring monasteries, eager to see the
famous Bishop, and supper was spread on the day of the
consecration, in the big refectory; but, while speaking
of the condition of the Church in the North, and the
number of monasteries which had increased so greatly
during his lifetime, Cuthbert's knife dropped from his
hands, his tongue grew silent, while his face became
pale and his eyes stared before him. The company looked
on in wonder; something, they felt, was taking place
which they did not understand, and at length a priest
leaned forward and said to the Abbess:



'Ask the Bishop what he has seen, for I know that not
without cause do his hands tremble so that he cannot
hold the knife. His eyes behold a vision which is
hidden from us.' The Abbess touched the Bishop's sleeve
and begged him to tell her why he had ceased to eat;
'for,' said she, 'of a truth something has happened,' to which Cuthbert answered with a smile:



'Do you think I can eat for ever? It is time that my
knife had a little rest!' but she urged him all the
more. Then he said gravely:



'I have seen the soul of a holy man carried up to the
Kingdom of Heaven.' 


'From whence did he go?' asked she.



'From your monastery.' 


'But what is his name?' she inquired.



'That you will tell me to-morrow when I am celebrating
Mass,' answered he; but the Abbess, not satisfied with
this saying of the Bishop, sent over to the larger
monastery to know if anyone was dead.



Now, when the messenger had reached this monastery, he
found all in it alive and well; but as it was late,
they besought him to spend the night there, which he
did. In the morning he was returning to the abbey, when
he met some men driving a cart containing the dead body
of a shepherd, who drove the Abbess's sheep daily to
find pasture.



'Who is that, and how did he come by his death?' said
the messenger, and the men answered:



'Hadwald is his name, and he fell last night from the
branch of a high tree, and we are taking him to his
burial.' 


When he heard that he hastened to the Abbess; and she,
overcome with amazement at the strange tale, entered
the church where the Bishop was performing service.



'Remember in your prayers, my lord Bishop,' she cried,
interrupting him, 'my servant Hadwald, who died
yesterday from a fall from a tree.' 


Thus was the Bishop's prophecy fulfilled, that during
Mass she should tell him the name of the dead man,
which had not been revealed to him.




The moment had now come when Cuthbert had finished his
work, and could resign his office. A small ship was
ready to carry him over to Farne Island, and a crowd of
monks and poor people were gathered on the shore to bid
him farewell.



'Tell us, my lord Bishop,'  said one, 'when you will
return to us?' The Bishop paused as he was about
to enter the boat, and, looking the man in the face, he
answered:



'When you shall bring my body back to its burial.' So
he passed on, and came no more alive to Lindisfarne.




During the first two months of his stay on the Island
of Farne he was well and content, rejoicing in having
no cares to distract his thoughts from the next world,
which he was so soon to enter. After that he suddenly
fell ill, and when the Abbot of Lindisfarne happened to
visit him, he was shocked at the paleness of his face.
But Cuthbert made light of his sickness, so the Abbot
did not understand that he was stricken to death, and
only asked for his blessing, as he might not delay,
having much business to do at Lindisfarne.



'Do so,' Cuthbert answered, 'and return home in safety.
But when the Lord shall have taken my spirit, bury me
in this house, near my oratory, towards the south, over
against the eastern side of the holy cross, which I
have raised there; and know that there lies under the
turf, on the north of the oratory, a stone coffin,
given me long ago by Cudda, the Abbot. In the coffin is
some linen woven by the Abbess Verca; in that, wrap my
body and place it in the coffin.' 


'O father!' cried Herfrid, 'I cannot leave you ill and
alone. Let some of the brethren remain, I beseech you.'


'Not now,' said Cuthbert; 'but when God shall give you
a sign, then come.' 



For five days a tempest raged and the waves reared
themselves high, and no boat dared put to sea; but when
at last Herfrid, the Abbot, contrived to reach the
island, he found the Bishop sitting in the monks' house
by the shore. Bidding the brethren sail back to
Lindisfarne,
the Abbot himself stayed to tend him, and at Cuthbert's
own wish a priest and sundry of the other monks
returned in the morning, and were with him when his
soul departed to the Lord.



'I will that I am buried here,' he said again, shortly
before his death. But the monks would not have it so,
and with one accord begged that he would let them carry
him over to Lindisfarne, so that his body might lie
amongst them.



Cuthbert did not answer directly, but at length he
spoke:



'It was my wish to rest here, where I have fought my
little battles for the Lord, and whence I hoped to
arise and receive the crown of righteousness. And I
think that for you, too, it were better, for at
Lindisfarne many evil-doers may fly from the mainland
to my tomb for refuge, and much trouble would you have
with their lords. For, humble though I am, I know full
well that I have the name of a servant of Christ.' 


The words that he spoke were wise, but the monks would
not listen to him, and in the end he gave way to their
urging. Yet one more counsel he did give:



'If you will really carry me to Lindisfarne, then bury
me inside the church, so that, though you can visit my
grave when you please, you can shut the doors, and
prevent, when it seems needful, others from doing so.' 


A great multitude awaited the boat which bore the body
of their Bishop back to Lindisfarne, and followed it to
the grave which had been dug by the altar of the Church
of St. Peter. Since early morning they had known that
he was no longer upon earth, for before the sun rose
they had beheld the light of two candles which one of
the monks had carried to the highest rock of the Island
of Farne, and there kindled them, as had been agreed,
and all men read the tale they told and mourned deeply,
as if each had lost his father; for so indeed they
felt.  For eleven years Cuthbert's body was left at
peace in the church, and then the monks asked the
consent of their Bishop to gather his bones and to
place them in a high tomb which they had built on the
floor of the church itself. But when the coffin was
opened they fell on their knees, for the saint lay as
if asleep, and the vestments wherein they had wrapped
him were fresh and unspotted. By command of the Bishop
the vestments were taken off and kept as relics, and
new ones brought to clothe him; and in this manner the
body was laid in a chest, and placed in the tomb on the
pavement.




Nearly two hundred years went by, and a horde of Danish
pirates swooped down upon the northern coasts, burning
and murdering as they went. The monks at Lindisfarne
had warning of their coming and fled, carrying with
them the body of Cuthbert and all his relics. These
they left for a time in Chester-le-Street, and as soon
as that was no longer safe conveyed them to Ripon, and
finally to Durham, and in 1104 Cuthbert's body was
placed in the new cathedral, where it still lies.
Simeon the Chronicler assures us that, though more than
four hundred years had gone by since his death, the
saint still bore the semblance of life.



Dead as well as alive Cuthbert was strong to protect
the weak, for, as he had foretold, there was a right of
sanctuary at his grave, till Henry the Eighth
suppressed the monasteries and did away with all such
privileges, forgetful how his own mother in her
childhood had sought refuge in the sanctuary of
Westminster. No doubt, as the Bishop had said, many
criminals did  escape by reason of such places, but on
the whole they saved the lives of a multitude of
helpless people in those lawless times.




Brendan the Sailor



In reading the lives of the Irish saints we are amazed
and almost confused at the number of wonderful things
told about them. The Irish are always fond of marvels
and of turning every-day events into a story, and when
they began to tell about their holy men and women, they
were not contented unless they surrounded them with
strange signs, and gave them gifts and powers beyond
those of common people. This is the reason that every
Irish saint is a worker of miracles from his cradle,
and that prophecies showing his future greatness
attend his birth. A saint would not have been a saint
at all in their eyes, if he had been a baby like other
babies, so his father and his mother and even friends
at a distance see visions concerning him, and one
person repeats the tale to another and, like most
tales, it grows with the telling.




Now the morning after Brendan was born, somewhere about
490, a rich man, who lived a long way off, arrived at
the house of Finnlog, father of Brendan, driving thirty
cows and thirty calves before him.



'These are for the baby who will be a great saint,' he
said, kneeling before the cradle. 'For thus it was made
known to me last night in a dream.' Then Finnlog
feasted him and bade him rest awhile, but Airde, the
giver of the cows, would not listen to him.



'I have far to travel,' he answered, 'and many
rivers to cross. I must begone in haste lest night fall
and the waters drown me.' So he took farewell of them.



Hardly was he out of sight when Finnlog beheld some one
else climbing the hill to his dwelling.



'It is the holy Bishop Eirc,' he thought, 'and great
honour it is that he does me.' Then Finnlog went to
meet him and bowed low before the Bishop.



'O Finnlog!' said the Bishop, 'last night as I slept I
beheld a wood in the midst of fire, and in the fire
angels in bright and white garments passing up and
down. Such a sight I have never seen, no, nor heard of,
and a voice within me told me to arise and come to you,
for in your house I should find the infant who some day
will be the glory of Ireland.' 


'Enter then,' answered Finnlog, 'for the voice spoke
truly,' and the Bishop entered and did homage to the
baby.



'I will baptise him,'  he said, and Finnlog and his
wife gladly consented thereto, and when that was done
the Bishop returned whence he had come.



For a year Brendan remained with his mother who nursed
him and watched over him. But at the end of that time
she delivered him up with many tears to Bishop Eirc,
and Ita, who herself had watched over the childhood of
Eirc, tended Brendan also. Greatly she loved him and
often she saw him surrounded by angels which no other
could see, and Brendan himself did not know it. 'For
five years Ita took care of him, and weary seemed the
hours to her when he had left her side and was in the
house of Bishop Eirc, reading the Psalms and learning
about holy things.




'I am thirsty,' said Brendan one morning, for the sun
was hot and the walk from Ita's house felt longer than
usual.



'By the grace of God you shall quench your thirst, my
son,' answered the Bishop, and on looking up Brendan
beheld a hind approaching, with a little fawn trotting
behind her. At a sign from the Bishop a woman came near
and milked the hind, and gave Brendan to drink of the
milk. And every day the hind appeared with the fawn
trotting after her, and when Brendan had drunk as much
milk as he wanted they returned to the mountains,
whence they had come.



'I would learn to write,' said Brendan, another day
when he was older. So the Bishop taught him, and after
he could write quickly and well Eirc sent him away,
first to this person and then to that, teachers of the
rules of the church, which every man had to know if,
like Brendan, he wished to become a priest. And when he
knew them, he returned to Eirc who received him into
the priesthood.




For a while he stayed quietly with Bishop Eirc, till on
a Sunday a sermon was preached in the place where he
was, and this was the text:



'Everyone that hath forsaken father or mother or sister
or lands for my sake shall receive a hundredfold in the
present, and shall possess everlasting life.' As he
listened the will grew strong in Brendan to gain that
which was promised, and in his prayers he begged to
have a land given him where he might dwell apart from
men, at peace, and hidden. As he slept a voice came to
him and said: 'Arise, O Brendan! your prayers are
heard, and the Lord has granted what you have asked,
even the Land of Promise.' Then Brendan arose, as he
was bidden, and, with the holy voice still sounding in
his ears, went up a high mountain from which he beheld
the sea, and in the midst of the sea, hanging like a
cloud, an island like a pearl, and from the island
angels flew up and down to heaven. During
three days he stayed on the mountains, and most of the
time he slept. And again an angel spoke to him and said: 
'I will go beside you for evermore and will guide you
to the island.' 


After that Brendan came down from the mountain, and
went back to Finnlog's house. Long it was since his
mother had seen him, but he told her that he could not
abide with her, for he was going far out into the ocean
if only his father would build for him three large
ships with sails made of skins, and three rows of oars,
with ten men to each row. This Finnlog did gladly, and
the men to row the ships were found, and some were
monks and some were not.



For five years Brendan sailed the 'awful bitter ocean,' and they passed many islands, fair and green, but
Brendan would not suffer his men to land. Strange
wonders they saw as they rode over the sea, great
whales tossing pillars of water into the air, porpoises
tumbling and vanishing under the waves, red-mouthed
monsters hideous to look upon. As they went the skies
grew clearer and the air warmer, and by and bye Easter
was at hand.



'Where are we to keep our Easter?' asked the monks, and
Brendan made answer, as the angel had bidden him:
'Yonder, on the island that lies there.' Now he knew,
for the angel had told him, that it was no island, but
the back of a huge whale but the men did not know it.
So they landed and heard mass, and then they made a
fire and put on a pot to boil that they might roast a
lamb for their Passover. But when the fire began to
blaze the island began to move under them, till their
hearts grew frightened and they ran, every man as fast
as he could, down to the water. And scarcely had they
got on board their ships again when the island vanished
in the sea. But still they knew not that it was a
whale, but thought it was enchantment. Then Brendan
told them it was no island, but
so large was that whale that its head and tail could
never meet, though it often tried to make them do so.
From this time they returned to that place every year
at Easter for seven years, and always the whale was
awaiting them.




Many were the wonders that Brendan and his men beheld
while they sailed over those seas, and often they
thought that the ship would be sucked down in the black
whirlpools or driven on the bare, sharp rocks, but in
the end they always escaped. Once they beheld a thick
cloud hanging before them, and when they drew nearer
they saw through the cloud a man sitting on a rock.
Before him hung a cloth which flapped in the wind on
his face, while icy waves broke over his head.



'Who are you?' asked Brendan, marvelling at the sight;
'and what do you here?' 


And the man answered: 'I am that most wretched Judas
who made the worst of all bargains, and once in seven
days grace is given me to escape from the fires of hell
and cool my burning soul in the sea.' 


[image: [Illustration]]


HOW ST. BRENDAN FOUND JUDAS ISCARIOT.


As they listened awe and pity fell upon the men, and
they rowed away in silence.



After they had left the rock of Judas behind them, they
passed an island whose cliffs were bright with flowers
and whose waters were blue and sparkling. But there was
no place for them to land between the cliffs, though
for twelve days they rowed round searching for one.
Only men's voices were heard singing praises to God,
and at the sound a deep sleep fell upon Brendan and his
companions. When they awoke a tablet of wax was lying
in their ship, and on it was written: 'Waste not time
in trying to enter this island, for that you will never
do. Return now to your country, for there is work for
you there, and in the end you shall come to
the land you are seeking.' And when Brendan had read
the words he commanded the men to row back to Ireland.



Seven years had now passed since Brendan sailed away,
and glad were the people to see him once more. They
pressed round him, eager to hear all that he had seen
and done, and they brought him gifts and besought him
for help in their troubles. He stayed with them for
awhile, and then he left them and went to Eirc, the
Bishop, and to Ita, his foster-mother. And Ita bade him
go into Connaught and build a ship, large enough to
withstand the waves of the ocean and to carry him to
the Land of Promise.



A long time that ship took in building, but when it was
finished he placed in it his monks and his servants who
had voyaged with him, and not knowing whither they
might be going, he ordered them to take seeds of corn
to sow and plants which they might put in the earth,
while some carpenters and blacksmiths came and begged
that they might sail in that ship also. At length all
was ready, everyone had gone on board and Brendan was
about to follow them, when the king's fool was seen
hurrying down the hill, and he made signs to Brendan to
stop.



'What is it, my son?' asked Brendan, when the fool drew
near, and the man fell on his knees and answered:



'O Brendan! have pity on my misery and take me also,
for I am weary of my life at the king's Court.' 


'Come then,' said Brendan, and the man climbed over the
ship's side and made one with the rest. Now there were
sixty men on board that vessel.



First they sailed north, towards the Isle of Arran, and
then the tiller was put about, and they sailed west.
Soon they reached a lofty island down whose sides the
rushing streams made music, but they could not land
by reason of the sea-cats which sat in crowds on the
rocks, waiting to devour them if they should go on
shore, or to swarm on the ship if it approached near
enough.



'What do these sea-cats want?' said one to another, and
Brendan answered, 'To eat us have they come.' Then he
spoke to the fool, saying:



'I hear the angels calling to you to go and enter into
eternal life,' and Brendan's words seemed good to the
fool, and he stood on the prow of the ship and leaped
ashore, his face shining with gladness at the thought
of giving his life to save his friends, and the
sea-cats rushed at him and devoured him, while the ship
rowed away and the men were unharmed.




Westward they went again, till they beheld another
island and on it was a church, and by the church an old
man praying. Now the old man was so thin that he seemed
to have nothing over his bones. He rose from his knees
at the sight of the ship, and hastened to the shore and
called loudly to Brendan: 'Flee swiftly or evil will
overtake you. Know that in this island is a great
sea-cat, tall as a young ox or a three-year-old horse,
for it has grown a monstrous size from feeding on the
fish, which, as you may behold, abound in these waters;
and the sea is as much its home as the land.' With that
they quickly took their seats and grasped their oars
and rowed away as fast as they could into the broad
ocean, but in the distance behind them they saw a
speck, and the speck grew larger and larger as it
swiftly drew nearer.



'It is the sea-cat,' said they, and the sea-cat it was,
with a boar's tusks in its head and its eyes bright as
a brazen pot; and its strength was the strength of a
lion, and its appetite that of a hound. As they looked
the men's hearts melted with fear and even Brendan
shrank at the sight of it, so they all prayed that they
might be delivered from that monster; and while they
prayed there appeared a huge whale right between them
and the sea-cat. Then a fight began, such as never
before had been seen in that ocean, and sometimes one
got the better and sometimes the other. But at length
the teeth of the sea-cat were so firmly fixed in the
body of the whale, and the whale's tail so tightly
wrapped round the legs of the sea-cat that neither
could swim any more, and they both sank to the bottom
and were made fast in the crack of a rock, so that they
died.



When Brendan and his men beheld that, they gave thanks
and rowed back to the island, where the old man stood
on the shore. He wept tears of joy at the sight of
them, for he had watched the sea-cat start in pursuit
of the ship and knew not what the end would be. So he
made them welcome, and sitting beside them on the
rocks, he told them how he had come there.



'There were twelve of us,' he said, 'and we set out
from Ireland to sail on a pilgrimage, and we brought
that monstrous sea-cat with us, for it was then small
as a little bird and very dear to us. After that it ate
of the fish that lie under the cliffs and grew large
and strong as you beheld it, but never did it harm any
of us. One by one, eleven of us died, and now that you
have come to listen to my confession, I can die also.' 


Then he made his confession, but first he showed them
how they should come to the Land of Promise which they
were seeking, and after that he died, and they buried
him with his brethren.




In those seas the islands are many, and often did
Brendan cause the anchor of the ship to be dropped, so
that he might land, lest anyone should be living in
that place, needing help or counsel. Sometimes he would
sail across the ocean so far that not so much as a bare
rock could he behold, nothing but water around him and
the sky above, unless indeed the prow of the vessel was
set northward, when wonderful pillars of glittering ice
would float towards them, showing colours of red and
green in the sunlight, and blue in the shadows as the
night came on. But well the helmsman knew that he must
keep far away from those mountains of ice, or they
would break his ship in pieces and drown all that were
therein.



'Set the ship's course to the southward, for the holy
St. Gildas has summoned me in a dream and we must needs
go to him,' said Brendan. For many days they sailed,
till at length a rough wild coast appeared before them.



'To-morrow we shall be there,' said he, 'if the wind is
behind us.' 


And the men were glad, for they had come from far and
were weary. That night Gildas in his monastery had a
dream also, and he saw in his dream Brendan and his
companions drawing near the shore. Then he bade much
food to be prepared, and ordered the porter to shut
fast the great door with iron bars and bolts that none
might enter. When Brendan and his monks stepped on land
it was all covered with snow, and thick soft flakes
were falling still, but none fell upon Brendan and his
friends. Greatly were they amazed to find the door
bolted and barred instead of standing wide, so that all
who would might enter. From within the porter heard
their voices and cried to them, 'I may not let you in,
but at the word of so holy a man the door will open.' At that Brendan bade Talmach, his follower, to stretch
forth his hand to the door, and as he did so the bolts
withdrew of themselves and they all passed into the
monastery.



Three days Brendan spent in that place, and then
Gildas, the wise, spoke to him, and this is what he
said: 'In the wilderness near by dwell a number of
fierce wild beasts, which are dreaded by all the
people, and are so bold that they even venture up the
gates of the monastery itself. No man has been able to
slay them, though many have sought to do so, so now
help us, and by the power given you subdue those beasts
so that they do no more hurt.' Then Brendan, with
Talmach, his follower, went into the wilderness, and
men on horses rode after them, to see what would
happen.



After walking for awhile over the wide moor, with gorse
and heather about them, they reached a cluster of
rocks, and beheld a lioness asleep in the sun, with her
cubs about her.



'Go and arouse her, O Talmach!' said Brendan, and
Talmach went. Softly though his feet sounded on the
grass the lioness heard him and sprang up with a roar,
which was echoed from the throats of the other beasts
who rushed to the spot where the man stood. But as they
came Brendan looked at them and said:



'Follow us now quietly, and let the cubs follow also,' and in this manner they returned to the town which lay
outside the monastery. At the gates Brendan stopped and
spoke to the wild beasts again, saying: 'From
henceforth you will guard the sheep and the cows when
they go out to feed, and will watch that no wolves come
near them.' And this the beasts did for evermore.




After this it was time for Brendan to sail northwards
again, and he took farewell of Gildas and entered his
ship. And near the Irish shore he stopped at a little
island, where an old man dwelt alone, and right glad
was the old man to see Brendan.



'How came you here?' asked the saint. 'You are so old
that many years must have passed since you quitted your
country.' 


'You say truly,' answered the hermit; 'and now you have
come to give me your blessing, I shall be suffered to
depart in peace, for I am tired of this life and would
fain be finished with it.' 


'Have you always been alone?' asked Brendan.



'No, verily,' answered the hermit. 'Once we were
three—young men all—who set out on a pilgrimage. A cake
for each was all the food we brought, but I took my
little cat also. For awhile after we left the shore we
rowed our boat, but then we cast away our oars and let
it drift as it would, knowing that the Lord would guide
us; and the waves rocked us till we found ourselves in
a harbour where green slopes ran down to the sea. There
we landed and looked about to choose a spot in which we
could build a church, and at last we found one in the
midst of the island. Then I looked round for my cat,
which I had forgotten, but it was nowhere to be seen,
which grieved me sorely, for much I loved it. In the
evening, when the sun was sinking over the sea, I
beheld a strange beast approaching from afar, but of a
shape that I knew not.



'What beast is that?' I said to my companions, and the
one whose eyes could reach beyond those of common men
answered me:



'It is your little cat, and in its mouth it bears a
salmon twice its own size.'  'And my heart rejoiced to
know my little cat was coming back to me. And thrice
each day the little cat brought us a salmon in his
mouth. But at length the thought entered our minds that
it was not the duty of a pilgrim to let himself be fed
by a cat, although in our setting out we knew not that
so it would be. And one said: "Though we brought no
food with us, yet in bringing our cat we
brought plenty. We will therefore eat no more of the
cat's providing, but he shall eat of the salmon
himself. Yet, because he has been kind to us, we will
be kind to him all the days of his life." So we fasted
for twenty-four hours, and then it was made known to us
that on the altar of the church we would find every day
a wheaten cake and a piece of fish for each man.



'Since that, many years have passed. My friends have
died and my cat, and now give me your blessing, that I
may die also.' 


Then Brendan blessed him, and he died as he had wished.




The ship sailed away till it reached an island known as
the Paradise of Birds, for snow-white birds covered it
from end to end, as many and as bright as the angels of
Heaven. Thence they set the helm westwards, and, when
forty days were over, a thick cloud wrapped the vessel,
so that the men could scarce see each other. But after
an hour the cloud vanished; a great light shone round
about them, and there lay before them the island they
had sought for seven years.



'Rest here awhile, O weary ones!'  said a voice, 'for
this is the Land of Promise.' So they rested and ate of
the fruits, and listened to heavenly music and gazed at
the flowers which were brighter far than those of
earth. And when they were rested an angel came to them
and bade them return home, for their wanderings were
done and the work of Brendan lay in his monastery among
his own people.



But fruits and precious stones they were to bear with
them, so that all might know whither they had come.



This is the story of Brendan.



The Charm Queller



Senan, the son of Gergenn, was seven days old when his
mother went to the well to draw water and carried him
with her. Though it was autumn, the sun shone hotly,
and the pitcher of water was heavy, so the woman
stopped and plucked some ripe blackberries which hung
over the path. But Senan, who always showed wisdom
concerning the things of life, lifted up his voice, and
said to her:



'O mother! it is not right to eat at this time. Will
not the meal be cooked and my father be waiting when we
reach the door? Leave then the berries on their
stalks.' And the woman listened to her son's words.



Now Senan's parents had two farms, and sometimes they
lived at one and sometimes at the other. And whenever
they wished to change they bade Senan their son go
before to see that all was ready. Always Senan had a
comfortable house for them, and sheds for the cattle
they drove before them, and a yard for the fowls, and
everything that they needed. For he loved to give help,
and none knew how to do it better than he.



But once it happened that Senan had not gone to the
farm as he had been bidden to do, for a neighbour was
in trouble and wanted counsel. As soon as his mother
beheld him enter the house, when she thought he was far
away, she was angry and spoke hard words, telling him
that nought would be prepared, and the fault would be
his.



'Small use you are to us,' she ended in wrath. But
Senan only smiled at her.



'Be at rest, O mother!'  he said. 'Fear not, you shall
have what is needful;' and as they journeyed towards
the farm they beheld the sheds and the house and the
tools, which they had left behind, flying past them
through the air; and the things settled themselves
down, each in its own place.



Other miracles were done by Senan before he had yet
reached manhood, but they are too many to tell. The
time was now near when he should become a priest,
though he knew it not, and this is how that came to
pass.



Gergenn, his father, one day bade Senan take the oxen
out of the farm in the west, and drive them towards the
farm in the east, and Senan got ready to do his
bidding. The way was long, and at nightfall they still
had far to travel, for oxen go slowly. Senan was
puzzled where he should leave the oxen till the
morning, for the tide was full, and it would be many
hours before he could drive them along the sands. Glad
was he then, when he perceived the fortress of Machar
close by, for surely, he thought, there will be a
courtyard there, where my beasts may shelter. So he
commanded the beasts to lie down where they stood and
await him, while he knocked at the door of the house.



Now Machar was not in the fort on that night, and the
steward whom he had left in charge spoke rude words to
Senan and refused him entrance, and Senan returned to
where his oxen lay and sat beside them till the tide
should flow out again; and as soon as the sands were
clear he called the oxen to rise up and go, and he
himself followed behind them, the waves washing his
heels as he went. He was angry and sore at the way in
which he had been treated at the fortress of Machar,
and he said to himself as he followed his oxen over the
sands:



'I have done this work long enough. Henceforth I
will do that of a priest,' and as he spoke he broke
the spear he held in his hand to drive away the wolves,
and he tied the two pieces into a cross and set it
firmly in the ground beyond high-water mark; then,
kneeling beside it, he made a vow.



After that, he rose and went his way, not knowing that
during the next night the fortress of Machar was
plundered by robbers and the wife of Machar carried
captive.




Leaving the oxen with his father, Senan journeyed to a
holy man named Cassidan, who made him a priest, and
taught him his psalms, and the rules which were to
guide him through life. But if he expected to escape
from herding cattle, greatly was he mistaken, for he
found that every man in the school of Cassidan took his
turn in driving the cows and calves that belonged to
the church to pasture; and though the beasts went
quietly enough with all others, as soon as Senan called
them from their sheds into the fields a spirit of evil
seemed to take possession of them. When he collected
the calves on one side to drive them into a meadow by
themselves, the cows would follow after them, and go
each one to her own calf, and when he collected the
cows on the other side the calves would run after them,
each one to its own mother. This they did many times,
till Senan drew a line with his staff on the ground
between them, and neither dare step over it.



Then he took out his Psalter and learnt his psalms,
till the hour came for the cows to be milked.



In that year a great famine fell upon the land, and
robbers went about plundering the people. On a certain
night one robber said to another, 'Let us go, when it
grows dark, to the mill of Cell Manach where a solitary
man grinds corn; and easily can we slay him, and bring
home enough corn to last us many weeks.' 


'We will do that,' answered his companion, and they set
out forthwith. In the door was a hole, and through the
hole the robbers peeped, and in the mill they saw not
one man but two;  and one was reading, and the other was
grinding the corn. Now the man who was reading was
Senan.



'What shall we do?' the robbers 
asked each other. 'Shall
we enter and attack them?' but the wiser answered,



'No; for if we are two, they are two also. Let us wait
until the miller, who is grinding the corn, goes back
to his home with the corn he has ground. We can then
kill him and carry off his sack. As for the other
fellow I do not know who he is, only that he is of
another household from the miller, and will go his own
way.' 


So they hid till the grinding was ended, and Senan who
was reading his book lay down and slept. But the man
who was grinding the corn did not sleep. By and bye the
dawn broke and the sun rose, and still no one had left
the mill. Then Senan got up and opened the door, and
the robbers entered and spoke to him, saying: 'Who was
with you while you were reading and sleeping, and where
is he?' 


At that Senan looked at them and made answer—'He that
keepeth Israel shall neither slumber nor sleep.' 


And the robbers understood that it was Christ Himself
who had come there to protect Senan His servant; and
they repented, and left off doing evil.




As Senan had passed his days in his father's house
working on the farm, when he went to live with Notal in
the school after he became a priest, he was given, as
has been told, the charge of the beasts and of the
daily food required for everyone. This was how he came
to visit the mill on the night when the robbers went to
attack it, for the owner, whom he had thought to find
there, was a friend, and often Senan helped him in his
work. In the house of Notal there was a mill likewise,
and there Senan ground the corn to be made into bread.
This he generally did at night, after milking the cows.



'Give me, I pray you, a candle,' he said one evening to
the cook; 'I need one to grind the corn, and there are
no more left.' 


'The new candle-wicks are not yet dipped in the
tallow,' answered the cook; 'but take this, it may
serve you for the present,' and Senan took the candle
he held out and went into the mill.



At the end of a week the cook remembered about the
candle, and thought to himself that it must have been
burnt out long ago, and he wondered how Senan had got
another. So curious was he, that he ran to the mill and
looked through the keyhole and beheld Senan sitting by
the candle, reading, while the mill ground of itself.



Great was his surprise, but he said nothing, and crept
away; and the next night he came again, and again
beheld Senan reading by the candle and the mill
grinding alone. Thus it happened thrice, and the third
time the grinding was finished, and Senan gave the
candle to the cook, and the candle was as long at the
end of the week as it was at the beginning, which thing
was truly a marvel.



By this time the fame of Senan had spread far and wide,
and many were the people who flocked to his presence,
some for one reason and some for another, but mostly to
ask him to come and live amongst them. When Notal, his
counsellor, knew of their desire he sent for Senan, and
bade him listen to the words of the multitude and to
choose a place where he might dwell, at any rate, for a
while. So, much against his will, Senan
obeyed the voice of Notal, and went for awhile to
Inniscorthy.




After Senan had preached some time to the people of
Inniscorthy he left them, and journeyed from one town
to another, founding churches. At Inis Mor, or the
'great island,' the monks drew water to be used for the
church from a well that was in a rock near by, and one
evening they came to the Bishop and told him that the
water had been defiled by a woman who had washed her
child's clothes in it.



'That is an evil deed,' said the Bishop when he heard
of it, 'and evil will come of it.' 


Then spoke Libern, the son of Dail: 'The son of the
woman has gone from her over the edge of Ireland,' for
the boy was playing on the cliff and his foot slipped,
and he fell down into the water. As soon as the news
reached his mother, loudly did she wail, and hastened
to Senan and told him what had happened to the child,
and Senan was wrath and went to the Bishop.



'O Setna,' said he, 'it is you and Libern also who, in
revenge for the defiling of the water, cast a spell on
the boy, and are the cause of his death. Go, and let
Libern go with you, and leave him to do penance on a
rock in the midst of the sea, and find the child and
carry him to his mother.' So with shame in his heart
the Bishop did as Senan bade him, and left Libern on
the rock, and sought the boy, whom he found at the
bottom of the tall cliff playing with the waves, which
laughed about him; and the child laughed too, and
gathered up the white foam in his hands and sucked it,
for he thought it was the milk, fresh from the cow,
which foamed and bubbled. The Bishop was glad when he
saw the boy and knew he was still alive, and, lifting
him in his arms, bore him to the boat and brought him
to Senan, and Senan carried him to his mother.



'The Lord has forgiven Libern,' said Senan to the
Bishop, 'for the sea has left the rock dry. Fetch him,
therefore, and bring him hither.' 


Thus Libern came off the rock, knowing his sin had been
pardoned, and humble of heart stood before Senan.



'Can we find water here, O Senan! if the well is
defiled?' asked he, and Senan answered:



'Thrust the crozier which is beside your foot into the
earth, and water in abundance will gush out.' So Libern
thrust in the crozier and water gushed out as Senan had
foretold, and the spring is called 'The well of Libern' unto this day.




Senan was sitting on the flagstone in front of his
house when Raphael the Archangel appeared before him.



'Behold the island that is in the midst of the sea,' said Raphael. 'God has set there an awful monster to
keep it, so that no sinner should enter therein; but
now you are to go there and found a church, and the
monster shall be cast out, lest it frighten those that
follow you.' 


'What is timely to God is timely to me,' answered
Senan, and then the angels that were with Raphael took
up the flagstone with Senan upon it, and bore him
across the sea to a high hill in the middle of the
island, and there they left him, and went to seek the
monster.
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"Raphael and the Angels carry St. Senan to the Island."


Greatly marvelled the monster when it beheld the angels
in the guise of men approaching, for never before had
it seen a living creature upon the island; and as it
went swiftly to meet them, the earth trembled under its
feet. Fearful and wonderful was that beast to look upon: 
a horse's mane was on its neck, and in its head a
single eye, crimson and angry. The feet of it were
thick, and its nails of iron, so that sparks of fire
flew out of the rocks as it passed over them, while its
breath scorched the grass and flowers which grew in the
cracks. Its tail was borrowed from a whale, and its
body seemed as long as the island itself; and when it
entered the sea, the water boiled and fizzled from the
heat that proceeded from it.



The monster moved quickly past the angels and drew near
to the place where Senan was awaiting it, its mouth
open wide so that the saint could gaze right into the
middle of it. But he raised his hand, and made the sign
of the cross, and the beast stopped and was silent.



'Leave this island, I command you,' said Senan, 'and
see that you do no hurt to any, wherever you may go.' 


Then the monster turned and entered the sea and swam
across to the land, and from that day forth it harmed
no one.




Now when news reached the King of that part of the
country that Senan was dwelling in the island, and had
caused the monster to abandon it, he was very wrath,
and bade the brothers of Senan—Coel and Liath—go and
cast out the saint. But when they landed and found
Senan he refused to do their bidding, saying that the
King claimed what was not his, and had no power to
thrust him out.



'If you will not come for our asking, we shall have to
make you,' said they, and they took his hands and
dragged him down the cliff. There Liath loosed the hand
he held, but Coel dragged him over the stones of the
beach till his bones were wellnigh broken.



'Why do you not help me?' asked Coel in anger, and
Liath answered:



'I will not do it, and I grieve for the harm I have
already caused him.' 


'Why,' asked Coel again, 'should you forfeit your own
lands—for the King will assuredly take them from
you—rather than thrust this man from a place which is
none of his?' 


'Because it is easier even to leave Ireland than to do
ill to Senan,' replied Liath; and without him, Coel
could not prevail over Senan, so he entered the boat
with Liath and sailed away from the island to his home; 
and as he stepped through the door of his house,
his foot slipped and he fell, striking his head against
a sharp corner so that he died, and soon his children
died also and his lands fell to Senan. When Liath saw
that, he returned and told Senan what had happened, and
of the death of Coel.



'You did well,' answered Senan, 'not to join Coel in
his strife with the will of God, for had you done this,
you also would be lying dead and your children
likewise, as Coel's children are lying.' 


As soon as the King's steward heard these tidings, 
he hastened to tell his master, who was very wrath, and
sent for his wizard to take counsel with him about the
matter; and when it was laid before him, the wizard
answered:



'Be not troubled concerning this, O King! for I will
cast a charm over Senan, and either he shall die or he
shall yield the lands up to you.' 


'So do,' replied the King, 'and I will reward you.' 


After that the wizard went to the island and to the
spot where Senan dwelt, and chanted spells against him,
bidding him give up the land lest evil should befall
him.  But Senan cared nothing for his words, and said
that he had charms which were stronger than any the
wizard could cast, and that he might do his worst. This
angered the wizard, and he threw a spell over the sun,
so that thick darkness settled on the face of the
island; but Senan charmed away the darkness, and the
sun shone bright as before. After that the wizard
conjured up a storm, and the air was rent with thunders
and
lightnings; but Senan caused the storm to cease, and it
hurt no one. More spells the wizard cast, but never
could he prevail against Senan, and at last he said:



'I go out of this island to a place you know not, but
by and bye I will come again.' 


'You will never come again,' answered Senan, 'and it
will not be lucky for you in the place to which you
go,' and his words angered the wizard a second time,
and he charmed a mist to cover the land, so that Senan
might not tell whither he went. Safely he reached an
island which lay across the sea, but in the night the
wind blew the waves so that they covered the island,
and all that dwelt in it were drowned and the wizard
likewise.




Donnan, the son of Liath—Senan's brother—came to the
island to learn reading and the rules of the church in
the school of the monks. One day Donnan was bidden by
Senan to go down to the shore, to cut seaweed for him.
So Donnan called two little boys who were at the school
also, and they climbed over the rocks, which stretched
far out into the sea, where the seaweed grew thickest.



'I will go back now,' said Donnan after a while, 'for I
have work to do; and when that is finished I will
return for you and the seaweed, which you have
gathered.' 


Then he rowed back to the land, but as soon as he got
out of the boat a wave carried it away, and there was
no other on the island.



On the rock the boys sat waiting, and they watched the
sea creeping closer and closer till it touched their
feet, and gently it floated them off the rock and they
were drowned; and on the morrow after the tide was
high, their bodies were found lying on the sand, and
they looked happy and peaceful as if they slept. 



When their father and mother heard this, they
hastened to the shore, and raised a great cry, 'Give us
back our children, O Senan the Saint!' 


Then said Senan:



'Go, Donnan, and bid the boys arise,' and Donnan
hastened to the sea and beheld the boys lying there, and
called to them:



'Arise, and speak unto your parents, for thus are you
bidden by Senan.' At his words the boys stood up and,
turning to their parents, they said 'An ill-deed have
you done, bringing us out of the land we had reached.' 


Wonderingly their mother answered: 'Why? Would you
rather stay in that land than come home to us?' 


But the boys cried with one voice: 'Though the whole
world were given us, and all the glory of it, it would
seem a prison after the land from which you have
summoned us. Keep us not here; but it will be granted
that, for our sakes, you shall suffer no sorrow.' 


So they died; and their bodies were buried before the
convent where Senan dwelt.




At length the time came when it was made known to Senan
that the day of his death drew near. He kept silence,
and revealed it to none, but hastened to finish the
work which had been given him, that none might be left
undone. When all was completed he bade farewell to his
friends, and lay down, waiting.



'Let my body lie here till dawn,' he said to his monks,
and they did as he bade them; and in the dawn they rose
up and carried it out, and buried it with great honour.



Colette



In the year 1381, when Richard II was King of England,
though always boasting that he was a Frenchman born, a
carpenter, called Robert Boellet, dwelt with his wife
in the little town of Corbie, in Picardy. Ever since
they had been married the Boellets had longed for a
baby, and now to their great joy a plump little girl
lay in the little wooden cradle.



'There is only one name we can give her, of course,' said the proud mother, and the father answered:



'Yes, she must have the name of St. Nicholas, the
patron saint of all children,' so the baby was
christened Nicolette.



Though Nicolette's father was only a carpenter he made
plenty of money by his trade. He bought several houses
in Corbie, and gave one of them to be a home for
friendless people who had got into bad ways, where they
stayed till they had learned to do better and their
neighbours would employ them again. Boellet was held in
great respect by the townsmen; many was the quarrel
which was brought to him to decide, and seldom was his
decision disputed. The abbot, too, of the big
Benedictine monastery which towered above the town, set
much store by him, and not a stroke of work was done in
the abbey without the knowledge and superintendence of
Master Boellet. As for his wife, she kept the house
clean and cooked the food, and did not even think of
having a servant to help her.
But she never missed going to church early every
morning, and very soon she took Colette with her.



From the first the child was a solitary little
creature; she never cared to play with other children,
but would sit for hours at a time by her mother's
spinning wheel listening to stories from the Gospels,
or kneeling by her side in church. As she grew older,
her parents sent her to some kind of a school where she
was, perhaps, taught to read and write as well as to
spin; but books were very scarce in those days, before
printing was invented, and had all to be copied by
hand. Everyone liked her, she was so kind and had such
a pleasant voice, and she was always ready to do
anything harmless that her schoolfellows wanted, even
if it was to play games which she hated. After a while
she used to slip away and hide from them, often under
her own bed at home, but probably they soon guessed how
unwilling she was and let her alone, for nothing is so
dull as to play a game with a person who does not care
for it.




Now, it was the custom in the monastery of Corbie to
sing the office of matins in the middle of the night,
and very often some of the townspeople were present.
When Colette was about eleven she was seized with a
longing to go with them, and night after night she left
her room to join the company on their way to the
monastery. We do not know whether she told her parents
where she was going, but, as they had always allowed
her to attend what services she pleased, she would
probably never have thought she was doing any wrong,
nor, it seems, would they have thought of it either, if
some busybodies had not begun to find fault.



'How strange of Monsieur and Madame Boellet,' whispered
they, 'to let a child of that age be going to church at
an hour when she ought to be asleep. No good would come
of it, of that they might be quite sure.
But, after all, it was well known that since Colette
was born, neither father nor mother had ever said her
nay, so what could you expect?'  And the gossip grew
louder and louder, till, at length, it reached the ears
of Colette's parents. Madame Boellet, who thought that
her little girl was as much under the direct guidance
of God as was the infant Samuel, wished to take no
notice, and to let her daughter attend matins as
before, but the carpenter held a different view of the
matter.



'There was a great deal of truth in what the
neighbours said,' he told his wife, 'and if Colette
wanted to go to church, she could do so by day. As to
matins in the monastery, he would have no more of it,' and he ordered Colette to sleep in a little room,
almost a closet, which could only be reached by passing
through the chamber in which her parents slept.



Thus the matter would have ended had it not been for
the interference of a friend of the family, one Adam
Monnier, who openly disagreed with Boellet, and told
him that Colette was not to be treated like other
children; and that he would himself take her every
night to the monastery. But Boellet naturally thought
that it was he, and not Monnier, who was responsible
for the safety of his own child, and answered that he
had made up his mind as to what was best, and expected
to be obeyed. So far, Colette seems to have made no
resistance, but one night when her father and mother
were asleep, the little girl was awakened by a voice
calling softly to her from the window:



'Colette! Colette! It is I, Adam Monnier, I have a
ladder here, and have come to take you to matins. It
will be all right. I will arrange it with your father.' 


Of course, Adam Monnier must have known perfectly well
that it was extremely wrong of him to tempt Colette to
disobey her father's express orders, or he would not
have come in this secret way. And Colette, who was
always thought to be so much better and holier than
other children, and who spent half her life in church
and on her knees, was equally wrong to listen. However,
she did not stop to consider what was right or wrong,
but at once got up, and after dressing herself quickly,
scrambled out of the window and was carried by Monnier
down to the ground. And off the two culprits went to
the monastery.



We do not know what Boellet said the next day to the
friend who had interfered in what did not concern him,
or to his disobedient daughter, but he took the best
measures he could to keep her at home, by fitting up an
oratory for her, where she could pray when she was not
in church. This delighted Colette; she felt as if she
owed it to Adam Monnier, and preferred consulting him
to anyone else. He was always ready to encourage her,
and by his advice she not only persuaded her mother to
give her nothing but common or ugly garments, but wore
rough cords round her body, and secretly left the bed,
on which she now slept in a corner of her parents'
 room, to lie on some knotted twigs on the floor. Still,
in spite of her care for her own soul, Colette had
thought left for others, and used to save part of her
food, and whatever clothes she was allowed to give
away, for the sick and poor about her.




So the years went on, and Colette was nearly grown up,
but at sixteen she was no taller than she had been at
ten or eleven.



'You are so small that you will never be able to keep
the house clean when your mother dies,' remarked her
father one day, seeing Colette in vain trying to lift
something from a shelf that was out of her reach, and
though the words hurt her the girl knew that they were
true. What would become of them when her mother died?
and she was nearly sixty now. Night and day the thought
troubled her, and at length she resolved to go on a
pilgrimage to the shrine of a saint not very far from
Corbie to ask for help, as many of her friends had done
before her.



'Let me become tall and strong,' she prayed, and tall
and strong she became, to her great joy, so that when
her mother died she was able to take her place and do
all that was required of her.



'What a good daughter old Robert Boellet has,' said the
neighbours, when their own girls wished to leave their
work and dance in the meadows by the river; and the
children, instead of disliking her because she was held
up to them as an example, would go and talk to her and
ask her questions about her faith, till the numbers who
flocked to her teaching were so large that no room in
her father's house was big enough to hold them.



For the most part the people saw nothing but good come
of the talks, and were grateful to Colette for the
difference it made to their children's lives. But some
persons were discontented, and complained to the Bishop
of Amiens that it was not fitting that a young girl
should take on herself the office of a preacher. The
bishop listened to all they had to say, and sent a
priest to hear her secretly; and the priest was so
touched and interested in her words that at the end he
stood up and thanked her, and returning to the bishop
told him he was quite content.



But if the bishop and the priest were satisfied, the
others were not. Once more complaints were made, and
this time Colette was summoned to Amiens.



'Keep silence for a little while, my daughter,' said
the bishop, 'and let men's minds grow calm again. Then,
when peace has been restored, you may continue your
work.' 


So Colette went back to her home and kept the house
clean, and tended her father, now in his last
illness. Very soon he died, leaving his property to his
daughter, and herself to the care of Raoul, abbot of
the monastery.



Left alone, Colette thought that at last she might
indulge in what she had always longed for—a life of
entire solitude, devoted wholly to prayer. Great as was
her love and respect for her guardian, Raoul the abbot,
she had fears that he might think it his duty to find
her a husband, and in this she was perfectly right.
Therefore, without giving him or anyone else notice of
her intention, she set out for Amiens to consult a
famous priest, Father Bassadan, on what she ought to
do.



The priest bade her do nothing hurriedly. 'He that
believeth shall not make haste.' She must think over it
all calmly and quietly and come to him again. Colette
obeyed, and, when he perceived that she was in a fit
state to decide, he bade her make her own choice as to
what convent or order she would enter. It was not very
easy to satisfy her, and she tried several different
communities, both at Corbie and elsewhere, but they all
of them fell short of the strictness she desired.
Finally, her life was determined by a meeting with a
great Franciscan monk travelling through Picardy. To
him she told the tale of her disappointments in the
past and her doubts for the future.
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THE PRIEST LISTENS TO COLETTE'S PREACHING.


'Be a recluse, my daughter, and thus will you find the
peace you seek,' he said; and by the joy that filled
her, Colette knew that that was what she wanted.




A recluse! Can you guess what that means? Not a hermit
dwelling apart in a cell, where at any time a traveller
riding by may seek shelter, and the 'solitary' can hear
again news of the world he has left, or, at any rate,
listen to human speech. Not a monk or a nun in a
convent, where, though the gates are shut, there is
left human companionship, and common duties and
interests
which every life, however simple, that is lived with
others must hold. But to Colette a recluse meant to be
alone always, and in one place, with one small window
in her cell looking into the church; and that she might
speak only through a grating to the two girls who
brought her daily the vegetables and bread for her one
meal. And this to last, perhaps, for fifty years, for
at this time she was only twenty-two!  No wonder Raoul
the abbot tried his hardest to dissuade her. It was
quite useless, so he could but obey her wishes, and,
selling the houses her father had given her, she placed
the money in the hands of the parish priest to be
divided amongst the poor.



The angles between the walls of the Church of St.
Etienne and the Benedictine cloister were built up, and
a short staircase ending in a grating led up to the two
tiny cells in which the recluse was to live. When all
was ready a solemn service was held, and amidst the
grief and tears of her old friends, Colette, with
Father Pinet beside her, walked behind the procession
of the clergy to the chamber on the walls. Steadily,
and without lifting her eyes, she entered, and the
door, which she hoped never to pass again, was shut on
her by the abbot.




It is a comfort to think that even Colette understood
that it was not possible to fill her life entirely with
prayers and holy thoughts, however much she might wish
to do so; or rather, that her hands must be employed
for part of the day, whatever her mind might be fixed
on. She kept in order the beautiful linen of the
church, and not a day passed that the girls who brought
her food did not also bring some garments belonging to
the poor people, to be patched or darned.



Soon, there arose a longing in the breasts of those who
had watched her from a child, or even in strangers who
had heard of the 'Saint of Corbie,' to take counsel
with her as to their troubles and difficulties. Day by
day they pressed up the narrow staircase as far as the
grille or grating, pouring out their trials to Colette
who sat on the other side. Hour by hour they came, and
in such numbers that at last her friend, Father Pinet,
interfered, and fixed certain hours at which only she
could be seen. For awhile she listened with sympathy,
and gave carefully-considered answers to all who asked
her advice; and whatever she said they implicitly
believed and faithfully acted on. But at length she
grew weary of her task. She wanted, it would seem, to
serve God in her own way, not in His. She wished to be
free to pray all day, not to help her neighbours in the
only way in which she could now help them. 'These
people,' she said, 'rob me of my time, and interfere
with my devotions'; and at last she obtained leave to
shut out everything that reminded her of the world.
Only her two friends might bring her food as before,
and they  were to be silent.



A great cry of disappointment arose in Corbie, in which
the clergy joined. But, though Colette may have guessed
at their feelings, no echo of their murmurs reached her
ears. Perhaps she would not have cared, even had she
known how much unhappiness and disturbance she was
causing. 'There was very little left of the human in
Colette,' says one of her biographers and fondest
admirers; forgetting that there was so vast a humanity
left up to the end, in the Lord whom she wished to
serve.



Little though she knew it, only one more year remained
of her present mode of existence, but the four years
she passed in the cell of a recluse were laden,
according to her own account, with strange experiences.
Not very long after she had entered, whispers began to
be heard among the townspeople of temptations by the
Evil One himself; of visions of spectres, meant to
terrify her into calling for man's aid to dispel them;
of awful shrieks and screams, coming, none could tell
from where; of loathsome animals, of shapes known and
unknown, playing round her cell. Any tale of horror
that had ever been told, was now told of Colette, and,
weakened as she was with fasting and want of air, all
seemed real to her, and no doubt she suffered as much
as if she had indeed seen outward things of the kind
she described. But the end of each trial was always the
same: Satan was overcome; and exhausted by the
struggle Colette was left for awhile in peace.



It was in the last year of her life as a recluse that,
when praying in her oratory, she had a vision of St.
Francis and learned that she was set aside for the
reformation of the great orders he had founded, into
which abuses had already crept. Not desiring to leave
her cell she put the vision from her, or rather, tried
to do so, for it would not go. In despair she sent for
Father Pinet, but he could only bid her pray. The
struggle with her own will and the path she had chosen
lasted many days.  At length she gave in and agreed to
return to the world, which she hoped she had quitted
for ever.



It was through a Franciscan friar, Henri de Baume by
name, that Colette obtained from the pope the necessary
dispensation from the vows she had taken of perpetual
seclusion. At that time there were two popes supported
by different nations, and the papal palace at Avignon,
where one of them lived through most of the fourteenth
century, was, and still is, one of the glories of
France. Party hate between their followers was as
fierce as it had been in Italy a century before, in the
strife of emperor and pope, of Guelf and Ghibelline.
The pope had left, and loud was the clamour that the
people should leave, Avignon and return to Rome. But
there were still two or three popes instead of one, and
it was this scandal that Colette and Father Henri de
Baume meant to fight.



Under his protection, and that of a noble lady, the
Baroness de Brissay, Colette left Corbie so early one
morning that scarcely anyone was up to bid her
farewell. It almost broke her heart to quit her cell,
which she called paradise, and she could hardly tear
herself away from it. Passing through Paris, the little
company travelled to Dijon, the capital of the great
Duchy of Burgundy, and then turned sharp to the south
where the Count of Savoy awaited her, and down to Nice
where the anti-pope, Benedict XIII was, at that time,
living. To him she presented a petition, beseeching him
to allow her to enter the Order of the Poor Clares—an
order for women closely associated with the Order of
St. Francis—and to follow strictly the rule laid down
by the foundress. The pope not only granted this, but
made Colette, who was not yet even a nun,
abbess-general over the whole three orders, with power
to open fresh houses if they were needed; while Father
Henri was created superior-general over all the houses
that should submit to being reformed. Then she was
consecrated a nun, and allowed to enter on her duties
as abbess without going through the months of training
known as 'the period of noviciate.' At first she shrunk
from the responsibility; she longed to be simply
'Sister Colette,' but Father Henri pointed out that she
could not take her hand from the plough, and must pray
for courage to do her work.



And here we must leave her. Henceforth, her path was
clear, and, in spite of opposition where she often
expected help, and abuse where she thought to have
found love, her work prospered. As, nearly three
hundred years later in the case of Mère Angélique,
whole families of well-born novices with everything to
hold them to the world, enlisted under her banner. Far
and near she
went, attracting all by her preaching and holy life. At
Baume, the house placed at her disposal soon grew too
small for the numbers that flocked into it, and they
moved to a large convent at Besançon, empty of all its
community except two nuns. The archbishop and a vast
multitude received her, and daily the people thronged
for advice to the gate of the convent as they had once
done to the cell at Corbie.



Other houses were shortly needed, and Colette was
forced to take many journeys to found them. They were
mostly situated in the east of France, for the Duchess
of Burgundy was her friend and helper. Again, like Mère
Angélique in after years, she kept herself informed of
the state of every convent, and dealt with every
difficulty herself. She was still believed to perform
miracles, and certainly she had complete faith in her
own power to accomplish them, but the visions of wild
beasts which had so terrified her in her cell never
came back. Instead, birds flew about her, and a lark
drank from her cup, while a lamb trotted after her and
stood quiet in her oratory while she prayed. In her
last years a convent was opened at Amiens and the
inhabitants of Corbie offered land for a religious
house, but the Benedictine monks would not allow her to
build it. This was a bitter sorrow to the abbess, and
it is very likely that it preyed on her mind on a cold
winter journey to Ghent. At any rate, a change was
noticed in her soon after her arrival there, and she
laid herself down for the last time, covering her head
with a black veil. In three days she died, at the time
that Nicholas V was elected pope, and received the
submission of the Duke of Savoy. Truly she might be
accounted happy in her death. The scandal of the
anti-pope, which had so grieved her, was ended, and but
a few years before France had been delivered from the
English by the sword of a girl.



St. Columba



It is always very hard to understand the lives led by
people in our own country hundreds and hundreds of
years ago, when they had none of the things that are so
common with us that we do not even think about them. We
can picture quite easily the manners in which the
Greeks, the Romans, or even the Assyrians, passed their
time, for the customs of the dwellers in cities are
really much the same in all ages; but as for knowing
the ways of the wild men who had their homes where
Belfast or Glasgow or Aberdeen now stand—why that is a
very different matter! If you had been travelling
slowly and painfully through the British Isles fourteen
hundred years ago, in the sixth century after Christ,
you would hardly have recognised it to be the same
country which you know so well. The sea is the only
thing that is quite unchanged. On the East Coast of
England even that has advanced nearer and nearer, till
the base of the cliffs has been eaten away, and rocks
have fallen and whole towns have been swallowed up by
the waves. The mountains too, may not have worn
exactly the same shapes that we look at. Snow and ice
have torn great holes in their sides, and the rocks,
slipping down, have changed the courses of the rivers.
Instead of turf and heather, forests then often grew up
to the top; and the swampy lands, at that time bright
in the summer with forget-me-nots and yellow
water-lilies, are now golden with corn and pretty
dancing oats.




Thus it was into a world strange to us that Columba was
born in the year 520. His parents were kinsmen of some
of the proudest Irish kings, and his mother's name
Ethne, or Enna, as it is called, is still to be found
among Irish children. They had their home in a wild
part of Donegal, on the north-west Coast of Ireland,
where you can lie on the great cliffs all day, and look
far out across the Atlantic, while clouds of sea-birds
flutter and screech around you. Sea-trout and other
fish were to be had for the asking, and wild duck and
game abounded in the marshes and forests further
inland.



We are not told how Columba passed his boyhood, but we
may be sure that besides fishing, and shooting with his
bow and arrow, he was taught the Christian faith, and
heard tales from his mother of the manner in which the
saints of old had died rather than sacrifice on the
altars of the pagans. By and bye Ethne noticed that the
boy spent less and less time in the sports which once
had filled his thoughts, and more and more alone
brooding. Now and then he would ask her a question, but
for the most part he was silent. She guessed what was
working in his mind, but said nothing, and waited till
he should speak.



At length the moment came. He wanted to be a priest.
Would his father and mother tell him what to do?




A few months later Columba set out and walked over the
mountains, and across what we now call Ulster, till he
reached Strangford Lough, on the eastern coast of
Ireland. On the shores of the bay, which is almost a
lake, dwelt Bishop Finnian, whose fame for holiness had
spread even into Donegal. On hearing the youth's
errand, the Bishop gave him a warm welcome, and
promised to teach him all he knew. So for several years
Columba remained in this quiet place, where, when the
Bishop thought him fit, he was ordained deacon.



After that, St. Finnian thought that Columba had stayed
with him long enough, and that it would be better for
him to learn from other teachers. So with great sorrow
he bade the young man farewell, and commanded him to
take counsel of his friend Gemman, and to follow his
advice. This Columba promised to do, and the advice
Gemman gave him was to go into a monastery, where,
after a while, he was made priest.



The monasteries of those days were not the big stone
buildings they became many centuries later, but in
general were nothing better than a collection of huts,
with an oratory for the monks to pray in. Columba
wandered from one to the other, till at length he began
to weary of new faces and strange speech, and to long
for his native country; and one day he said good-bye to
his friends, and in 545, when he was twenty-five years
old, he turned his face northwards and once more
entered Ulster, then known as Scotia. This is very
confusing, as in reading of those days we must never
forget that the 'Scots' are really the men of Ulster.



Now Irishmen have always got the character of being
fond of fighting, and there are no better soldiers in
the whole British Army. But when they carry their love
of a fight into their daily life they are apt to get
into trouble. At that time everybody fought in Ireland.
Even the women were expected to take their part in a
battle, just as the Amazons did in the Greek stories.
Bishops and priests, holy as many of them were
accounted, were foremost in all the quarrels, and for
hundreds of years formed with their followers a large
portion of the armies all over Europe. It is no
surprise,
therefore, to learn that after awhile Columba, who had
been travelling about founding churches and
monasteries, was accused of stirring up strife between
some of the Irish kings, which ended in bloodshed. For
this he was excommunicated, that is, forbidden to say
mass or perform any of the church services, and as life
was very painful to him under these circumstances, he
resolved to cross the water and take up his abode in
the new lands to the north, where he might be free. One
morning he set sail in a small boat, and, with a fair
south wind behind him, landed at the island of Hy or
Iona, where he spent the thirty-four years that
remained to him, though he visited Ireland more than
once and loved it more than any place on earth.




The island of Iona, for ever bound up with the name of
St. Columba, lay on the border between the Christian
Scots, who had previously come over from Ireland and
had settled in the country, and the pagan Picts, whose
territory was on the north and east. It was necessary
to obtain the consent of both nations before Columba
made his home on the island, so he lost no time in
visiting the Pictish king, who bade him welcome. They
had many talks together, and in the end Columba
succeeded in converting the pagan chief, and also
gained permission to found the famous monastery on Hy.



But he did not always stay on the island. On fine days
he would get into one of the curious little
wicker-boats covered with skins, called coracles, and
sail to the opposite shore, where he preached to the
people and made friends with them. Far and wide he
wandered, and many were the churches he built, and the
adventures that befell him. One day as he and a small
company of monks were walking through a glen, he
noticed some wild-looking men crouching behind the
rocks, apparently lying in wait for him. Find Uigan,
who was with him, saw them also, for the sun above
caught the glint of their spears, and he snatched the
cowl or loose hood which covered St. Columba's head,
and put it on his own, hoping thereby to deceive the
strange men into thinking that he himself was Columba,
and take his life instead of his master's. But quick as
he was, their eyes were quicker still. Find Uigan was
pushed aside, and the spear thrust past him. Columba
fell with the shock of the blow, and the murderer went
away satisfied that he had killed his enemy, and never
knowing that the weapon had not so much as torn a hole
in Columba's garments, which were as hard to pierce as
if they were made of polished steel.



Greatly was Columba loved throughout the land, yet he
was feared a little too, for he could speak sternly if
needs be, and expected men to obey him. And tales were
told by one and another of the marvellous deeds he had
done, and to the faith of his followers nothing seemed
too marvellous for St. Columba. He loved birds and
beasts too, and was grateful to any creature who showed
him kindness, which he never failed to repay in some
way or other. Once he reached Lochaber, the home of the
fairies, very wet and tired, for he had sailed early
that morning from Iona; and after beating about the
long narrow sea which divides the island of Mull from
Morvern, had nearly been wrecked on one of the rocks on
the eastern shores of Loch Linnhe. Scarcely able to
crawl he entered the hut of rough wood, with its
covering of woven twigs, which belonged to Nesan the
crooked. Now Nesan was a very poor man, but his door
was open to all, and he bade the saint welcome, and set
before him milk and coarse bread.



'How many cows have you?' asked Columba when he had
finished his supper.



'Five, counting the black one,' said Nesan.



'I will bless them and they shall become a hundred and
five, neither more nor less,' said the saint. And so
they did, but if a calf happened to be born into the
herd, a cow died to make up for it. And thus it was
always with the herd of Nesan.




Columba had returned to Iona, and was sitting alone in
his cell, when one of the brethren passed by on his way
to catch some fish.



'Listen to me,' said Columba, 'and see that you hearken
unto my words. On the morning of the third day from
this, you must go down to the shore on the west side of
the island and sit on a rock and wait there. By and bye
you will behold, blown by the winds and very weary, a
crane which is a stranger to the country of the Picts,
and has come from the north of Hibernia, where I myself
dwelt in my infancy. Far out of its course the winds
have taken it, and after the ninth hour of the day it
can struggle no longer, and will sink on the sand at
your feet. Treat that crane tenderly, and warm it in
your bosom, and carry it to some neighbouring house,
where they will be good to it, and tend it carefully
for three days and nights.



'When the crane is refreshed, and its strength has come
back to it, it will flutter its wings and long to
return to the pleasant land which it has left. See
therefore that you do not then hinder it, but set wide
the door so that it may fly south.' So spoke Columba,
wishing perhaps in his heart that he might fly back
with the crane, for seldom indeed had he trod the soil
of Donegal during the years since Hy had been his home.



'As you say, so will I do,' answered the monk, and he
waited on the western shore till the crane was borne to
him by the wind, as Columba had foretold.




'My crops are ruined by the rain and the stones which
the great storms have swept down from the mountains
into their midst,' said a poor man one day, throwing
himself on his knees before Columba. 'My wife can make
no bread, and the children will starve unless you will
help me.' 


Columba looked at him, and knew that he spoke truly,
and pity filled the heart of the saint.



'Take this, it is all I have,' he said, holding out
some coins; 'but hurry swiftly to that wood yonder, and
cut a branch from a tree, and bring it back to me.' The
peasant hid the money in his wallet and hastened to cut
the branch, which was straight and supple as a wand,
and held it out to Columba, who sharpened one end with
a knife.



'Have a care of this stake, my friend, for as long as
you keep it, never will you be without food. It will
harm neither men nor cattle, but a fish or a wild beast
that touches it will die. And now farewell,' and
without waiting to hear the peasant's words of
gratitude, Columba entered the hut.



The poor man forgot his miseries, in the joy of knowing
that they were ended, and he went at once to the depths
of the forest near his home, where the wild beasts came
in numbers to drink from a pool. Here he drove in the
stake with a firm hand, and then returning to his
wooden hut told his wife of the wonderful thing that
had happened. All that night he lay awake, counting the
hours as they went by, and when the grey light stole in
through the hole in the roof, he arose and ran like the
wind to the forest. There, sure enough, lay a dead
stag, pierced through the heart by the stake, and
gladly did he tie together some branches of trees, and
placing on them the body of the stag, brought it home
to his wife.



'This will give us meat for many a day,' he shouted as
she hurried out of the hut. 'And the skin will make me
a warm coat, which I need sorely.' 


For some time things prospered greatly with the
peasant. Each day a deer was found lying dead in the
forest, and when the man's wife did not want it to cook
for themselves, she gave it to the neighbours in
exchange for other things. But at length the woman grew
so used to having plenty to eat, that she quite forgot
the words the saint had spoken to her husband, and one
day she said:



'Throw away that stake, we can do quite well without
it, and if one of the king's men or his cattle were to
get hurt by it, of a certainty we ourselves should be
taken as slaves or put to death.' 


'Not so,' replied her husband; 'remember that the holy
Columba bade me keep the stake in the ground if we
wanted food. Do you wish to starve, as we did before?' 


'That is but talk,' answered the wife; 'but now we have
grown rich by selling the deer for meal and wool, the
stake is no more good to us,' and though the man was
not persuaded that she was in the right, at last he
grew weary of listening to her; and, taking up the
stake, brought it up to the hut, and leaned it against
the wall, while he considered what to do with it. Then
there was peace for awhile, till one of the children
tripped over the root of a tree, and staggered up
against the stake, which, in falling, ran him through
the body so that he died.



Terrible was the grief of the woman when she saw her
dead son lying on the ground with the stake beside him,
but she would not confess that the saint had spoken
truly, and that the fault was hers. Her husband indeed
knew, but by long talking his wife had made him also
half afraid of the wrath of the king if his beasts were
slain, and he put more faith in her than he did in the
holy Columba. Therefore, when sobbing, she bade him
never let her see any more the stake which had cost
her such sorrow, he hid it in a clump of bushes so
thick that he thought no beast could get through them.



As before, he rose early next morning and went to the
place, no longer hoping, but fearing that he might find
a dead deer awaiting him. And so it was. Then,
stealthily looking round to make sure that no one was
watching, he snatched the stake from the ground, and
pushed his way through the bushes to the bank of the
river. Here he stooped down and laid it carefully under
the water, in a line with the bank, wedging the end
between two stones, so that it might be held fast.



With a lightened heart he returned to the hut, and bade
his wife be easy, for he had got rid of the stake for
ever, and there was nothing more to be feared from the
king.



'You are sure that you have fixed it firmly?' she
asked, 'for the salmon are caught here for the king's
table, and if one was to be killed by anyone else,
heavy would be the punishment.' 


'Have no fear,' answered the man, 'you can come with me
and make certain,' and after dinner they went together
to the river bank.



'Did I not say so?' cried she, pointing to a huge
salmon transfixed by the stake against which it had
swum blindly.



'Well, nought will make it alive again, so you had
better carry it home, and I myself will bear the stake
and put it on the roof, where it can harm no one.' And
so he did, and that same evening a crow flew against
it, and fell dead down the chimney hole into the hut.



'It may be one of the king's falcons next,' muttered
the woman turning pale. 'Let us make an end of it,' and
she seized a hatchet, and chopping the stick in pieces,
threw them on the fire.




'What are we going to have for dinner to-day?' asked one of the children, when the big salmon had been
cooked and eaten; and the father and mother looked at
each other, for suddenly they understood how great had
been their foolishness, and how, by burning the magic
stake they had of their own free will, turned
themselves again into beggars. Even the saint could do
no more for them. They had thrown away the gift he had
bestowed, and for the future they must find their own
food, or go without it.




Columba had left Lochaber and crossed the mountains,
preaching as he went, till he reached the place where
the town of Inverness now stands. There the river Ness
is broad and swiftly flowing, but Columba and his
brethren must needs cross it, as they had business to
do on the other side. No boats were to be seen within
reach, but on the opposite bank lay one called a coble,
and Columba was about to order one of the monks to
swim across and fetch it over, when he beheld the body
of a man floating on the water, with blood flowing from
his thighs.



'Cast a rope over him and bring him to land. Perhaps
he is not dead,' cried the saint, but a boy who was
passing shook his head.



'He was swimming in the river when the monster who
dwells in the bottom rose up and bit him, and none who
is bitten by that monster escapes.' And the boy's words
were true, for when the man was brought to shore, there
was no breath left in him.



'Cross we must,' repeated Columba. 'Who will bring that
coble across? Lugne, you are a strong swimmer, will you
go?' 


'Willingly,' answered Lugne, throwing off his cloak,
but his plunge disturbed the water, and the monster
wakened out of his sleep, came up to the surface, and,
roaring till the monks shook with terror, dashed after
Lugne.



'He is lost too, our comrade,' whispered one to
another, as with a rush the huge beast swam to within a
spear's length of Lugne, but Columba stepped out from
among them and held up his hand.



'Go back with all speed whence you came,' he said, 'for
this man is safe from you;' and with another roar,
louder than the first, the monster dived beneath the
water and was seen no more.



After his business was ended, Columba returned to Iona,
and there in a vision he beheld his friend Cormac who
had sailed away to discover a desert in the ocean in
great danger, together with the men on board his ship.
For the space of fourteen days a south wind had blown,
which had driven him northwards, far away to the land
of silence, amidst mountains of glittering ice. A few
days more, and his boat would be stuck fast, and even
now loathsome insects as large as frogs appeared—none
could tell whence—and pressed in armies over the prow
and sides and stern of the little ship till Cormac
dreaded lest the leathern covering should be pierced
through, and crowded on the handles of the oars,
stinging the hands of those that grasped them. All this
Columba saw, and he called to his monks, and told them
of his vision, and they knelt together and prayed that
the wind might blow from the north, and send Cormac
back to them. And at that hour the wind changed, and
the horrible creatures disappeared in the cracks of the
ice, and in due time Cormac was among them again.




Thus passed the years, till Columba counted thirty
winters since he had left his home for Iona. He had
done much work; had preached all over the land, had
founded churches and had sent forth missionaries like
himself, and now he was tired and longed to go to his
rest. But though he was more than seventy he was strong
and well, and this he took as a sign that the day of
his
death was not yet at hand, and that other tasks awaited
him.



He was sitting one morning with some of the brethren in
his little hut planning out what each one was to do. In
the midst of telling them how to reach a distant church
on the mainland, he paused, and a bright light shone on
his face. In an instant it faded as suddenly as it
came, and a deep sadness took its place.



'What is it?'  asked his friends. 'Why do you look
first so glad and then so sorrowful?' 


Columba did not reply for a moment. Then he said:



'If I tell you the reason, you must all hold your
peace, for the world may not know it yet. Thirty years
and more have I spent in Iona, and now I long that
death may come and fetch me. Here, in the presence of
you all, I have had my answer: "Your prayers, O
Columba! have been heard." This it was that filled my
heart with joy; but my joy was speedily turned into
grief, for the voice, for which I alone had ears,
continued: "Be patient, and in four years a messenger
will come for you." So in patience I must abide, but
the time seems long.' 


'Your sorrow is our joy,' replied the brethren, then at
a sign from Columba they went out.



These last years were spent much like the others, and
only those monks who had been that day in the hut knew
that Columba, even when full of thoughts and plans for
others, was secretly counting the minutes till they
were ended. At length they saw by the brightening of
his face that his time on earth was nearly over, and as
far as he would let them, they never left him, and
treasured up his few words.



'Get me the cart,' he said early one morning, 'for I
must visit the settlement on the other side, and let
two of you go with me.' 


Silently the journey was made, and when they
reached the halting-place, the saint went from one
brother to the other, giving counsel as to the work
they had to do and bidding them take heed to his words,
as it was the last time he should be among them. He
looked so little like a dying man that hardly would
they believe him, but when he had finished giving
counsel to each one, he mounted the cart, and, standing
up, blessed them and the island and all that was in it,
and promised that for ever after their dreaded enemy,
the snakes, with the three-forked tongues, should have
no power to hurt them.




The day before he died, he went out into the fields,
and entered the barns where the corn was stored.



'It will last you throughout the year,' he said to his
followers, and gave the corn also his blessing. Then he
left the barn and turned homewards, but feeling
suddenly tired he sat down to rest, where a cross was
fixed into a mill-stone. While he sat there, a horse,
used by the monks to carry the milk pails from the
cow-shed to the monastery, passed by, and, seeing
Columba, drew near to him, and laid his head on the
saint's breast and wailed loudly, tears running from
his eyes.



'What ails the creature,' cried the man who was
following, and he would have driven him away, had not
Columba stopped him, for the tears were in his eyes
also.



[image: [Illustration]]


HOW THE HORSE SYMPATHISED WITH ST. COLUMBA.


'Let the horse alone, that he may pour his grief into
my bosom, if he will. For he loves me and is wiser than
many men, and knows that I am about to leave him.' 


So, his waiting time over, and caring to the end for
those who loved him, whether man or beast, the death
which Columba had prayed for came to him.
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Dunstan the Friend of Kings



Those of you who know the stories of the Knights of the
Round Table, will remember that when King Arthur bids
farewell to his comrades, he passes in the black barge
out of their sight to the Isle of Avalon. There he was
to rest amidst the meadows, 'fair with orchard lawns
and bowery hollows crowned with summer sea.' 


Now, perhaps many children have read the tale of
Arthur's last farewell without guessing that there is a
real  Isle of Avalon, and that it was given its
name by the Romans, nineteen hundred years ago. Avalon
lies on the river Brue, just where, long ago, it
broadened and stretched out almost into a lake. The
water was so clear that the Britons who dwelt in the
country gave it a name which means 'the isle of glass';
and you could lie on its banks and watch the fishes
playing hide-and-seek below you. If you landed on the
island you would find a tangle of flowering shrubs, and
beyond, orchards white with blossom in spring, and
golden with fruit in autumn.



Altogether, Avalon was a very pleasant place, and a
pleasant place it is still, even though the glassy
waters have disappeared and streets stand where
water-lilies and forget-me-nots once grew. On all sides
you may see ruined arches or fragments of old
buildings, which tell those who understand a tale of
the former greatness of Avalon—or as it was afterwards
called, Glastonbury.
And besides the ruins you will be shown the tree of the
Holy Thorn, that blossoms at Christmas, and is supposed
to have sprung from a hawthorn staff which St. Joseph
of Arimathea, on a pilgrimage from Palestine, stuck
into the ground when he threw himself down to rest. Of
course it is only  a story, for St. Joseph never
came here at all, but it is quite true that the thorn
comes into flower every Christmas, and for hundreds of
years pilgrims flocked to worship at the chapel, said
to have been founded by the Jews.



By and bye a whole colony of Irish missionaries settled
there, and built themselves cells of wattles or twisted
willows, which must have been very cold and damp to
live in, and constructed a wooden church. In course of
time this was replaced by a stone one, and when in the
reign of Henry II the existing church was burned down,
a magnificent abbey was founded on its ruins.




It was about the year 924, when the famous King
Athelstan reigned over the whole of the South of
England, then known as Wessex, that a baby named
Dunstan was born in Glastonbury, not far from the royal
palace. His parents, who were both noble, wished their
little boy to be taught carefully everything that a
gentleman ought to learn. He was a clever, eager child,
always wanting to do everything other people did, and
the Irish monks who kept a sort of school for the sons
of the rich people in the neighbourhood, had no trouble
with their pupil. As soon as he could read and write
his masters set him to study the Bible, and he was
required to know the Latin poets and historians of the
great days of Rome; the English poets, Caedmon and
Beowulf; the stories of the saints (especially the
Irish ones); and something about the Frankish kings who
reigned across the sea, and the court of Charlemagne,
where Athelstan's great-great-grandfather, King Egbert,
had once spent many years in exile. You may think all
this was enough for one little boy to learn, but it was
only a part of Dunstan's lessons. There was one
particular monk who taught him Latin, and another who
was his musical teacher, while a third undertook to
ground him in arithmetic and geometry, and took him out
on fine nights to watch the stars. On wet days he sang
church music, or drew, or modelled figures out of clay,
for Dunstan's hands were as clever as his head; and in
after years, when he was a very great man indeed, the
monks would probably show the precious manuscripts he
had copied and illuminated, the vestments he had
designed for the priests, or the iron crosses he had
made for the church; while his mother was never tired
of displaying the gold and silver ornaments which were
her son's work. Even as late as the thirteenth century,
bells fashioned by Dunstan were still hanging in the
church at Abingdon.




So time passed on. The boy could not have been more
anxious to learn than the monks were to teach him; and
the end of it was that Dunstan got brain fever and
became dangerously ill. The monks were very unhappy but
never thought the fault was theirs, and for weeks his
mother sat with him day and night, but he did not know
her. At length he sank into unconsciousness, and the
poor lady, worn out with lack of rest, fell fast
asleep. When she awoke, Dunstan was missing. The
delirium had returned, and in his frenzy he had arisen,
and rushed out to the church; the doors were closed,
but a ladder leaned against the walls, left there by
some workmen. Mad with fever, Dunstan ran up it on to
the roof, yet, in spite of the locked doors, when the
church was opened next morning he was found lying on
the floor, faint and weak but without the fever.



It was after this that Athelstan invited the boy to
come and live at the palace and be the playmate of his
brother Edward, whose fast friend he remained through
life. Dunstan was very handsome and had charming
manners, but the young pages and nobles about the court
did not like him, and mocked at his small size and
delicacy, which prevented his joining in their rough
sports.



'He is more than half a maiden,' they would cry, 'let
him sit by the hearth with a distaff;' and with anger
in his heart, which he felt it would be well to
conceal, Dunstan sought the ladies' 'bower,' as their
sitting-room was then called. There he was always
welcome. Nobody could draw patterns for them to work
like young Dunstan, and nobody was so good a judge of
the evenness of the stitches, and of the way the
colours were combined.



But an unlucky end came to his visits, and this was
brought about by a piece of mischief of his own.



From the time that Dunstan was quite a little boy he
had the power of imitating other people's voices, and
of making them sound as if they proceeded from any
direction he pleased. Nowadays, we call this gift
'ventriloquism,' and listen with interest and amusement
to anyone who possesses it; but when Athelstan sat on
the throne it was held to be wicked magic, and inspired
by the devil himself.



One morning Dunstan received a message from the lady
Ethelwyn, begging him to give his advice as to the
pattern of some new vestments which she and her maidens
were embroidering. He entered the room and found them
all bending over the work close to the window, for even
when the sun shone brightly so little light penetrated
the narrow slits in the wall, that nearly the whole
apartment was in shadow. He was apparently considering
carefully the important question as to
whether red or yellow would look best in a particular
part of the pattern, when a sound of soft low music was
heard coning from the end of the room. For a moment the
ladies gazed at each other in astonishment; then
exclaiming that Dunstan knew more than any Christian
ought to do, Ethelwyn rushed from the chamber, followed
by her maidens.



The story was not long in reaching the ears of the
King, and Dunstan was formally accused of dabbling in
witchcraft, and other unlawful acts. Young though he
was, his talents and the favour they gained him, had
won him many enemies, and old tales were now whispered,
all tending to prove him guilty. Sentence of exile from
court was passed on him, but, as he still denied his
crime, it was not to be carried out until he had first
gone through one of the tests of innocence, known as
the 'ordeal of cold water.' 


Several kinds of ordeals were practised at that time
throughout Europe. There was the ordeal by hot iron, to
which, perhaps you will remember, the mother of King
Hacon had to submit, when a heavy weight, white with
heat, was withdrawn from the fire, laid in her hand,
and held there till she was told to throw it down. A
bandage was next placed on the hand and sealed by the
priest, and left for three days. On the third day the
bandage was publicly unwound, and as no scar was to be
found on the palm where the iron had lain, she was
proclaimed innocent. In another kind of ordeal the
accused person was forced to plunge his arm into
boiling water and to draw out a bar of iron without
being scalded. But, fortunately for Dunstan, the form
of ordeal to which he was condemned was the easiest of
all. He was merely to be thrown into cold water, to see
if he would sink or swim, and his hands and feet were
not allowed to be tied, as was the general custom.



A large crowd of idle and curious people were assembled
to see Dunstan, mounted on a led horse, ride up to the
pond where the ceremony was to take place. But before
the arrival of the officials whose duty it was to watch
that justice was done, the culprit was dragged from the
saddle by some young men standing by and flung into the
water. Gasping with the shock, he managed to crawl to
the further bank, and then ran for his life, hearing
behind him the noise of yelping dogs, set on by his
cruel persecutors. Luckily the beasts had not touched
him when they were called off by the officers of the
court, who decided that Dunstan had done all that was
required of him and was free.




Though Dunstan's life was safe, he was forbidden to
return to court, and without delay he set out on a long
ride to Winchester, to take refuge with the Bishop. His
heart was very sad, for he left behind him a girl whom
he loved deeply, and some day hoped to marry. But his
kinsman, Elfege the Bald, Bishop of Winchester, who
received him with great kindness, thought that it was a
pity such abilities as Dunstan's should be lost to the
Church. Elfege made constant appeals to the youth's
ambition, and pointed out that the road to power lay
only through the vestments of the priest. At first his
words made no impression. 'But I can be a priest and be
married too,' argued Dunstan.



'That is true, but then you will never be anything but
a priest,' answered Elfege. 'Whereas if you remain
unmarried, you can—and will, rise to govern the state,
and be a King in all but the name.' 


'Yes, perhaps; still, there are other things in life
besides power,' murmured the boy in a low voice, and
Elfege, who knew the value of silence, pretended not to
hear him.



For some months the struggle between the two went
on. Dunstan held out longer than most boys of sixteen
would have done, but his health, always delicate, broke
down from the strain. He had no strength to fight any
more, and at length, to the joy of Elfege, he consented
to do as the Bishop wished. So, to prevent any further
change of mind, Elfege at once ordained him priest, and
as soon as he was fit to travel sent him abroad to a
Benedictine monastery.



When he returned, there was no more bitter enemy than
he of the married clergy, several of whom had been his
teachers in his childhood, not many years ago. It
almost seemed as if he wanted to prove to himself that
he was right when he gave up a home for ambition; and
his first act after his appointment as Abbot of
Glastonbury by King Edmund, when he was twenty-two,
was to expel them from their posts. But all this
happened later, for as soon as he came from Fleury he
built himself a tiny cell close to the churchyard, five
feet long and two and a half feet wide, and far too low
for him to stand upright in. In this cell he believed
he would spend the rest of his days thinking about
heavenly things.



When he laid down this plan for himself he knew very
little of his own nature. For a while, indeed, his cell
contented him; he fasted till his mind as well as his
body grew weak, and the visions he saw in this
condition he took to be real. The devil, he said to the
friends who now and then came to see him, visited him
continually, and beset him with temptations; and, quite
convinced of the truth of what he was telling, he
convinced his listeners also, and they carried away
wonderful stories of the devil looking in at the window
of the cell and disturbing the holy man with mocking
words, till Dunstan seized his nose with a pair of
red-hot tongs; the devil's shrieks might have been
heard at the palace.
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"The sensible woman gets Dunstan to leave his cell."


If Dunstan had led this life for very long he would
probably have ended in becoming mad, but, fortunately,
a lady who formed part of King Athelstan's court was
one of those who came to his cell to consult him about
the state of her soul. She was a sensible woman, and
saw that his mode of living was very bad for him in
every way, and little by little obtained great
influence over him, and persuaded him that it was his
duty to go more into the world and seek out those who
could not, or would not, come to him. After a while he
listened to her, and sometimes left his cell for her
house, where he met again men of experience and
learning. The ambition which had been implanted in him
by Elfege the Bald was awakened; he felt there existed
another side to life than the monkish one, and when
Athelstan died and Edmund sat on the throne, the
newly-appointed Abbot of Glastonbury threw all his
energy into his work.




Dunstan was now a rich man. His parents had bequeathed
him one estate, and his friend, the lady Ethelgiva,
another; so that he was able to build a new church, and
such buildings for his monks as he thought proper. He
also drew up a set of rules, and every man who would
not swear obedience to them had to seek shelter
elsewhere. Their places were speedily filled by young,
eager monks like himself, and these he forced to study,
in order that Glastonbury should once more be the great
school to which boys of all parts might come in far
greater numbers than they had ten years earlier when he
himself was educated there.



Always busy, the devils who had persecuted him flew
away, and if he dreamed now, it was of angels.



Few men can say that they have been the advisors of
four kings, yet this was Dunstan's position. It is
impossible to read the history of those times without
noticing the youth of almost all the sovereigns of
Wessex; and yet how wisely and well they governed, and
how triumphantly they beat back their foes, the Danes,
who were always pressing on them. On the death of each
sovereign, the borders of the kingdom stretched a
little farther, and a fresh monarch paid tribute to
their overlord of Wessex. Much of this success was due
to the counsel of Dunstan and the chancellor Thurketul;
in spite of his delicacy, the young abbot seemed able
to do everything and to know everything, but however
greatly the king might need him, he never ceased for
one moment the work of reforming the discipline of the
Church.




Edmund the king was keeping the festival of St.
Augustine the missionary, at Pucklechurch, in
Gloucestershire, and Dunstan was in his Abbey of
Glastonbury, many long miles away. The abbot was
sitting alone in his cell, tired with a hard day's
labour, and feeling strangely sad, though all was going
well with him. Suddenly, the walls around him appeared
to fade, and he beheld the banqueting hall at
Pucklechurch where Edmund was seated. As he looked, he
saw Leof the outlaw enter the hall, a man whom the king
had banished six years before on account of his many
crimes. Unnoticed, Leof crept up, and took his place at
the royal table, and when the cup-bearer ordered him to
depart, angrily bade him begone. The noise attracted
the king's attention, and he sprang up, and seizing
Leof by the hair, dragged him to the floor, falling
with him. As they struggled together, Leof managed to
pull out a dagger from his coat, and struck Edmund full
in the breast. The king died without a groan, and the
dagger with which Leof had killed him was turned on
himself by the attendants.



All this Dunstan beheld, and as the vision faded away,
he seemed to see the devil's face dancing with
mocking glee at the murder. Without losing a moment
Dunstan instantly started off to Pucklechurch, hoping
against hope that he might yet be in time to save the
king. About half-way he met a messenger, sent to fetch
him. 'Tell me your tale,' said the abbot, and when the
tale was told it was in all particulars what Dunstan
had seen in his vision.



Edmund was only twenty-four at the time of his death,
and it was quite plain that his two little boys must be
passed over, and Edred, his brother, reign in his
stead, and continue the fight for the supremacy of
Wessex. Dunstan and Edred were nearly the same age, and
had known each other long before at the Court of
Athelstan, where they became great friends. No sooner
was Edred declared king, than he sent for Dunstan and
took counsel with him as to the government of his own
kingdoms of Wessex and Mercia, and how best to subdue
the tributary land of Northumbria, which was constantly
in revolt. Edred was as ready to fight as his brothers,
Athelstan and Edmund, or his father, King Edward, but
he suffered all his life from a terrible illness which
made it impossible to him for a long time to eat any
meat, and for this he was heartily despised by his
subjects, who loved nothing so much as eating and
drinking. Still, whatever pain he may have undergone,
the king did not allow his delicacy to interfere with
his duty to his country, and for ten years he devoted
all his time and strength to conquering his enemies and
improving the condition for his people. But in the end
the task proved too much for him, and after his death
at Frome, in 955, his nephew Edwy succeeded him on the
throne of Wessex, while to Edwy's younger brother
Edgar, was given the subject kingdom of Anglia, which
we now call Essex.



Edwy was only fifteen, and had not the talent for
governing which marked most of the kings of Wessex.
Like many people weak in character, he was very much
afraid of being thought to be influenced by anyone; and
Dunstan, who was used to being consulted on every
occasion by the two former kings, had little patience
with his youth and folly. At Edwy's coronation feast a
quarrel took place, and, seeing that the married clergy
were all ready to side with the king, Dunstan retired
for a time to Glastonbury. Here, in the abbey which he
had built, and amidst the folk who were so proud of
him, he held himself to be safe, but Edwy's anger, kept
alive by his wife and her mother, still pursued him,
and armed men were sent to take him prisoner. But they
little knew of what stuff the abbot was made if they
expected to conduct him quietly into the king's
presence. As the soldiers were in the act of forcing
him through the church door, a fearful sound was heard,
which some said resembled 'the wheezy voice of a
gleesome hag,' and others 'the bleating of a calf,' but
a calf that could never have grazed in earthly fields.
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HOW DUNSTAN FRIGHTENED KING EDWY'S ARMED MEN


The grasp on Dunstan's arms was loosened, and the abbot
stood still, making no attempt to escape, while those
around him quaked and shivered, their foreheads wet
with fear. Then the silence was broken by the voice of
Dunstan himself: 'Foe of mankind, beware lest thou
rejoice before thy time! for great as may be thy joy in
witnessing my departure, thy grief will be twofold
greater, when God, to thy confusion, shall permit me to
return.' 


The soldiers fell back, not daring to touch him, and
Dunstan, taking advantage of their fright, walked
quietly away and hid himself, till he could sail in a
ship to Flanders.



This  time his gift of ventriloquism had served him
better than in the bower of the lady Ethelwyn!




Wessex soon grew tired of the misrule of Edwy, and
after two years his brother Edgar was proclaimed king
of a large part of England—Mercia, or the Midlands, and
Northumbria. Edgar's first act was to send for Dunstan,
who gladly quitted Flanders and returned to pursue his
old policy at home. Still he did not use his new power
in avenging himself on Edwy, and even tried, though
vainly, to make friends with him.



On one point only Dunstan seems to have changed his
mind during his exile. In Edred's reign he had refused
the Bishopric of Winchester, though he had allowed the
king to know that when Canterbury was vacant he would
consent to be Primate of England.  Now, however, at
Edgar's request he suffered himself to be nominated
Bishop of Worcester and London without giving up
Glastonbury. It was against the law of the Church to
hold all these together, and no man knew it better than
Dunstan. But Rome was far off, and many things might
happen before the news reached the ears of Pope John
XII. And before the news probably did  reach the
Pope, Odo, Archbishop of Canterbury, was dead, and Edwy
also; and at the request of Edgar, now King of Wessex,
Dunstan set out for Rome to receive from the Pope the
robe or pallium of the Archbishop.



The brilliancy of the reign of Edgar was chiefly owing
to the counsels of Dunstan, though the king must be
given full credit for listening to his advice.



When the younger son of Edmund ascended the throne, he
was only sixteen, and loved every kind of pomp and
splendour. So Dunstan, keeping himself all the while in
the background—for in spite of his ambition the
archbishop was too great a man to care for praise—spent
much of his time in gratifying this weakness of the
king's, and arranging progresses through the country
and organizing reviews to test the soundness of his
fleet, and the skill of the oarsmen. Not that these
things were purely amusements. Dunstan was fully aware
that
the subject kingdoms would be all the more loyal if
they could see and speak to the sovereign who was their
overlord; and as for the reviews, why the coasts on
the East were infested with pirates from across the
seas, who must be kept down at any cost. And, of
course, without a good navy this could not be done.



The most famous and the most splendid of these royal
progresses, was one which took place in 973, when Edgar
had been fourteen years sole king, and just after his
second coronation at Bath. Attended by his court he
travelled across the country as far as Chester, and was
met there by the eight kings who came to do him homage
for their kingdoms. It was, perhaps, the proudest
moment in the life of the 'Bretwalda '—for this was
Edgar's title among his people—when he sat at the prow
of his ship, and was rowed on the river Dee by his
tributaries. They came from all parts: five kings from
Wales, nearly as small in stature as Edgar himself; the
tall Maccus from the isles of the North, Malcolm of
Cumberland, Kenneth of Scotland. Kenneth, at least, he
knew well, for once when a meeting between them had
taken place, the Scottish king had gone away and spoken
mockingly about his overlord, saying it was a shame
that grown men should pay tribute to a dwarf. The idle
words were carried by some tale-bearer to Edgar, and
Kenneth was instantly summoned into his presence.



'Let us go into that wood; I have somewhat to say unto
thee,' said the king, and Kenneth followed him
silently.



'Now,' continued Edgar, when they had reached a cleared
space, out of sight of all men, 'draw thy sword, and we
will see which is the better man, the giant or the
dwarf, and who shall obey the other.' 


Kenneth coloured; he was generous and not afraid to own
himself in the wrong.



'I take back my words, O king—It was an ill hour when I
spoke them,' and Edgar held out his hand and forgave
him.




During these years the country prospered, the roads
were improved, the robbers severely punished, and a
payment given to every man who brought in the head of a
wolf—for wolves were the terror of lonely villages
during the winter. The peasants, like all Saxons, were
heavy drinkers, and, when drunk, very quarrelsome.
Matters were made worse by the custom of only having
one pot in each tavern, and the pot was passed from man
to man. Many were the fights and brawls which arose
from this habit, for everybody accused his neighbour
of having swallowed more than his share. So Dunstan
ordered pegs of gold or silver to be fastened at even
spaces down the great pot, and no one, under pain of
punishment, might drink further than his own peg.
Besides this, the archbishop took care that the poor,
who were oppressed by those that were stronger than
themselves, should have the right of coming to lay
their cause before the king himself, and they were
always sure of a hearing.



But, notwithstanding all these things in which Dunstan
thought and planned for the good of the people and
Edgar carried out his ideas, there was a dark stain in
the king's character, which the archbishop knew that it
was his duty not to forgive, without real proof of
penitence. Whether Edgar was really ashamed of his
crime or not, we cannot tell, but he felt that he could
not afford to quarrel with his minister, to whom he
owed most of his power; therefore, like David, he
humbled himself, and offered to submit to any
punishment Dunstan might inflict on him.



'You will have copies of the Bible written and placed
in the churches,' said the archbishop; 'you will
see that the poor have justice; you will make better
laws; and you will not wear your crown for seven
years.' 


The king's face fell as he heard the sentence. The
three first conditions he was ready to fulfil; in
reality they were Dunstan's business. But the last!
This hit him in his weakest part, his vanity; and he
felt it keenly. Yet a glance at the archbishop's face
told him that it would be useless to plead, so he
merely bowed his head and murmured:



'I obey.' 


And that is the reason that Edgar was recrowned at
Bath, in the year 973, two years before he died.




We all know the sad story of Edgar's two children,
Edward the Martyr, and his half-brother, Ethelred the
Unready. The country was divided into two parties, one
of which was headed by the mother of Ethelred, Queen
Elfrida; who had the support of the married
clergy—still existing in large numbers—and the other by
Dunstan, the upholder of Edward.



The archbishop was only fifty-one, but a life of
unceasing work was telling fast on him, and he had
never shaken off his childish delicacy, which yet he
had kept at bay and not allowed to interfere with his
duty. Still, with the waning of his strength, he was
conscious that his power over men was waning also,
slight though the signs might be.



Perhaps no one else perceived it but Dunstan knew, and
saw he must make the best of the time left him. The
struggle between both parties had lasted three years,
when the archbishop called a meeting of the chief men
of both sides in an upper room of a large house. The
subject they had met to discuss was the old worn
one—the marriage of the clergy, and, as always when
this was brought forward, words ran
high, and threatened to become blows. In the midst of
the tumult, Dunstan held up his hand, and the noise
ceased as if by magic.



'I am old and tired,' he said, 'and I long for peace.
Many times have I spoken, and there is no need that I
should speak further. My cause is the cause of heaven,
and heaven will decide between us.' He might have added
more, but at that instant there was a fearful crash and
a sound of wild shrieks. The floor had given way and
those who had been standing on it were flung violently
down below. Several were killed; some were injured;
only Dunstan and his friends, who were sitting on a
solid beam, escaped.



As usual on these occasions, there were two versions of
the accident. At first the people exclaimed that the
archbishop had been saved by a miracle, and that it was
a proof of the righteousness of his cause; but later
there arose whispers that his skill in carpentry and
mechanics had enabled him to arrange for the collapse
of the floor, though these wiseacres did not perceive
that such a trick could not have been played without
leaving traces behind, and of such traces there were
none. Besides, even Dunstan could hardly have arranged
that the fall should take place while he was making his
appeal to heaven. If the floor had given way before he
was speaking, his plot would have failed of success.




Another year passed. Edward was murdered—thrown from a
window by his step-mother, it is said. Elfrida was
imprisoned in a convent, and little Ethelred crowned at
Kingston.



For some years Dunstan managed things as of old, and
all went well, but the young king, as he grew up,
showed a violent dislike to the archbishop, who left
the Court as often as he could and lived more and more
at Canterbury. Here he led a peaceful existence,
preaching sometimes, making laws for the good of the
Church, working at organs, trying to heal quarrels. By
the time he was sixty-four he had grown very weak, and
on Ascension Day, 988, he gave his last sermon. He
knew, he said, that he would never stand in that pulpit
again, and begged them to think of him with kindness
and affection. Twice his weakness forced him to stop,
and once he was obliged to leave the pulpit; but he
persevered, and even attended the usual state banquet,
pointing out as he returned home by way of the church,
the spot where he wished to be buried.



Three days later he died; a great man and a good one,
in spite of his faults; and one who must be judged, not
by what we think right now, but what men held to be
right a thousand years ago.



St. Elizabeth of Hungary



A crowd of minstrels and poets were gathered in the
castle of Wartburg, in 1207, under the protection of
its lord, the Landgrave of Thuringia, and great
excitement reigned among them, as it had been agreed
on that a prize should be for him to whose poem the
palm was given, while death was the penalty which
awaited the rest. But when all sung so sweetly who
could decide which song was the best? and at length
they resolved to fetch from the Court of Hungary to
judge them, the minstrel whose name rang through the
world, the famous Klingsor.



So Klingsor came, and was welcomed by every one, great
and small.



'What news is there from the land you live in?
Travellers such as you are rare indeed!' cried the
citizens and courtiers, who pressed round the minstrel
in the garden of the inn, in the town of Eisenach.
Klingsor did not answer them at once; instead he gazed
up at the sky, and after a pause he said:



'Know that this night a star has risen in Hungary whose
brightness shall light the world. A daughter has been
born to the king, and her name shall be called
Elizabeth, and she shall be given in marriage to the
son of your master, and she will become a saint, and be
the wonder and consolation of Christendom.' 


Early next morning the knights who had heard the
prophecy rode up to the castle to tell the Landgrave of
the words of Klingsor. The Landgrave listened with
astonishment and with a grave face; but he said
nothing, and in a few hours rode himself, escorted by
his knights to fetch the minstrel, and brought him back
to Wartburg. Alone in the Landgrave's closet they spoke
long together about the affairs of Hungary, till
Klingsor rose hastily, and, bowing low, begged he might
go, as he was chosen to preside at the singing
tournament and decide on the victor.



The minstrels were so many and so good that judgment
was not easy, but at length the prize was given to
Henry von Ofterdingen, and as we hear nothing of the
deaths of his unsuccessful rivals, we may hope that
some way was found of sparing their lives.




Stories of the goodness of the Princess Elizabeth were
told almost from the day of her birth, and the
Landgrave of Thuringia, who managed always to hear what
was going on around him, made up his mind that his
eldest son Ludwig would be fortunate indeed if he could
obtain the princess for a wife. So in the year 1211 he
fitted out an embassy of knights and ladies and
despatched them to Hungary, where they formally
petitioned for the hand of the princess. In this they
were supported by Klingsor, who was a great favourite
of the King's, and the minstrel drew such a picture of
the wealth and prosperity of Thuringia and the
qualities of Prince Ludwig, that the King and Queen
consented at once to the marriage.



Now the Landgrave had charged his ambassadors to bring
Elizabeth (then just four) back with them, in order
that she might be brought up in his castle of Wartburg
with her future husband. With a heavy heart the Queen
made ready the little girl for her journey across the
mountains, and one fine day she kissed her for the last
time and placed her with her own hands in
the silver cradle in which the child was to travel,
forcing back the tears that almost choked her, lest one
should fall on Elizabeth's forehead and bring her
ill-luck.



'I shall have plenty of time to weep after she has
gone,' thought the Queen, and when the procession
passed under the gate of the castle with the famous
knight, Walter von Varila, riding by the side of the
big strong horse which carried the cradle, the poor
mother turned away from the watch tower and shut
herself into her bare, dark room, alone with her grief.



Elizabeth slept during much of the long journey, for
the horse went slowly over the mountains and her cradle
was very soft and comfortable. At last, however, they
reached the castle, and her arrival was splendidly
celebrated with balls and banquets and songs. The
Landgravine Sophia slept during the first night by the
side of Elizabeth, lest she should wake and be
frightened at finding herself alone in a strange place,
and the Prince seemed delighted with his brown-faced
little bride. The next day the betrothal took place,
and besides the courtiers, the citizens of the town of
Eisenach and their wives were invited to the ceremony,
and great was the pleasure of the good women at the
sight of the young pair, for Ludwig was a tall,
handsome boy of eleven, seven years older than
Elizabeth. The bride herself was quite happy and at her
ease, and soon grew very fond of her 'brother,' as she
called her future husband. There was no lack of
children for her to play with, for she had seven maids
of honour and Ludwig and his brothers and sisters,
Henry and Conrad and Agnes, and another Elizabeth who
by and bye became a nun. And when she was tired of
games, the little princess would call one of her
attendants and they would go down the steep path which
led from Wartburg to Eisenach, with its straggling
streets and steep roofs—too steep for the snow to lie
on—and into the meadows
by the river where the flowers grew. For Elizabeth
loved flowers and birds and animals of all kinds, and
she learned to watch in the spring for the coming of
the storks, standing on one leg on the chimneys, and to
listen for the swallows on their return from their
winter quarters, telling each other their adventures in
their nests under the gables.



But amongst all the things that Elizabeth had to
interest her in her new life, there was one that
governed her thoughts and actions, as those who lived
with her soon saw. She loved to pray by herself, but if
she could not do that, she would pray somehow. Many
tales are told of her childhood, when her very games
would be made occasions of reminding her play-fellows
of God. If some one proposed a hopping race, Elizabeth
would contrive that the winning-post was the chapel
door. If it was unlocked, she would go in for a moment
and kneel down; if it was shut, she had to content
herself with kissing the lock.



'Let us see which is the tallest,' she cried one day.
'You all lie down on the ground and I will come and lie
by each of you in turn, and we shall see whose feet
stretch farther than mine,' and whenever she lay down
she said a short prayer or murmured a Paternoster, or
'Our Father.' When she grew up she used to tell these
childish tricks with a smile, but she was very serious
at the time she did them.




	He prayeth best, who loveth best


	All things both great and small,







sang an English poet a hundred years ago, and Elizabeth
certainly 'prayed well,' for she loved everything and
everybody, but especially the poor people round the
castle. In the winter, when deep snow covered the
mountains for months together, she would give them all
the money she was allowed by the Landgrave, to buy
them food and warm clothes. Or she might be met with,
in some of the passages leading to the great kitchens
of the castle, laden with scraps of food she had found
thrown away, which she carried herself to the children.
The stewards and cooks were very angry at this habit of
Elizabeth's, because they thought the unused food
belonged to them, to do what they liked with; but they
did not dare to complain, because the Landgrave always
let her do as she liked, and of course Elizabeth had
not the least idea there was anything to complain
about.



Unfortunately for the child, when she was nine and
Ludwig sixteen, the Landgrave Hermann died, and in him
she lost a constant friend, who never failed to aid her
in her plans for helping his people. But Elizabeth's
mother-in-law, and her sister-in-law Agnes, who was
famous for her beauty, thought very differently, and
told her how silly it was in a princess to behave as if
she were a servant; and as soon as her maids of honour
saw how she was now treated, they began to laugh at her
too. Even the officials of the Court, who only wanted
to please the Landgravine as being the most powerful
person in the State, were very rude to her. Ludwig
alone took her side, but he was often away in distant
parts of his duchy which he was learning to rule, or
busy practising sword-play or tennis in the court of
the castle, or absent for two or three days on hunting
expeditions; and as Elizabeth was always bright and
happy with him, and never told tales, he did not guess
the cruel way in which she was being persecuted. More
and more she stayed in her own rooms with poor girls
whose parents she had helped, for her companions.



For a long while Elizabeth managed to avoid a quarrel
with her mother-in-law. When one considers she was in
years only a child still, it is a marvel; but things
grew worse and worse, and at last the smouldering
flames broke out into a fire. It was the Feast of the
Assumption, August 15, and it was the custom both of
the Court and of the people of Eisenach to keep the day
as a holiday, and to offer gifts in church of fruit and
flowers, as we do at our harvest festivals. By the
command of the Landgravine Sophia, Agnes and Elizabeth
and their two maids of honour put on their richest
dresses and golden circlets and went with her in State
to the church. Sophia knelt down before the great
crucifix, with the princesses on either side; but on
seeing Elizabeth take off her coronet and lay it on a
bench beside her, and then bow herself to the earth,
the Landgravine was filled with wrath, and, forgetting
where she was, exclaimed loudly:



'What is the matter with you, Elizabeth? Do you want to
make everyone laugh at you? Young ladies ought to kneel
upright, and not fall down like old nuns or tired
horses. Is your crown too heavy for you? Why can't you
behave like us?' 


Elizabeth rose to her feet at these rough words, and,
though her face was flushed, she answered quietly:



'Dear lady, do not be angry with me. How can I bear
upon my head a crown of gold and jewels, when my Lord
wears a crown of thorns?' Then, kneeling again, she
covered her face with her mantle to hide her tears.



At length a whisper was heard at Court that the
marriage between Ludwig and Elizabeth would never take
place, and that she would be sent back to her father.
Her mother was dead, murdered four years before by a
band of conspirators, which had given a terrible shock
to her daughter. The King of Hungary troubled himself
very little about Elizabeth, and the Landgravine did
not think he would resent the insult if Ludwig were to
choose a richer, nobler bride.



'It had happened before,' she said, 'and would happen
again,' and Elizabeth would most certainly
have been expelled in disgrace from Wartburg, had it
not been for Ludwig himself, who turned a deaf ear to
the counsels of mother, sister, and friends. The more
pressing their attack, the more he turned to Elizabeth,
and in her company there was always peace; and he never
was absent for a day without bringing her back a little
present to show that he had thought of her—a rosary of
coral beads, a purse, a knife, a crucifix, a pair of
gloves—and she received them all with gratitude, for
she loved him as much as ever. Once only he forgot, and
then her enemies openly triumphed and renewed their
persecution, and Elizabeth—her spirit almost
broken—poured out her heart to Walter von Varila, the
knight who had brought her to Thuringia.



'Have patience yet a little longer,' said Varila, 'and
I will speak to my lord.' 


A week later Ludwig was hunting in the mountains not
far from Wartburg, and Varila was with him. At midday,
being hungry, they sat down in a wood to eat, and as
the Landgrave was in a particularly good temper, Varila
felt that his chance had come. So he said:



'Will you allow me to ask you a question, my lord?' 


'Ask me anything you like,' answered Ludwig.



'Well then, my lord, to be plain what do you intend to
do with the Princess Elizabeth whom I brought to you?
Are you going to make her your wife? Or will you break
your word and send her back to her father. People are
talking, and it is right that you should know it.' 


At that Ludwig rose, and solemnly stretched out his
hand towards the Inselberg, the highest peak in
Thuringia.



'Do you see that mountain?' he said. 'Well, if it was
made of gold from base to summit, and it was given to
me on condition that I should send back Elizabeth, I
would never do it. She is more to me than anything in
the world.' 


'May I tell her that, my lord?' asked Varila.



'Yes, truly, and beg her to be comforted, and to accept
this gift from me,' and he drew from his wallet a
little mirror on which was engraven the figure of our
Lord.



After this Elizabeth paid no heed to rude words or
unkind deeds till in 1220, on his return from his first
war, Ludwig took her to wife with great pomp in the
castle of Wartburg.



Elizabeth was then a tall, dark, well-made girl; while
her husband, seven years older, was noted for his fair,
handsome face, and his gentle manners. Still, he knew
well enough how to make himself obeyed, and once
married Elizabeth was freed from her tormentors, and
suffered to visit her poor neighbours as much as she
liked.



Indeed, they may be said to have occupied all the
thoughts that she did not give to her husband, and this
sometimes caused her to seem forgetful and neglectful
of the duties of her position, and her mother-in-law's
rebukes were not always undeserved. It was hardly to be
wondered at, that Sophia should be angry when at the
marriage feast of her daughter the beautiful Agnes of
Thuringia with the Duke of Austria, Elizabeth—who,
according to custom should have been ready to carry
round the great bowl for each of the guests to dip
their fingers in, as every hostess did on State
occasions—could not be found.



'Where can she be?' said Ludwig to his mother, and then
the Seneschal stepped forward and told them that he had
seen Elizabeth leaving the church, but on the steps she
had been stopped by a half-naked beggar, who implored
her to have pity on him. The Landgravine, moved by his
prayers, gave him her royal silken mantle, and hastened
back to the castle; but as it was against the rules
that she should appear at a ceremonial banquet without
one, she stayed quietly in her room.



'I will go and fetch her,' exclaimed Ludwig with a
laugh when he heard the tale, and he ran upstairs to
her.



'Little sister,' he said—it had always been his name
for her—'we ought to have been at dinner long ago, but
we have been waiting for you.' 


'I will do as you will, dear brother,' answered she,
'but I have no mantle, for I gave mine to a beggar. He
was so cold;' but as she spoke one of her maids came
forward: 'Madam, your mantle is hanging in your
closet. I will bring it in a moment.' 


Elizabeth and her husband looked at each other, and the
same thought crossed their minds: 'Inasmuch as ye have
done it unto the least of these my brethren, ye have
done it unto me.'  But they said nothing, and went down
together to the banquet.



Another time Elizabeth's boundless charity might have
had more serious results. Ludwig had gone away on
some expedition, where he could not take his wife. She
was very sad at being left at home, for whenever it was
possible she was always with him, galloping by his
side, in snow and tempest, rain or sunshine. So to
distract her thoughts she spent more time than ever
with her poor people, and one evening in passing by a
miserable shed she heard deep groans and, entering,
discovered a leper in the last stage of his dreadful
disease. No one would come near him or touch him, but
Elizabeth was not afraid.



'Lean on me,' she said, 'and I will take you where you
shall be cared for,' and in some way she found strength
to drag him up to the castle, and laid him in her
husband's own bed, so that she could always be at hand
to nurse him, never thinking of what the consequences
might be. When Sophia heard this, her fear and wrath
knew no bounds. She dared not turn him out—to touch him
might mean that she in her turn would become a
leper—and she was aware that it
was useless ordering a servant to move him, but her
fury against Elizabeth was greater than ever.



Things were at this pass when Ludwig came home.



'See what Elizabeth has done now!' cried Sophia, 'as if
it was not bad enough for her to visit those wretched
creatures in their homes. She has brought in a leper
and laid him in your bed. Do you hear, in your bed?' 
But in her indignation she actually forgot her fears,
and going before her son into the room, tore open the
curtains! Ludwig looked down for a moment at the dying
man.



'I see Christ Himself,' he answered gently, and his
mother was silent.




In spite of the unkindness showed her by Sophia,
Elizabeth was perfectly happy. She had by this time two
babies—Hermann, who died when he was eighteen; and
Sophia, who afterwards married the Duke of Brabant.
Later, two other little girls were born, but they
became nuns.



It was during Ludwig's visit to the Emperor Frederick
II in Sicily, in the year 1225, that a grievous famine
broke out in Thuringia and many died of starvation.
Elizabeth gave largely out of her own stores, but ten
times the amount of corn she possessed would not have
fed the people. With famine came sickness, and then she
built a hospital below the castle, where twenty-eight
of the most ill, were nursed by her and her maids. Of
course his mother and the steward grumbled at the
expense, but Elizabeth went her way, only her heart
sickened as she realised how little she could do, as
she passed gaunt men in the road eagerly gnawing roots
they had dug up from the ground, or seeking for berries
to stay their hunger.



How thankful she was when Ludwig came back, and she
could share her cares with him. As usual, the Court
officials and his mother tried to make mischief between
them, complaining of how she had wasted his goods. But
Ludwig sternly bade them be silent.



'Let her alone. She has done what she could,' he said,
and gave orders that corn should be bought wherever it
might be got, and distributed among those who needed it
so greatly. Afterwards there sprang up a story too
beautiful to be left untold, for it shows what her
people felt about Elizabeth. The Landgravine, says the
legend, was walking down the path to Eisenach, her maid
Ysentrud behind her, when she met her husband returning
to the castle.



'You ladies seem heavily laden,' he remarked, smiling.
'What have you got hidden in your mantles? Nay, little
sister, but I will  see,' he added, as Elizabeth
hesitated, fearing he might think she was doing
something unbecoming his wife, and he gave her mantle a
little pull. As he did so, there fell out, not the long
white loaves which were baked in the castle kitchen,
but a heap of lilies and roses.




But the happy days of Elizabeth's life were fast
drawing to a close, and for the four remaining years of
her life she was to suffer pain of every kind, and even
hunger and cold and everything which she had tried so
hard to spare others. She was only twenty, when in 1227
her husband took the cross under the Emperor Frederick
II, and proceeded to set his duchy in order before
starting for the Holy Land. Elizabeth's heart was
almost broken, but she did not try to keep him from
fulfilling his vow. With a white face she gave him all
the help she could, but she went silently along the
dark passages of the castle, and even her babies could
not make her smile. One thing only she was resolved
upon. She would ride with him to the frontier, and bid
him farewell there. But at the
frontier, she could not make up her mind to leave him.
'I will go on to the next halting-place,' she said, and
when that was reached she rode on again. At length her
old friend Walter von Varila went sorrowfully up to
Ludwig. 'My lord, it must be. Her Highness must go.' 


Elizabeth heard the words and stood like a statue. Then
a shudder ran through her; she threw her arms round her
husband's neck and they clung together for awhile.
After a pause Ludwig gently unwound her arms and spoke.



'Little sister,' he said, and he called her so for the
last time; 'look well at this ring on my finger, with
the lamb and flag engraved on the sapphire. When I
reach my goal, I will send it back by one whom you can
trust, and he will tell you if I am alive or dead. And
now—Farewell.' 



The Alps were crossed at last and the noble company
made their way through Italy to join the Emperor at the
State of Apulia. At Brindisi the vessels were
anchored, which were to carry the army to the Holy
Land; but no sooner had both the Emperor and Ludwig
entered their ships than they were both seized with
fever, and had to put in to Otranto. Here Ludwig grew
worse and worse and felt that he must die. He sent for
his knights to hear his last orders, and choosing out
one or two to bear the ring to Elizabeth, he begged the
rest to carry his bones back to Thuringia, after they
had accomplished their vow and delivered the tomb of
Christ from the hands of the infidels. As he spoke a
flock of white doves entered the little cabin and flew
round his bed.



'I must fly away with them,' he said, and as the doves
flew out of the porthole he gave his last sigh. 



The
knights, charged with the terrible news, were a
long time in travelling to Thuringia; and when at
length they got there, Elizabeth was too ill to receive
them. It was to Sophia they first told their tale, and
when Elizabeth was fit to bear it, her mother-in-law
broke it to her more tenderly than could have been
expected. The Landgravine listened without seeming to
understand, then she leaped out of bed and ran wildly
about the corridors of the castle as one that had lost
her wits, till she flung herself against a wall, crying
'dead! dead!' between her sobs.



All Thuringia mourned with her—all, that is to say, but
her two brothers-in-law, who took advantage of the
condition she was in to seize the Government and to
drive Elizabeth and her children from the castle,
refusing her leave even to carry away the things that
belonged to her. Sophia whose heart was softened by her
grief did her best to prevent Henry, the elder of the
two, from behaving in this wicked way; but he would
listen to nothing, and in the middle of the winter
Elizabeth bade good-bye to the castle which had been
her home for twenty years, bearing in her arms her baby
then only a few weeks old. The other three were led by
her two maids, Ysentrude who had come with her from
Hungary, and the faithful Guta. Where to go they knew
not, for Henry had forbidden the people of Eisenach to
receive Elizabeth, and they, in spite of all that she
and her husband had done for them, had not courage to
disobey him. From door after door she was turned away,
till the keeper of a miserable little inn took pity on
the forlorn creatures, and offered them shelter for the
night. The next day a very poor priest sought her out,
and begged her to accept what he could offer; and
thankful indeed was Elizabeth to go with him, and to
put her babies to sleep on clean straw. She sold the
jewels she had worn when she was sent from the castle
in order to buy them bread, and after all were gone
she obtained a few pence by spinning. At length some
friends came forward and besought her to give her
children into their charge, and they would hide them
safely from their uncles. It was agony for Elizabeth to
part with them, but she knew it was best, and, sad and
lonely though she was, it gave her peace to feel that
the children were well and happy.
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ST. ELIZABETH AND HER CHILDREN, TURNED OUT OF THE CASTLE, ARE WELCOMED BY A POOR INNKEEPER.


It seems strange to us that some of the many German
princes to whom she was related, did not interfere on
her behalf; but they were generally busy with their own
little quarrels, and in those days news travelled
slowly. Sophia did all she could to help her, and at
last she wrote to Elizabeth's aunt, the Abbess Matilda
of Kitzingen, who was filled with horror at her niece's
sufferings, and sent a carriage at once to fetch her to
the banks of the river Main, where the poor princess
found her children awaiting her. Here for awhile was
rest and peace, but in a few months the Prince Bishop
of Bamberg, the Abbess' brother and Elizabeth's uncle,
interfered, and declared that it was not suitable that
she should remain in the convent, and urged her to
return to Hungary. But this the Landgravine at once
declined. She had now no mother to welcome her, and her
father, whom she had only seen once since her
babyhood, seemed almost to have forgotten her
existence. Then the Bishop insisted on her occupying a
castle of his not far from Bayreuth, granting her a
pension which would, he said, enable her to live
comfortably, since she would not marry again, as he
greatly wished. But Elizabeth would never 'live
comfortably' as long as there were any poor at her
gates, and though she took up her abode in the castle,
between prayers and alms-giving her days were spent
much as before.



One consolation she had at this time—the arrival of the
crusading knights with the body of Ludwig,
which had lain since his death in the town of Otranto.
The journey was long and very difficult, but they were
faithful to their trust, and at each town where they
rested the coffin was left for the night in a church.
When they drew near Bamberg a message was sent to the
bishop, and he quickly summoned Elizabeth.



The whole of Thuringia was present at the funeral,
which took place at Rheinhartsbrünn by the wish of
Ludwig himself. Nobles and citizens alike forgot their
wicked and cruel treatment of the dead man's wife and
children, and for the sake of appearances Henry and
Conrad did not dare to behave differently from the
rest. Sophia was there by the side of Elizabeth, who
wept tears of thankfulness that the desire of her heart
was fulfilled, and that Ludwig rested in the place
which he had chosen.




But the knights who had returned from the crusade were
determined that justice should be done to the son of
their master, and with Walter von Varila as their
spokesman, they told the usurper sternly what they
thought of him and his conduct. It is hardly to be
supposed that Henry was really ashamed of himself, or
that the knights' words could have thrown a new light
upon his behaviour. He was only ashamed, as many people
are, of being publicly blamed, and, when he found he
could not help himself, agreed to be regent for his
nephew till the boy grew up, and to reconcile himself
to Elizabeth. She, we may be sure, went more than half
way to meet his repentance, and joyfully consented to
return to Wartburg with her children. But she soon
found that the stir of a castle, with its continued
feastings and hunting parties, had become impossible to
her, and begged that she might be allowed to go and
live at Marburg on the banks of the river Lahn.



Now Elizabeth might have led a long and peaceful life
had it not been for a very foolish action of her own in
days gone by. Two years before the death of her
husband, she had, with his full consent, taken an oath
to obey in small things as well as great, the priest
Conrad of Marburg, a man who was the trusted friend of
many popes. While Ludwig lived, things went on much as
they had done in the time of her other confessor; but
as soon as she became a widow, Conrad grew more and
more tyrannical, and set himself to deprive her of
every pleasure and to force her into acts of untold
humiliation. He would not allow her to remain in the
house which Henry had given her, but worked on her mind
till she left it for a tumbledown hut, where she cooked
her own food. In this place she stayed alone, while a
little wooden cottage was built for her, and when all
was ready for the move she sent for her children and
her two maids.



But still Conrad was not satisfied. It is true that he
would not allow her to adopt all the rules of the
Franciscan sisterhoods—she had long ago taken the
lighter vows—and to beg from door to door like some of
the sisters; but as Elizabeth would not have minded
that at all, he required of her something that cut her
to the heart—the dismissal of Ysentrude and separation
from her children. This done it was easy for her to
give up all the possessions she had left, and swear to
observe the rules and wear a nun's dress to the end of
her life, to fasten a cord round her waist, and to go
barefoot. Guta, her maid, joyfully took the same vows,
and remained for a time with her mistress. Together
they spun wool which they sold for food, and the single
garment, which each wore, was of the stuff used by the
peasants. At last Guta was taken from her also, and two
rough women placed with her by Conrad. She submitted to
all, and soon the servants understood her patience and
gentleness, and grew to love her.



But this life of constant work and constant privation
could not go on for ever. On first coming to Marburg
she had built a small hospital and here she spent much
of her time, tending the sick as of old, and especially
the lepers.



At the end of two years she was attacked by a violent
fever, and, much against her will, was forced to take
to her bed. For ten or twelve days she lingered,
cheerful and happy, but always in prayer. One evening
towards sunset she fell asleep, when her maid, who was
sitting with her, was startled by hearing a beautiful
song proceeding from the pillow.



'Oh, madam, what lovely music!' cried the girl.



'Did you hear it too?' asked Elizabeth. 'A charming
little bird came and sat between me and the wall, and
he sung so sweetly that he filled my soul with joy, and
I could not help singing also! He told me besides,' she
added, after a pause, 'that I shall die in three days.' 



And in three days she was dead as she had foretold, and
was buried, as she wished, in the chapel of the
hospital.



She was only twenty-four, but her whole life had been
passed in the thought and service of others.
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Germanus the Governor



When, at the end of the fourth century after Christ,
the boy Germanus was growing into a young man, his
parents, the noble Rusticus and Germanilla, thought it
was time he should go to Rome to finish his education,
just as in these days he would have been sent to Oxford
or Cambridge. Like the sons of other rich parents, he
had been well taught, and we may be quite sure that
very few Roman fathers allowed their children to play
when they should have been doing their lessons.   For
though Rusticus lived with his family in Auxerre, a
little Gaulish town on the river Yonne, he counted
himself none the less a Roman and the subject of
Gratian, Emperor of the West, when Germanus was born.



By that time there were two emperors, one reigning in
Constantinople and the other in Rome; and both empires
were, in name, Christian, though many districts of
country in either were really as much heathen as ever.
Auxerre, however, was like other places in Gaul a
Christian city, and had a bishop; and Rusticus had seen
that Germanus was duly baptised, and had learned
something about his religion, as well as grammar,
astronomy, geometry, and literature. Still, Rusticus
had no intention of making the boy a priest; Germanus
was to be a lawyer, and as he was not only fond of
arguing, but quick to see what was to be done in
matters of daily life, his father hoped he might become
a great man some day. And so he did.



It was a long way from Auxerre to Rome, but that made
it all the more exciting for a boy of fifteen or
sixteen. We are not told exactly how he travelled, but
most likely he was put under the charge of some
merchant or priest returning to the Holy City, who
would ride with him and two or three servants as far as
the river Rhone, and there they would take a boat,
which would carry them down to Marseilles. At
Marseilles they would find plenty of ships sailing for
Italy, one of which would undertake to land them at
Ostia, the port of Rome, at the mouth of the Tiber.
Once he was in Rome, Rusticus had no further anxiety
about his son, for the students were as carefully
looked after as they are in one of our own
Universities. They were obliged to bring a written
declaration of the date of their births, the names of
their parents, and a statement of the profession they
had chosen. These particulars were all set down in a
book, and then they were sent, under the charge of an
inspector, to the rooms allotted to them. From time to
time the inspector visited them to see that they were
going on well, and attending their classes and
lectures. But in no case did the law permit the
strangers to stay in Rome after they were twenty, as it
was considered that by that age their education ought
to be finished, and if they remained longer it was only
to idle and get into mischief.



Germanus made the most of his years in Rome, and then,
when they were over, returned to Auxerre and began to
plead in the law courts. He loved his work, and threw
himself heart and soul into it. He spoke well and
easily, and gained many cases for his clients and much
money for himself. Soon his fame reached the ears of
the Prefect of Gaul, who ruled over the fourth, or
western part of the empire, and he, like a true Roman,
always ready to detect and make use of the best tools,
offered the successful lawyer
a post under Government.   This Germanus gladly
accepted.  He quickly rose from one office to another,
and must have been quite a young man when he become
'Duke and Governor of the Provinces of Armorica and
Nervica,' which included the greater part of modern
France; only the Prefect and the Vice-Prefect were
above him.




Shortly before he obtained this higher honour, Germanus
had married a girl of a noble family, who was rich and
good, called Eustachia.  He bought a country place a
few miles out of Auxerre, and whenever he felt he could
allow  himself a holiday, moved there with his wife, in
order to enjoy some hunting.



In this way several years passed, when an event took
place which changed the whole course of the life of
Germanus.



In the midst of the town there was a wide open space,
where grew a very old pear-tree, under which the
citizens used to assemble to talk over their affairs,
or to have a gossip in the summer evenings.   Now it
was the habit of Germanus, from time to time, to hang
one or two dried specimens of game upon the branches. 
It seems to us a harmless thing enough, but it greatly
displeased the Bishop, who in those days was the ruling
power in most of the cities.  He thought it would
remind the people of the heathen custom of decorating
the branches of this very tree with hideous masks of
men and beasts, as scarecrows or even as  charms.  So
he wrote to Germanus to beg him to give up this
practice, but the Governor paid no heed.  Then he went
to his house and still Germanus would not listen.  At
length the Bishop, whose name was Amator, resolved to
settle the matter himself, and when Germanus, who had
been away on business, returned to his country house,
the news met him that the old pear-tree had been cut
down to its roots
and burnt, the beasts that were on it being thrown
outside the walls.



The Governor's face grew white with anger at the tale.



'Cut down the pear-tree, has he?' he cried, when his
wrath permitted him to speak. 'He seems to have
forgotten that I have power of life and death in my
province! I will teach him how to defy me!' and he
hastily ordered a large body of men to be ready to ride
with him to Auxerre as soon as he had finished some
urgent business which awaited him.



But though he was as quick as he could, he was yet too
late. One of his household managed to warn the Bishop,
who was loved by all, and Amator declared himself happy
in being permitted to die for what he believed to be
the truth. Yet even as he spoke, a secret voice said to
his soul, that though his life on earth would not last
much longer, it was not Germanus who would kill him,
and—strange as it appeared—it was that very Germanus
who would succeed him as Bishop.



When Amator understood these things he knew what was
required of him; and he set forth instantly to ride to
Autun where the Prefect happened to be, for it was the
law that no office could be conferred without his
leave, and it was fortunate that at this moment he was
so near at hand.



The Prefect received Amator with great honour, and
asked for his blessing; then he begged his guest to
explain the reason of this sudden visit. In a few words
Amator told him all that had occurred and of the
revelation of his approaching death.



'But will the people, who have the right to elect their
Bishop, be satisfied with Germanus?' inquired the
Prefect, 'especially when they are aware he has
quarrelled with you.' 


'Yes, if I choose him,' answered Amator, 'and they
feel it is the will of God. But I wished to make sure
that you would not oppose it.' 


'I am in your hands,' replied the Prefect, and with
that Amator was content and returned to Auxerre.



By this time Germanus had begun to understand the folly
of his conduct, and as soon as he knew that the Bishop
had come back, he went with his attendants to Auxerre,
curious to learn what business had taken Amator to the
Prefect. He found a large crowd pressing into the hall
belonging to the Bishop's house, to which messengers
had summoned them, and he and his followers entered
likewise. When place could be found for no more, Amator
came in and stood before them.



'My children,' he said, 'I have somewhat to say unto
you. God has revealed to me that the day of my
departure from you is at hand. Therefore, while there
is time, consider carefully whom you will choose to
rule the Church after me.' 


The people heard with amazement and had no words to
tell their surprise and sorrow; and Amator, seeing
this, bade them lay down the arms which they carried
and go with him into the church, Germanus accompanying
them. When all were within, the Bishop ordered the
doors to be locked, and walked himself to the upper
end, where the nobles and chief men were standing.



'In the name of God,' he cried, and suddenly taking a
pair of scissors from under his robes, he seized the
hair of the astonished Germanus with one hand, while he
cut it off with the other. Without giving him time to
recover from his surprise, he slipped off the
Governor's mantle, and threw a Bishop's dress over him,
uttering the few words necessary to ordain him priest.



'Know, dear brother, that God has willed that you
should succeed me as Bishop of this place,' he said.
'Strive to keep holy the charge committed to you.' 


We do not hear that the Governor made any resistance
to these extraordinary proceedings; indeed he seems to
have been half stunned by their violence and
unexpectedness. But as soon as Amator had accomplished
his desire, he went back to his house, for he felt the
symptoms of death upon him. Still, ill though he was,
he never ceased to preach to his people the duty of
electing Germanus, which at last they agreed to do.
Then he bade them carry him to the church, and place
him upon the Bishop's throne, and there, in the midst
of the multitude who loved him, he gave up his soul on
the 1st of May, 418.




Although, in obedience to Amator's wish, the nobles,
clergy, and people with one voice proclaimed Germanus
their Bishop, he himself hesitated long before
accepting the post, and in fact at one time made up his
mind to refuse it altogether. Though a just man and a
Christian in name, he had been entirely occupied in
fulfilling his duties as Governor, and had given little
attention to matters belonging to the Church. But the
more he hesitated, the more resolved were they all that
he, and no other, should fill Amator's place, and at
length he yielded.



Like Saint Ambrose, in a very similar case, once
Germanus had decided to accept the Bishopric, he
allowed nothing to stand between him and his office. He
resigned his Governorship, gave away the rich furniture
and the possessions he had always enjoyed, and, hardest
of all, parted with his wife Eustachia. But though, as
was the custom in those days, she retired into a
convent, they seem always to have remained friends, and
even to have seen each other from time to time.



At the date of his election Germanus was forty, and for
thirty years he ruled the Church of Auxerre, reverenced
throughout the empire for his wisdom and
holiness.  Henceforth, the manner of his daily life was
entirely changed. He ate no meat, and only at
Christmas and Easter could be prevailed on to touch
wheaten cakes, wine, or salt. Barley-bread was his
common food, and that he prepared himself, but before
eating it he sprinkled ashes in his mouth, lest it
should taste too nice. Winter and summer, night and
day, he wore a hair shirt under his only garment, which
was a long woolen tunic, with a small hood added to
cover his thick hair, while his bed consisted of four
planks and his mattress of a compact mass of cinders.
For blankets he had a coarse strip of cloth, yet when
his labours were ended he slept as soundly as he had
ever done in the Governor's palace.




Now, although the actual work of a Bishop was quite new
to Germanus, the qualities and the training which had
made him a just and wise Governor stood him in good
stead in his present position. Men were no less
quarrelsome, no less ready to take advantage wherever
they could get it, no less given to cheat and to lie in
the fourth century than in the twentieth, and the
Bishop needed to be able to see through made-up
stories, to be just in his judgments, to be courageous
in dealing with those in power, and to control his
temper when acts of tyranny and wickedness were brought
to his notice. Germanus had learnt these things in a
hard school, and it was not long before the people felt
that they had done well for themselves in listening to
the entreaties of Amator.



Very soon after Germanus became Bishop, a
tax-collector, named Januarius, appeared before him in
great distress. The Bishop asked him what was the
matter, and promised to give him all the help he could
when he had heard the story. So Januarius, with a
faltering voice, poured forth his tale.



It was his business, he said, to accompany the Governor
when he made the tour of the province, in order to see
for himself the condition of the people, while
Januarius collected the taxes that were due, and, when
all were gathered, paid them into the treasury. He was
returning from one of these tours, when, as they were
passing near Auxerre, Januarius bethought him that
here, at length, was the chance of visiting the famous
Bishop Germanus, of whose election he had heard so
much. Therefore, without asking leave of the Governor,
he secretly left the party, and took the road to
Auxerre. He was so busy thinking of the great man he
was about to see, and wondering how he would be
received by him, that he quite forgot all about the
money, and the fastening of the bag containing it
becoming unloosed with the jogging of the horse, it
slid down, unperceived, to the ground, just at the very
moment when a lunatic, or a man possessed with an evil
spirit, was coming out of a wood by the roadside.
Waiting till Januarius was safe round a corner, he
picked up the bag, and the tax-collector knew nothing
of his loss till he dismounted at the door of the
Bishop's house.



'No one will ever believe me,' he ended, almost weeping
with fear. 'And death is the punishment. If you cannot
help me, I am lost indeed.' 


'Do not be cast down,' answered the Bishop kindly.
'Speak to me as to a friend, and tell me what it is you
want me to do.' 


At this Januarius looked down and hesitated. The Bishop
watched him, but said nothing, and at length the
tax-gatherer murmured that he knew it was a great deal
to ask, but that the only way to save him was for the
Bishop to replace the money.



'Well, this I will do,' replied Germanus, 'but first I
will search the town; and, perchance, I may find the
thief.' 


For three days the search continued, the Bishop causing
a close examination to be made of everyone whose
character was not above suspicion, but all in vain; no
trace of the money could be found. At the close of the
third day Januarius was nearly beside himself, for the
following week the taxes were due to be given in and
his loss would be discovered. But the Bishop did not
despair.



'We have searched the sane men, and now we must try
those who are possessed with devils,' said he, 'and
that I will do myself.' Then he ordered these unhappy
creatures to be brought before him, and strangely
enough, the first led into his presence was the thief
himself, though the Bishop did not know it. Very
cunning was the man, and he betrayed nothing, so the
Bishop bade his attendants follow him to the church,
bringing the accused with them. Thus it was done, and a
great crowd entered the church after them. The Bishop
then gave a solemn greeting to the people, and, falling
on the ground, prayed earnestly that the truth might be
brought to light. As he prayed, the man with the evil
spirit was gradually drawn out of the hands of those
that held him and raised upwards, floating in the air
in the midst of flames, and shrieking in torment.
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GERMANUS AND THE MAN POSSESSED.


'I confess, O Germanus, I confess,' he cried. 'It was I
who stole the bag, and hid it under a great stone in the edge
of the wood.' 


When he heard this, the Bishop bade the evil spirit
leave the man, and he left him. Then the man stood upon
his feet again, whole, and the messenger sent by the
Bishop to the hiding-place, brought back the money and
Januarius departed, rejoicing.



Some time after this, Germanus set out upon a journey
to visit a distant part of his diocese. It was winter
and very cold, and at length the Bishop became
chilled to the bone, and when they reached a deserted
ruin near the road, he declared he felt so ill he could
go no further. His companions looked at each other in
dismay. The place, they knew, was said to be haunted by
ghosts, and, though they did not like to admit it, even
to themselves, they were horribly frightened at the
idea of spending the night there. However, they dared
not say so to the Bishop, and tried to comfort
themselves by thinking that they were quite safe in the
presence of such a holy man.



For a while all went well. They lit a fire and cooked
their supper, and while they were eating it a monk
read, as was the custom, some pages out of a book of
prayers. Germanus, worn out with pain and fatigue, fell
asleep, lying wrapped up in cloaks under the shelter of
a projecting wall. Suddenly the reader felt an icy wind
blowing, and glancing up beheld a pale figure standing
before him, with chains about his legs. With a bound
the monk reached the side of the sleeping Bishop, and
shook him violently.



'What is it?'  asked Germanus, lifting his head, but
the reader could not answer, and only pointed to the
ghost.



'Tell me wherefore you are here, and why your body is
not reposing in peace beneath the earth?' said
Germanus, and the ghost made reply:



'Great crimes did I and another commit when we were in
the world, and as a punishment Christian burial was
forbidden us, and we were compelled to wander until we
could find someone to take pity on us. And therefore, O
Germanus, I have come to you.' And so he vanished.



Then Germanus rose, and without more ado he bade his
trembling followers search the ruins by aid of their
lanterns and the full moon, he himself standing by to
give them courage, and also to see that they were
not faint-hearted in their search. In silence and in
dread the men peered into the dark corners, and at
length one gave a cry.



'What is it?' asked the Bishop, hastening to the spot.
'Have you found them?' 


'Yes, truly,' was the answer, and there, with stones
piled over them, lay two skeletons, having chains about
their legs.



'Leave them till sunrise,' said the Bishop, and at
sunrise the chains were struck off, clothes were placed
upon the naked skeletons and a grave was dug outside
the walls. So at last their wanderings were done and
Christian burial was given them, and the Bishop himself
read the prayers and implored forgiveness for their
misdeeds.




Germanus had been for eleven years Bishop of Auxerre
when he paid his first visit to Britain, and this is
how it came about. A heresy had broken out in the
country, which was still governed by the Romans, and
was spreading far and wide. The Bishops and clergy
preached against it in vain, and finally resolved to
send to Germanus and beg his help. By command of the
Pope, who had been informed of the state of the British
church, a council of the Bishops of Gaul met at Troyes,
and it was decided that Germanus was to start at once
on his mission, and that Lupus, Bishop of Troyes,
should accompany him.



They seem to have travelled partly on horseback and
partly by water, but they could not have got on very
fast, for at every town crowds assembled to ask their
blessing. Amidst the throng that awaited them at
Nanterre, a small place just beyond Paris, Germanus'
 eye was caught by the radiant face of a little girl of
six, and he asked her name.



'Geneviève,' they told him.



'Ah,' said the Bishop to her parents, as he laid his
hand upon her head, 'One day the name of this child
will be known throughout the land, and her life will be
an example to us all,' and picking up a small copper
coin marked with a cross, that was lying on the ground
at his feet, he gave it to her, bidding her wear it
round her neck in remembrance of him.



And for hundreds of years after, when Geneviève was
reverenced as the Patron Saint of Paris, the Canons of
her Order distributed on her name-day little cakes of
bread, each marked with a cross.



On a cold winter day the two Bishops embarked on board
a small ship for Britain. The sea was smooth till they
reached the middle of the Channel, when a great gale
sprang up and the waves washed over the side of the
tossing vessel.



'The evil spirits are fighting against us,' said the
sailors, as the wind whistled through the sails and
tore them to shreds, and in their terror they deserted
their posts and let the ship drift as it would, while
they aroused Germanus, who had slept through it all,
and told him they were lost unless he would pray for
them. As he prayed, the storm subsided, and with a fair
breeze behind them they finished their voyage, landing
at Richborough, a town lying to the north of Dover, not
far from the mouth of the Thames.



All the way to London, and on to St. Albans (so called
after the first British martyr), the two Bishops
preached against the heresy of Pelagius, to the
multitudes who came to listen to them. At St.
Albans—or Verulam, to use the old name—they stayed some
time, and then proceeded towards the north-west. It was
during this journey that Germanus had the happiness of
seeing his old friend, the Irish Saint Patrick, who had
formerly spent many years as his pupil at Auxerre. The
mother of Patrick was a native of Gaul,
and for a long while his family dwelt in the part of
the country called Armorica, which was under the rule
of Germanus while he was Governor.




Now at the time of Germanus' first visit to Britain,
the Romans had been settled there for four hundred
years, and were shortly to be replaced by the Saxons.
But, though the famous conquest under Hengist and Horsa
did not occur till twenty years later, bands of Saxon
pirates were constantly sailing across the North Sea
from the lowlands beyond the Elbe, and laying waste the
farms and villages along the banks of the rivers. At
the date when Germanus was going from one town to
another preaching against the heresy of Pelagius, they
had become more daring than usual, and had coasted
round Cornwall and the Bristol Channel, and past Wales,
till they had reached the river Dee—for the Saxons
never lost sight of land if they could possibly help
it. Here they were joined by the Picts from the
south-west of Scotland, and the Scots from the north of
Ireland, and together they proceeded up the Dee in
their light ships, which could always find some place
of shelter in rough weather. To check them, the Roman
governors had ordered flat boats, which could float in
shallow water, to be moored on the banks, and bridges
to be built across the rivers, taking care to keep them
so low that no masts could get under the arches. Yet,
in spite of these precautions, the invaders did much
harm, and the Britons, who did not feel strong enough
to attack them, remained in their entrenchments.



This was the state of things in Lent, 430, when
Germanus and Lupus were baptising large numbers in the
county of Cheshire, on the other side of the Dee. They
were having service as usual one morning, when a
messenger, hot and breathless, interrupted the
ceremony.



'Come over and help us, O Germanus!' he cried, as the
Macedonians had cried to St. Paul. 'The Saxons from
across the seas, and the wild men from the north are
advancing up the river, killing and burning as they go,
and none can stop them.' 


'Return, I will follow,' answered Germanus, and,
accompanied by Bishop Lupus, he hastened to the British
army which was encamped beside a small stream called
the Alen, not far from the town of Mold.



The arrival of the two Bishops raised the spirits of
the Britons, and they were at once hailed as commanders
of the force. The duties of a general were not entirely
new to Germanus. As Duke and Governor of Armorica, it
was his place to lead the army in battle, and, though
we do not know if he had actually done so, yet he was
not the man to be found unprepared for any duty he
might have to fulfil. So we may feel certain that he
had studied Cæsar's book on war, and talked with the
generals who had faced the hordes of Goths and
Barbarians at that time pouring into the empire, even
if he had not spoken with the great Ætius himself.



It was on Easter Day that the enemy were actually seen
leading their boats and making ready for battle, and,
at the first intelligence of what was happening,
Germanus sent out scouts to watch and to report to him
the direction the allies would take in order to reach
the British camp. When news was brought that they were
moving towards a valley surrounded by high hills, he
rejoiced greatly, for he knew they were delivered into
his hands. He posted his men behind rocks and in
ravines along the mountain sides, and gave strict
orders that no one should stir until he gave the
signal. The Picts and Saxons advanced cheerfully,
feeling sure of victory, and passed through the narrow
entrance into the valley itself, which to all
appearance was empty. As soon as they were fairly
within it, a voice cried 'Alleluia.' 
'Alleluia' was echoed from every rock, and the
mountain was alive with a great host rushing down the
slopes shouting 'Alleluia.'  In their surprise, the
Saxon leaders lost their heads.  They turned and fled,
followed by the whole of their army, leaving everything
behind them.



Thus the 'Alleluia' battle was won without an arrow
being shot or a spear thrown, and the valley is known
as the Field of German unto this day.




Right glad were the people of Auxerre to welcome their
Bishop back a few months later, for things were going
very ill with them.  The Roman empire had for long been
falling into decay, and the Barbarians from the east
and north were establishing themselves within her
boundaries.   In order to meet the expenses of the
constant wars, fresh taxes were imposed, but as the
rich were not bound to pay them, they fell doubly heavy
on the poorer people.  Indeed, the plight of some was
so wretched that they actually sold themselves into
slavery to obtain food and clothing.  Auxerre, being on
the more eastern side of Gaul, towards the
battle-ground where Goths, Huns, Alans, and Franks
fought in quick succession, was perhaps worse off than
the towns further west, and no sooner had the Bishop
entered the city than a deputation of the citizens
appealed to him to save them.  There was only one way
to do it, and that was to visit the Prefect of Gaul,
now living at Arles, and obtain from him a decree by
which for the future the town should be freed from all
taxation.  In our eyes it seems hardly just that one
city should pay heavy taxes imposed for a special
purpose, and another should pay none but such was the
custom, and it does not appear to have occurred to
Germanus that there was anything wrong about it.  At
any rate, after making hasty preparations, he set off
with a few attendants on the long journey to Arles.



It was a wet day when he started, and towards evening,
as the little company was drawing near its first
resting-place, it passed a man who had neither shoes
nor coat. Struck by his miserable plight, the Bishop
reined in his horse and began to talk to him; and,
finding that the beggar had nowhere to go, invited him
to spend the night in the house where they were to
sleep. The man eagerly accepted, and shared the supper
which was provided for the Bishop's followers, but when
the others were engaged at their prayers he managed to
creep out unperceived, and to steal the Bishop's horse.
The theft was, of course, not discovered till the next
morning when they were ready to depart, and the horse
of one of the attendants was brought round for Germanus
to mount.



'What beast is that? and where is my own horse?' asked
he.



'The rascal that you sheltered yesterday has stolen
him, O Germanus,' they answered; and when he heard, the
Bishop looked grave and silently mounted the horse that
was held for him.



For some distance they rode on, till at length the
Bishop turned in his saddle, and said to the man
nearest him:



'Soon you will see that the thief has not profited by
that evil deed, so let us pause for a while, till he
comes up to us;'  and the word was given to halt under
a grove of trees. In a short time the thief came
towards them, leading the horse.



'All this time, since I took the horse from the stable,
have I been trying to flee,' cried the man, as soon as
he was near them, 'but when once I was out of sight of
the house where you slept, the beast would not stir one
step, pull his bridle as I might. Then I knew that this
was the punishment of my crime, and I resolved, if I
could, to restore him to you. And as if the creature
could see
into my mind, at that very moment his feet were loosed
and he hastened down this road, and, behold, I give him
back to you without hurt.' 


'Arise, my son,' said the Bishop, for the thief had
fallen on his knees. 'If yesterday I had given you a
cloak, you would not have stolen the horse. Now,
therefore, take this mantle and steal no more.' 


After that, he bade his company continue the journey,
and in due time they arrived at Arles, where he was
welcomed with great honour by St. Hilary, the Bishop
and the Prefect, to whom he at once explained the
business which had brought him. The Prefect readily
promised that the people of Auxerre should suffer no
more from the extra taxes, and Germanus hastened home
with the joyful tidings.




In 446, Germanus was again summoned to preach against
heresy in Britain, where Vorti O'ern was now king, but
he did not stay many months, as affairs in Gaul were in
a very disturbed state and his presence was needed as
peacemaker. This time it was the inhabitants of the
north-west, who, under the name of the Armorican
confederacy, had banded themselves together against the
Romans and their allies, the Alans, and revolted
against them. Now, when the hosts of Barbarians were
about to be let loose upon them by the General Ætius, a
panic seized them, and they implored the help of the
Bishop, himself once Governor of those very provinces.
Contrary to their expectations, Germanus succeeded in
obtaining a truce from the Alan king, and even
consented to cross the Alps into Italy, and to lay the
matter before the Emperor, Valentinian III, or to speak
more truly, before his mother, Placidia.



During the months he spent in the town of Ravenna, the
city on the Adriatic which was then the seat of
Government, Germanus worked hard to help all kinds of
distressed people, as well as those distant tribes for
whose sake he had come. But in the midst of his
labours, and of his pleadings with the powerful
Empress-Mother, the news arrived that the Armoricans had
again broken into revolt, and that the rising had been
put down with much severity. Deep must have been the
disappointment of the Bishop that all his efforts had
proved so useless, but he was not given long to lament,
for his day of rest was at hand, and it was revealed to
him in this wise.



One morning he had been talking over the affairs of the
Church with some of the Italian bishops, when he
suddenly broke off and remained silent. They waited
respectfully, guessing from his face that he had
something of importance to tell them, and at last he
began to speak again. 'In the night, during my sleep, I
dreamed that the Lord visited me, and gave me
provisions for a journey.' 


' "What journey must I take, Lord?" said I, and the
Lord answered, "Fear not, I send thee to no foreign
land, but to thine own country, where thou shalt have
eternal rest and peace." And well I know what that
country is which God promises to his servants.' 


Well the bishops knew also, though in their grief they
refused to believe, and sought to put another
interpretation on the dream. But a few days later
Germanus was taken ill, and when it became plain that
death was near, hundreds flocked to take leave of him
and to beg his blessing. Among these was the Empress
Placidia, who fell on her knees by his bed, and asked
if there was nothing she could do for him who had done
so much for the world.



'Yes, one thing,' he said; 'let my body be carried back
to Gaul, and buried at Auxerre with my people.' So at
the end of seven days he died, having ruled over his
diocese thirty years.



Very unwillingly the Empress gave orders that his last
request should be fulfilled. His body was embalmed and
covered with a magnificent cloak, on which the imperial
arms were embroidered. It was then placed in a
cedar-wood coffin, and, followed by an immense
multitude, set out on its homeward journey across the
Alps. From time to time, some of the mourners fell off,
and others took their places, but five women walked on
foot beside the corpse, never faltering. Three of them
died on the way, worn out by fatigue, but the other two
arrived at Auxerre safely. At the end of fifty-three
days the city was reached, and on the 1st of October,
448, the Bishop was laid to rest, as he had wished,
with his own people.



The First of the Hermits



Travellers in Egypt during the third and fourth
centuries after Christ must have been surprised at the
large number of monasteries scattered about in desert
places, and the quantities of little cells or caves cut
in the rock, which formed the dwellings of hermits. In
those times each lonely anchorite lived as pleased him
best, or rather, as he thought best for his soul; but,
of course, when many of them dwelt in the same house,
this was not possible, and certain rules had to be
made. In almost the very earliest of the monasteries,
built a long way up the Nile, the monks were allowed to
do as they liked about fasting, but were forced to work
at some trade which would be of use to the brethren, or
else, by the sale of the goods made, would enable them
to support themselves. So in the house at Tabenna we
find that among the thirteen hundred monks there were
basket-makers, gardeners, carpenters, and even
confectioners, though probably these last were obliged
to seek a market among the inhabitants of the various
towns scattered up and down the Nile. In spite,
however, of the numerous dwellers in the group of
buildings which formed the monastery, Pachomius, the
founder, had no intention of allowing his brethren to
waste time in idle gossip. Whether working in the
carpenter's shop, or hammering at the anvil, or shaping
sandals, each man was bound to repeat the Psalms or
some passages
from the Gospels. He might eat when he was hungry, and
could choose if he would give up bread, and live on
vegetables and fruit and wild honey, or if he would
have them all; but he was strictly forbidden to speak
at his meals to other monks who happened to be present,
and was enjoined to pull his cowl or hood over his
face. And lest the monks should become fat and lazy,
they were given no beds, but slept as well as they
could in chairs with backs to them.




Paul, who is generally thought to be the first man to
spend his life alone in the Egyptian desert, was the
son of rich parents, who died when Paul was about
sixteen. They were educated people, and had the boy
taught much of the learning of the Egyptians, as well
as all that was best in Greek literature and
philosophy, but as soon as they were dead, the husband
of Paul's sister, hoping to get all the family money
for himself, made plans to betray his young
brother-in-law, who was a Christian; for at this time
the Roman emperor had commanded a persecution of all
who would not sacrifice to the gods of Rome. Vainly did
his wife implore him to spare her brother; the love of
money had taken deep root in his soul, and he was deaf
to her prayers and blind to her tears. Happily she was
able to warn Paul of his danger, and one night he crept
out of the house in northern Egypt, and fled away to
the desert hills on the south. When the sun rose over
the river, he explored the mountains in search of a
hiding-place, and discovered at length a cave with a
large stone across the mouth.



'If I could only roll that stone away!' he thought, and
with a great effort he managed to move it, and clamber
inside.



'No one will ever think of looking for me here,' he
murmured; 'and how clean it is!'  he added, for he
had been used to a house tended by slaves, and did not
consider dirt a sign of holiness like the later
hermits.



So Paul took possession of his cave, and though he
lived to be very old, he never more quitted the
mountain side, but went every day to fetch water from a
tumbling stream, and to gather dates from the palms,
while he made himself clothes out of their leaves.  But
we are not told that he saw or spoke with anyone, till
a few days before he died, and was taken up to heaven.




Paul had spent so many years in his mountain cell, that
he had almost lost count of them, and could scarcely
have told you his age if you had asked him. Several
miles away dwelt another old man called Anthony, who,
when he settled in his cave beyond the great monastery,
thought that he had gone further into the desert than
any one living, till in his dreams he heard a voice
which said, 'Beyond you and across the hills dwells a
man holier than you. Lose no time, but set out at once
to seek him, and you will gain great joy.' 


Then Anthony awoke, and after eating a handful of dates
and drinking a little water, he took up his staff made
out of a palm branch, and set forth on his journey.



The sun was hot and the sharp grit of the burning sand
hurt his feet. Indeed, it was so long since he had
walked at all, that it was wonderful his legs were not
too stiff and too weak to support him. But he kept on
steadily, resting now and then under the shade of a
tree—when he happened to pass one—and kept his eyes
fixed on the distant mountains which seemed to give him
strength. In this manner he was pressing forwards when
a being came up to him, so strange to look upon, that
he doubted if the like had ever been seen. The head and
the front of it resembled a man, and its body
and legs were those of a horse, and as he gazed,
Anthony remembered the verses of the poets he had read
in his youth, describing such a creature, which they
called a centaur; but at the time he had held these to
be vain imaginings. The fearful beast planted itself in
front of him, and gave utterance to horrible words. As
he listened Anthony grew persuaded that it was Satan
himself come to vex him, and he shut his ears, and went
on his way.



He had not travelled far before he beheld, standing on
a rock near by, another beast, smaller than the first,
with horns growing out of its forehead. 'And who are
you?' asked Anthony, trembling as he spoke, and the
beast said, 'I am that creature whom men know as a
Satyr, and worship in their foolishness,' and at its
answer Anthony left it also behind him and passed on,
marvelling how it happened that he understood what the
two beasts had said; for their language was unknown to
him.
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"How St. Anthony met a centaur and a satyr."


Night was now beginning to fall, and Anthony feared
lest his steps might stray in the darkness, and that
the morning sun might find him far away from his goal.
But even as the doubt beset him, his gaze lighted upon
the footprints of an animal leading straight to the
mountain, and he felt it was a sign that he would not
be suffered to wander from the right path, so he walked on
with a joyful heart. And when the sun rose he saw
before him a huge hyæna, and it was galloping with all
its speed in the direction of the mountain, but swiftly
though it moved, Anthony's feet kept pace with it. Up
the sides of the hill after it went the holy man to his
own great wonder, and when they had both crossed the
top, they ran down a steep slope where a cave with a
very little opening was hidden among the rocks. Big
though it was, the hyæna's sides were very flat and it
passed easily through the opening.
Then Anthony knew in his heart that in the cave dwelt
Paul the Hermit.




Although the walls of rock almost met overhead, the
cave was not dark but full of a great light, and he
beheld Paul sitting in the midst of it. He did not dare
to enter without permission, so he took a small pebble
and knocked with it on the wall. Immediately the rock
was rolled across the opening, with only so much room
left as a man might speak through.



'O let me in, I pray you!' cried Anthony, falling on
his knees. 'Small need is there to shut me out, for I
am alone.' 


'But wherefore have you come?' asked Paul, and Anthony
answered:



'I am not worthy to stand in your presence, full well I
know it: but since you receive wild beasts, will you
not receive me likewise? For I have sought you from
afar, and at last I have found you.  And if, for some
reason that I know not, this may not be, here shall I
die, so give my body burial, I pray you.' 


Paul bowed his head as he listened to the words of
Anthony, and rolled away the stone, and they sat
together and talked, and the hermit asked many
questions of his guest about the world he had left.



'Tell me, I beseech you,' he said, 'something of the
children of men, for much must have happened since I
took up my abode here, well-nigh a hundred years ago.
Are the walls of the ancient cities still growing
bigger because of the houses which are being built
within them?  Do kings yet reign over the earth, and
are they still in bondage to the devil?' These and many
more questions did he ask, and Anthony answered them.
Now while they were speaking they both looked up at the
moment, and on a tree which hung over the cave they
beheld a raven sitting, holding in its beak a whole
loaf of broad and waiting till they had ceased
speaking. When the two old men paused in their
conversation, the raven fluttered to the ground, and,
laying the loaf down between them, spread its wings and
flew away.
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THE RAVEN BRINGS THE LOAF.


'Behold,' said Paul, 'what mercies have been given me!
For sixty years and more this bird has brought me half
a loaf daily, from whence I know not, but now has a
double portion been bestowed on us. Take then the loaf
and break it.' 


'No,' answered Anthony, 'that is not for me to do;' but
Paul would not hearken to him, and darkness came on
while they were yet disputing over the matter, till at
the last each took hold of one end of the loaf, and
pulled it till it broke in two. And after they had
eaten, they stood up and prayed till the dawn.




'The time of my rest has come, brother Anthony,' said
Paul in the morning, 'and you have been sent hither by
the Lord to bury my body.' At his words Anthony broke
forth into weeping, and entreated that Paul would not
leave him behind, but would take him into the heavenly
country. But Paul answered:



'It is not fitting that you should seek your own good,
but that of your neighbours; therefore if it is not too
much for your strength, return to the monastery I
entreat you, and bring me the cloak which was given you
by the holy Athanasius, that I may lie in it when I am
dead.' 


This he said, not because he took any heed what might
befall his body more in death than in life, but because
Anthony might not have the pain of watching him depart.




Anthony wondered greatly that Paul should set so much
store by the cloak or, indeed, that one who had been
for so long set apart from the world should
ever have heard of the gift; but he arose at Paul's
bidding, and said farewell, kissing him on his eyes and
on his hands.



Heavy of heart was Anthony, and weary of foot, when his
long journey was done, and he entered the monastery.



'Where have you been, O Father?' asked his disciples,
who gathered eagerly round him. 'High and low have we
sought you, and we feared greatly that illness had come
upon you, or that some evil beast had devoured you.' 


But he would tell them nothing of his pilgrimage, only
went into his cell, and took the cloak of Athanasius
from the place where it hung, and having done this he
set forth again on his road to the mountains, making
all the speed he could, lest he might be too late to
see Paul alive.



That day and all through the night Anthony went on
without resting, or eating food; but on the second day
at the ninth hour he had a heavenly vision. In the air
before him was a multitude of angels and prophets and
martyrs, with Paul in their midst, his face shining
like the sun. The vision lasted but for a moment, yet
clearly he beheld the faces of them all; and when it
had vanished he cast himself on the ground and wept,
crying 'O Fearer of God, why have you left me thus
without a word, when I was hastening to you with the
swiftness of a bird?' 


Then he rose up and climbed the mountain, and soon the
cell of Paul was before him. The stone which kept it
fast had been rolled away, and in the entrance knelt
Paul himself, his face raised to heaven.



'He is alive and I am in time,' thought Anthony, and he
stood and prayed, and the body of Paul stood by him and
prayed also. But no sound came from his mouth, and a
certainty crept over Anthony that the
vision had been true, and that the soul of Paul had
ascended to heaven. So he spread the cloak of
Athanasius on the earth, and laid the body of Paul upon
it and wrapped the cloak about him as the holy hermit
had desired. Yet another task lay before him, and in
what manner to accomplish it he knew not.



'How shall I bury him?' he said to himself, 'for I have
neither axe nor spade with which to dig a grave, and it
will take me four days to go and come from the
monastery. What can I do?' 


Now as he pondered he lifted his head, and beheld two
great lions running towards him, and his knees knocked
together for fear. But as he looked again his fear
passed from him, and they seemed to him as doves for
gentleness, monstrous of size though they were. While
he gazed the lions drew near, and by the body of Paul
they stopped; then they lifted their heads and fixed
their eyes on Anthony and wagged their tails at him,
laying themselves down at his feet, and purring. By
this Anthony understood that they desired his blessing,
and he blessed them. When they had received his
blessing, they began to dig a grave with their claws,
and the hole that they made was deep enough and wide
enough and long enough for the body of Paul. And as
soon as it was finished, they knelt down a second time
before Anthony, their ears and tails drooping, and
licked his hands and his feet. So he thanked them for
their good service, and blessed them once more, and
they departed into the desert. Then Anthony took the
body of Paul and laid it in the grave which the lions
had dug, sorely grieving.



The Founder of Hospitals



The man whose name has for three hundred years been
bound up with the hospitals and nursing orders of
France was born, in 1576, in the little village of Poy,
not far from the Pyrenees. He had three brothers and
two sisters, and when they were big enough they all
went to work on their father's small farm. Vincent, who
was the third son, was sent to keep the sheep. This was
considered the easiest task to which a child could be
put, and Vincent liked wandering after his flock
through the green meadows or sitting under a tree while
they were feeding, watching the shadows of the clouds
on the distant mountains. When he grew older a younger
brother took his place, and Vincent helped to sow the
corn, to toss the hay, and to chop the wood for the
winter. His father, Guillaume de Paul, was a good man
and saw that his children went regularly to church, and
were not behindhand in doing anything they could for a
poor or sick neighbour; but of the whole six, none was
so often found on his knees or so ready to carry some
of his own food to his suffering friends as Vincent.



'You ought to send that boy to school,' said the curé
of the parish one day to the farmer. 'Perhaps—who
knows?—he may by and by become a priest.' 


'Yes, father, I have been thinking of that,' answered
Guillaume; 'and before many weeks had passed, Vincent's
life in the fields was a thing of the past, and he was
being taught to read and write, to study Latin, and all
that had to do with religion, at the monastery of the
Cordeliers in the town of Acqs. He loved his lessons
and worked harder than any boy in the school, but,
happy though he was, he must sometimes have longed for
his old home and a ramble with his brothers and sisters
in the meadows of Poy.



In four years his masters declared that he now knew
enough to be able to earn his own living, and obtained
for him a place as tutor to the children of Monsieur de
Commet, a lawyer in Acqs. His pupils were very young,
and he had a good deal of time to himself, and this he
spent in the study of religious books, for by this time
he had resolved to be a priest. At twenty he bade
farewell to Monsieur de Commet, and set out for
Toulouse, where after two years he was ordained deacon,
and later entered the priesthood. But he did not give
up his whole life to praying either in church or in his
cell. As of old he went about among the sick, hearing
their troubles both of mind and body, and easing both
when he was able. Thus he grew to know their needs in a
way he could never have done had he always remained
within the walls of a monastery.




The young priest's life flowed on peacefully for the
next five years, and then a startling adventure befell
him. An old friend of his died at Marseilles, and
Vincent received news that he had been left in the will
a sum of fifteen hundred livres, which in those days
was a considerable deal of money. Vincent's heart was
full of gratitude. What could he not do now to help his
poor people. And he began to plan all the things the
legacy would buy till it struck him with a laugh that
ten times the amount could hardly get him all he
wanted. Besides, it was not yet in his possession, and
with that reflection he set about his preparations for
his journey to Marseilles.



He probably went the greater part of the way on foot,
and it must have taken him about as long as it would
take us to go to India. But he was a man who had his
eyes about him, and the country which he passed through
was alive with the history he had read. Greeks, Romans,
Crusaders, and the scandal, now two hundred years old,
of the two popes, would be brought to his mind by the
very names of the towns where he rested and the rivers
which he crossed, but at length they were all left
behind, and Marseilles was reached.



His business was soon done, and with the money in his
pocket he was ready to begin his long walk back to
Toulouse, when he received an invitation from a friend
of the lawyer's to go in his vessel by sea to Narbonne,
which would cut off a large corner. He gladly accepted
and went on board at once; but the ship was hardly out
of sight of Marseilles when three African vessels, such
as then haunted the Mediterranean, bore down upon them
and opened fire. The French were powerless to resist,
and one and all refused to surrender, which so
increased the fury of the Mohammedans that they killed
three of the crew and wounded the rest. Vincent himself
had an arm pierced by an arrow, and though it was not
poisoned, it was many years before the pain it caused
ceased to trouble him. The 'Infidels' boarded the ship,
and, chaining their prisoners together, coasted about
for another week, attacking wherever they thought they
had a chance of success, and it was not until they had
collected as much booty as the vessel could carry that
they returned to Africa.



Vincent and his fellow-captors had all this while been
cherishing the hope that, once landed on the coast of
Tunis, the French authorities would hear of their
misfortunes and come to their aid. But the Mohammedan
captain had foreseen the possibility of this and took
measures to prevent it by declaring that the prisoners
had been taken on a Spanish ship. Heavy were their
hearts when they learned what had befallen them, and
Vincent needed all his faith and patience to keep the
rest from despair. The following day they were dressed
as slaves and marched through the principal streets of
Tunis five or six times in case anyone should wish to
purchase them. Suffering from wounds though they were,
they all felt that it was worth any pain to get out of
the hold of the ship and to see life moving around them
once more. But after awhile it became clear that the
strength of many was failing, and the captain not
wishing to damage his goods, ordered them back to the
ship where they were given food and wine, so that any
possible buyers who might appear next day should not
expect them to die on their hands.




Early next morning several small boats could be seen
putting out from the shore, and one by one the
intending purchasers scrambled up the side of the
vessel. They passed down the row of captives drawn up
to receive them; pinched their sides to find if they
had any flesh on their bones, felt their muscles,
looked at their teeth, and finally made them run up and
down to see if they were strong enough to work. If the
blood of the poor wretches stirred under this treatment
they dared not show it, and Vincent had so trained his
thoughts that he hardly knew the humiliation to which
he was subjected. A master was soon found for him in a
fisherman, who wanted a man to help him with his boat.
The fisherman, as far as we know, treated his slave
quite kindly; but when he discovered that directly the
wind rose the young man became hopelessly ill, he
repented of his bargain, and sold him as soon as he
could to an old chemist, one of the many
who had wasted his life in seeking the Philosopher's
Stone. The chemist took a great fancy to the French
priest and offered to leave him all his money and teach
him the secrets of his science if he would abandon
Christianity and become a follower of Mohammed, terms
which, needless to say, Vincent refused with horror.
Most people would speedily have seen the hopelessness
of this undertaking, but the old chemist was very
obstinate, and died at the end of a year without being
able to flatter himself that he had made a convert of
his Christian slave.



The chemist's possessions passed to his nephew, and
with them, of course, Father Vincent. The priest bore
his captivity cheerfully, and did not vex his soul as
to his future lot. The life of a slave had been sent
him to bear, and he must bear it contentedly whatever
happened; and so he did, and his patience and ready
obedience gained him the favour of his masters.



Very soon he had a new one to serve, for not long after
the chemist's death he was sold to a man who had been
born a Christian and a native of Savoy, but had adopted
the religion of Mohammed for worldly advantages. There
were many of these renegades in the Turkish service
during the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, and
nearly all of them were men of talent and rose high.
Vincent de Paul's master had, after the Turkish manner,
married three wives, and one of them, a Turk by birth
and religion, hated the life of the town where she was
shut up most of the day in the women's apartments, and
went, whenever she could, to her husband's farm in the
country, where Vincent was working. It was a barren
place on a mountain side, where the sun beat even more
fiercely than in Tunis; but at least she was able to
wander in the early mornings and cool evenings about
the garden, which had been made with much care and
toil. Here
she met the slave, always busy—watering plants,
trimming shrubs, sowing seeds, and generally singing to
himself in an unknown tongue. He looked so different
from the sad or sullen men she was used to see that she
began to wonder who he was and where he came from, and
one day she stopped to ask him how he happened to be
there. By this time Vincent had learned enough Arabic
to be able to talk, and in answer to her questions,
told her of his boyhood in Gascony, and how he had come
to be a priest.



'A priest! What is that?' she said.



And he explained, and little by little he taught her
the doctrines and the customs of the Christian faith.



'Is that what you sing about?' she asked again. 'I
should like to hear some of your songs,' and Vincent
chanted to her 'By the waters of Babylon,' feeling,
indeed, that he was 'singing the Lord's songs in a
strange land.' And day by day the Turkish woman went
away, and thought over all she had heard, till one
evening her husband rode over to see her, and she made
up her mind to speak to him about something that
puzzled her greatly.



'I have been talking to your white slave that works in
the garden about his religion—the religion which was
once yours. It seems full of good things and so is he.
You need never watch him as you do the other men, and
the overseer has not had to beat him once. Why, then,
did you give up that religion for another? In that, my
lord, you did not well.' 


The renegade was silent, but in his heart he wondered
if, indeed, he had 'done well' to sell his soul for
that which had given him no peace. He, too, would talk
to that Christian slave, and hear if he still might
retrace his steps, though he knew that if he was
discovered death awaited the Mohammedan who changed his
faith. But his eyes having been opened he could rest no
more,
and arranged that he and Vincent should disguise
themselves and make for the coast, and sail in a small
boat to France. As the boat was so tiny that the
slightest gale of wind would capsize it, it seems
strange that they did not steer to Sicily, and thence
journey to Rome; but instead they directed their course
towards France, and on June 28, 1607, they stepped on
shore on one of those long, narrow spits of land which
run out into the sea from the little walled town of
Aigues-Mortes. Vincent drew a long breath as after two
years captivity he trod on French soil again. But he
knew how eager his companion was to feel himself once
more a Christian, so they only waited one day to rest,
and started early the next morning through the flowery
fields to the old city of Avignon. Here he made
confession of his faults to the Pope's legate himself,
and was admitted back into the Christian religion. The
following year he went with Father Vincent to Rome, and
entered a monastery of nursing brothers, who went about
to the different hospitals attending the sick and poor.



It is very likely that it was Father Vincent's
influence that led him to take up this special work,
to which we must now leave him, for on the priest's
return to Paris, he found a lodging in the Faubourg
Saint-Germain, close to the Hôpital de la Charité—the
constant object of his care for some months.



From Paris he turned south again towards his own
country, but when near Bordeaux he was accused by a
judge, who was living in the same house, of a theft of
four hundred crowns. The robbery was due to the judge's
own carelessness in going out with so large a sum upon
him, but this did not strike him; and though, of
course, he could prove nothing, he lost no opportunity
of repeating the falsehood to everyone he met. After
denying the story Vincent let the matter drop, and went
quietly about his own work, and, at the end of six
years, his innocence was established. A man of the town
was arrested on some charge and thrown into prison.
Here, filled with remorse, the thief sent for this very
judge, and confessed that it was he who had robbed him
as he was passing along the street. Bitterly ashamed of
his conduct, the judge, on his part, proclaimed the
facts, and thus Vincent was justified in the belief
that, as he had said from the beginning, 'God would
proclaim the truth when He thought good.' 


Humble and unobtrusive as he was, the priest's fame had
reached far, and he was pressed by one of the most
powerful of French churchmen to accept the care of a
village on the outskirts of Paris. While there he
worked hard for the bodies and souls of his people,
till the parish which seems to have been somewhat
neglected was completely changed. Then a post of
another kind was offered him, and though he would much
rather have remained where he was, he would not disobey
his superiors.



Sadly he bade his people farewell and went to educate
the children of the Comte de Joigny, General of the
French galleys. But he was only there a few months,
during which his time was as much occupied in preaching
to the peasants, by the desire of Madame de Joigny, as
in teaching her children. Great was the good lady's
sorrow when Vincent was snatched away on a mission to
the inhabitants of a wild and ignorant part of France,
though she gave him a considerable amount of money for
their benefit. Later she made him head of a
mission-house, founded and endowed by herself and her
husband for the benefit of their own people, so that
their poor tenants and peasants might never be in the
state in which they had been discovered by the priest
when he first visited and came to Joigny.



After awhile Vincent returned to the house of the
Joignys, where he chiefly lived when he was not absent
on special missions.




The earliest of all the miserable and helpless classes
of beings to attract the attention of Father Vincent
were the galley-slaves, heretics sometimes, and
generally the lowest sort of criminals, whose lives
were spent in every kind of iniquity. However wicked
they might have been before they were chained together
in the darkness of the galleys, or thrown together in
the horrible prisons (which must have killed many of
the weaker ones), they were for the most part far worse
when they came out, from what they had learned from
each other.



'Once criminals, they must always be criminals,' said
the world, and turned its back on them, but Vincent de
Paul thought otherwise. The first thing he did on
returning to the house of their 'General,' the Comte de
Joigny, was to visit these rough men scattered about in
the prisons of Paris. They were not easy to make
friends with, these galley-slaves, and were suspicious
of kind words and deeds, because they had never known
them; and the priest soon understood that if he wished
to make an impression on them, he must collect them
all under one roof where he could see them daily and
begin by caring for their bodily comforts. So, after
obtaining leave from Monsieur de Gondi the Archbishop
of Paris, and brother of the Comte de Joigny, he
collected subscriptions, found a house, and soon, for
the first time in their lives, the galley-slaves knew
what it was to feel clean and to have real  beds to
sleep in, instead of damp and dirty straw, if not stone
floors. Little by little they were won over; the few
rules made by the priest were broken more and more
seldom, and when he felt he had gained their confidence
he told them a few simple things about their souls.



The archbishop looked on with amazement. Obedience
from the worst and most lawless of men, he would never
have believed it!  But there it was, an undoubted fact,
and the archbishop craved an audience of the king,
Louis XIII., in order to tell him the marvellous tale,
and to ask his permission to establish similar houses
all over the country. The king, who was not easy to
interest, listened eagerly to Gondi's words, and in
February 1619 he issued an edict, nominating Father
Vincent de Paul royal almoner of the galleys of France.



His new post compelled Vincent to travel constantly,
and in 1622 he set out for Marseilles to examine into
the condition of the large number of convicts of all
sorts in the city. The better to learn the truth he
avoided giving his real name, but he went into all the
prisons, and even, it is said, took the place of one of
the most wretched among the criminals and was loaded
with chains in his stead. That may not be true, but at
any rate the story shows what was felt about him, and
he did everything possible to inspire their gaolers
with pity and to ensure the prisoners being kindly
treated. When they were ill besides, their state was
more dreadful still, and it was then that he formed the
plan of having a hospital for the galley-slaves, though
he was not able to carry it out for many years.




The Comtesse de Joigny died in June 1625, two months
after her mission-house was opened. Father Vincent then
went to live with his priests, the 'Lazarists,' as they
came to be called, where, besides teaching and
preaching both in the country and at home, they formed
a society for looking after the sick and poor in every
parish. Girls were educated by the Association of the
Dames de la Croix—the Ladies of the Cross—and the older
women served in the hospitals in Paris, notably in
the largest of all, the Hôtel Dieu. In addition to
those already in existence, through Vincent's influence
and under his direction, were founded the hospitals of
Pity, of Bicêtre, of the Salpétriere, and the
world-famous Foundling Hospital or Enfants-Trouvés.
These deserted babies, usually put hastily down at the
door of a church or of some public place, died by
hundreds. Some charitable ladies did what they could
by adopting a few, but this only caused them to feel
still more terribly the dreadful fate of the rest.
Vincent appealed for help to the queen, Anne of
Austria, and she persuaded the king to add 12,000
livres to the amount privately subscribed by the
friends of the priest, and in the end he made over to
them some buildings near the forest of Bicêtre. But the
air was too keen for the poor little creatures, or at
any rate it was thought so—for in those days fresh air
was considered deadly poison—and they were brought to
the Faubourg, St. Lazare in Paris, and entrusted to the
care of twelve ladies till two houses could be got
ready for them.



Once set on foot the hospital of the Enfants-Trouvés
was never allowed to drop, and always reckoned the
Kings of France among its supporters.




It was enough for a man to be poor and needy for him to
excite the sympathy of Vincent de Paul, and when he
happened to be old also the priest felt that he had a
double claim. Almshouses, as we should call them, soon
followed the hospitals; while the women were placed
under the protection of Mademoiselle le Gras, foundress
of the Order of Les Filles de la Charité—the Daughters
of Charity—a society which also undertook the education
of the foundlings.



When one reads of all the work done by Father Vincent
one feels as if each of his days had a hundred hours
instead of twenty-four. The various institutions
he established, many of which flourished vigorously
till a few years ago, when they were put down by the
State, were always under his eye and in his thoughts.
Nothing was beyond his help in any direction. While, on
the one hand, he was collecting immense sums of money
in Paris—it is said to amount to £80,000—for the people
of Lorraine who had been ruined by the wars, and were
in the most miserable state, on the other he was trying
to revive in the clergy the love of their religion.
This was perhaps the harder task of the two, for
ambition and desire for wealth filled the hearts of
many of the greater ecclesiastics and shut out
everything else. But the king and the queen stood by
him, and after Louis XIII's death, in 1642, when Anne
of Austria became regent, she made him a member of the
Council of Conscience, and never gave away a bishopric
or an important benefice without first consulting him.



But strong though he was by nature, the life of
constant activity of mind and body, which Vincent de
Paul had led for sixty years, wore him out at last. At
the age of eighty-four a sort of low fever seized him,
and he had no longer power to fight against it, though
he still rose at four every morning to say mass, and
spent the rest of the day in prayer and in teaching
those who gathered round him. He knew he was dying
fast, perhaps he was glad to know it, and in September
1660 the end came. His work was done. The fire of time
has tried it, 'of what sort it is,' and we may feel
sure that it abides, as St. Paul says, 'on its
foundation,' and that when the day comes 'he shall
receive a reward.' 

