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PREFACE 

With the spread of Christ's teaching carried by the far-

travelled Apostles, the minds of men and women were touched 

with a great faith, their thoughts were absorbed with visions of 

heaven and holy life on earth. Many gave up earthly desires and 

ways and devoted themselves to meditation on sacred things and 

to zealous missions and pilgrimages. In thought and feeling they 

lived in a region of their own, difficult now to conceive in its 

perfect unworldliness.  

Their clear belief in a heaven to which they would surely 

pass stripped fear from their hearts, gave them a more than 

human endurance in hardship and persecution, and an 

unquenchable zeal in carrying their saving faith to distant lands 

and barbarous peoples.  

They suffered torture, accidents of field and flood, with 

cheerful resolution. They had hard adventures, narrow escapes; 

they overcame by their undaunted spirit the opposition of men. 

They saw about themselves guardian angels, and at times 

seemed to be saved by the outstretched hand of Christ Himself. 

As a reward for successful sacrifice they saw His gracious 

Mother smile upon them in hours of meditation.  

A great body of history and legend grew up around them. 

Stories and incidents grouped about the devout men who gave 

their lives and service to the cause of Christ. Who can say that 

many of the miraculous happenings related of these devout folk 

did not happen, as told and often recorded in their own time?  

They surely testify to the childlike state of mind of the 

faithful believers of their day, and to the continuing spirit of 

faith of the days of the Apostles.  

How much we have lost of that simple faith! But 

whatever our own state, we may rejoice in the lovely legends 

and see in these stories of the Saints a significance and a lesson, 

useful and stimulating in our own less believing lives and days. 

mailto:Infodesk@heritage-history.com
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We can appreciate and approve of the noble trust in God's 

power, shown by the narrators of these stories. They stretch in 

unbroken line from the time of Christ Himself down almost to 

our own day. Their records have been preserved in the hearts 

and writings of generation after generation; a fact that is a 

wonderful testimony to the everlasting goodness of the simple 

human soul. It is and has been ever ready to see and believe the 

loveliest and best in the words and deeds of the great examples 

of the spiritual life.  

To understand their histories we must become as little 

children and look upon that wonderful phase of the world with 

unquestioning eyes; even with the prayer or wish that we may 

know its spirit and share something of its devotion and faith.  

J. S. P.  
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CHAPTER I  

THE PALACE OF GONDOFORUS 

The Apostle Thomasðhe that doubted, and was 

convinced of the very presence of his beloved Master after His 

death, only when he had with his own hand touched the 

Wounded Sideðwas, after the Saviour's ascension, preaching in 

Caesaria, when Christ one day appeared to him, saying: "The 

King of the IndiesðGondoforusðpurposes to build a palace 

which shall be more beautiful than any other upon earth, yea, 

even more rich than that of the ruler of Rome. He sends his 

provost, Abbanes, to seek out men skilled in building. Do thou 

go and build this palace."  

Thomas answered (ah, Thomas, Thomas, doubting still!): 

"Oh, my Lord, send me whither Thou wilt, only send me not to 

the people of India!"  

But Christ replied: "Nay, thither must thou go, for am I 

not here to guard thee, and am I not thy Keeper? Carry the 

Gospel to the heathen of India, and thereafter shalt thou come to 

Me by the crown of martyrdom."  

So, with Abbanes, the provost, Thomas journeyed, and 

arrived after many adventures in the kingdom of Gondoforus.  

The King received him with kindness, and made known 

to him the manner of palace he desired. Fair must it be indeed, 

fashioned of most costly materials. Then into Thomas's hands he 

confided the store of gold and precious. stones with which the 

dwelling-place of kings was to be ornamented, and after many 

instructions, cautions, and words expressive of confidence and 

goodwill, Gondoforus departed for a distant province whither he 

must journey and where he must long remain.  

For two years he was absent; he then returned, thinking 

to find his palace completed, or if not all complete, yet in such 

state that he might take pleasure in the sight of it, and picture in 

his mind how, in the end, it would appear.  

At first with dismay, but soon with anger, he learned that 

of his palace not the least beginning had been made, not one 

stone had been laid upon another, not one beam hewn. Nor was 

this all: the treasure which he had left to be spent in its making 

was gone, all gone, for Thomas had given it, down to the last 

copper coin, to the sick and the poor, the needy, the hungry, and 

the distressed. Numberless men had the Apostle converted and 

baptized in those two years.  

"Is this how thou dost carry out my commands, and how 

thou dost repay my trust?" questioned the King.  

"Thus do I carry out the behests of my King, and even so 

do I fulfil His trust," replied Thomas.  

In great wrath, Gondoforus bade his attendants cast 

Thomas into a dungeon, there to await his pleasure, for he 

purposed to devise for him, and for Abbanes as well, a death of 

long and carefully planned agony.  

The King's brother, Gad, at this time became sick and 

died. Gondoforus grieved, for his brother was most dear to him. 

On the fourth day after Gad's death, as the King sat mourning 

beside him where he lay in stateðsuddenly the dead man arose 

upon his bed and was alive.  

The King's joy was profound as he fell upon his brother's 

neck, but Gad, motioning him aside, said: "The man whom thou 

dost purpose to put to torture, to slay and to burn, is the friend of 

God, and the angels of God serve him. Send forthwith to release 

him, for black had been thy sin hadst thou done aught against 

him."  

He then explained his meaning to the astounded King.  

"When I had died, angels came to me and took me to 

Paradise. There they showed inc a palace more wonderful than 
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any ever seen by mortal eyes. I approached it by a road of noble 

width bordered with gracious palms; in its centre stretched a 

limpid water-way whereon floated lotus-blossoms of many 

colours, and great white birds. Beside this pool wandered souls 

in bliss, singing heavenly chants, arrayed in garments of the hues 

of flowers, most delicate.  

"When we had approached we mounted by gently 

gradual steps to the palace. Its walls arose like rosy mist from a 

terrace flagged with precious tiles. Those walls were more 

dazzling than alabaster, yea, more pure than the snow of the 

mountain-tops illumined by the first flush of dawn. And 

windows there were, some vast and open to the ineffable light of 

Heaven, and some screened with tracery subtle as tendrils of 

vines. The walls were crowned with domes iridescent as bubbles 

that form upon the sea's edge, and minarets lifted themselves 

into the air, light and slender like darts. Within, the floors were 

silver, reflecting all things as in a mirror; the walls were gold, 

wrought by artisans skilled beyond men of the earth. 

Everywhere gems burned with lustre unspeakable, radiant yet 

subdued, and fountains flowed cool and sweet to the ear . . .  

"But enough, . . . what thou must know, my brother, is 

even this . . . that the accompanying angels showed me these 

wonders, saying: ' This is the palace built by Thomas for thy 

brother, King Gondoforus. He is not worthy to inhabit it, but 

thou mayest return to earth and buy it from him.'"  

Having spoken, Gad hastened to the prison, released 

Thomas and Abbanes, and clad them in precious vestments.  

The King then came, and in contrition fell at Thomas's 

feet, entreating his pardon, and Thomas said: "They that are rich 

in the treasure of Heaven have little care for the things of this 

earth. In the kingdom of Heaven are many mansions like that 

seen by thy brother, which have been there since the beginning. 

They that have faith, and they that do charity, may buy them. 

Thy riches, O King, may get thee such a palace, but they may 

not follow thee thither."  

The King humbly answered "Since it pleases God that 

this one be mine, mine let it remain, and do thou now, most holy 

man, build another like unto it for my brother!"  

CHAPTER II  

ST MARY OF EGYPT 

Abbot Zosimus knelt at prayer in the wilderness beyond 

Jordan. He had come from Palestine to dwell with a certain 

company of good men whose custom it was to spend the fast 

time of Lent in the solitude of the desert. He had left his 

companions twenty days before, when, each going his way, they 

had dispersed into the wilderness.  

With hands upraised to heaven he now prayed earnestly 

against the pride which had once dwelt in his heart when he had 

fancied himself walking in the ways of perfection. He was 

praying for the greater humility which he had been learning of 

his late companions, when he thought he saw out of the corner of 

his eye something stirring, something that seemed like a shaggy, 

hairy animal, and that yet stood on two feet like a human being. 

He refrained, however, from turning his head, for he knew 

himself to be alone, as for twenty days he had seen no living 

thing in the sandy waste, and he believed that what he saw might 

well be some vision or snare sent by the Devil to tempt him from 

his meditation.  

But the creature, whatever it might be, did not, exorcized 

by his renewed prayer, disappear, so, summoning his courage, he 

turned and looked at it fairly. Thereupon it fled, and he pursued. 

Then he saw that it was in truth a human being, but with skin 

burned black by exposure to the sun, and with white hair which 

hung long and heavy like a garment.  

He was glad indeed, for he thought he might here have 

found a hermit, so he cried out: "Most reverend father, fly not 

from. me; stay and grant me thy blessing!"  
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But still the creature eluded him, and finally, having 

crossed a dry watercourse which now stretched its stony width 

between them, it answered, addressing him by name, at which he 

greatly marvelled.  

"Zosimus," said the voice, "wherefore followest thou 

me? Have mercy and cast thy mantle across to me that I may 

clothe myself and may then speak with thee unashamed, for I am 

a woman, and naked."  

Quickly Zosimus cast over his cloak to her, and when she 

was wrapped in it, knelt down on his side of the water-course 

and begged that she would bless him, for he knew that she must 

be a holy woman, but she answered:  

"It is for thee, my father, to give me benediction, for thou 

art a priest." Again he wondered that she should know, not only 

his name, but his office, and he asked the more humbly for her 

blessing.  

So, each kneeling on his side of the dry bed of the 

stream, they prayed, and as she raised her hands heavenward 

Zosimus saw that her body was lifted a cubit and a half from the 

ground. He was in doubt then if she were woman or spirit, and 

conjured her to tell him of her life and how she had come to her 

present pass.  

"Good father," she replied, "spare me the recital, for were 

I to recount the events of my life, thou wouldst flee away from 

me as from a venomous serpent, and thine ears would be made 

foul by my words."  

But Zosimus was not thus to be satisfied, and he 

prevailed upon her at last to relate her story.  

"I was born in Egypt. At the age of twelve I fled from my 

father's house, and found my way to Alexandria, the tempting 

and dissolute city, where I became a dancer and played upon 

musical instruments. And thereðalas, my father!ðI lived for 

seventeen years a life of pleasureðand of sinðand of shame.  

"It happened one day that as I walked by the edge of the 

sea, I saw a ship about to set sail. I inquired whither it was 

bound, and upon being told that it was to bear a company of 

pilgrims on their way to Jerusalem. whither they were going to 

worship the True Cross, I was seized with a desire to join them. 

No worthy desire, my fatherðmy wish was but to corrupt them 

from their purpose, to tempt them, and thus lead them from their 

sacred goal. I addressed myself to some of the mariners standing 

on the shore, asking to be taken on the journey. 'But hast thou 

money to pay for thy passage?' asked one, and I answered, 'Kind 

sirs, I have nothing wherewith to pay you, save only myselfð

take me with you and I promise to reward you.' Upon this 

condition they let me embark.  

"Having reached Jerusalem, I found the city in the midst 

of the celebration of the festival of the Exaltation of the Cross. 

With the pilgrims I proceeded to the church, moved solely by 

curiosity, but there, when I tried to enter, an invisible power 

barred my path. Again and again I sought to push my way over 

the threshold, and as often the barrier thrust me back.  

"Then, of a sudden, the knowledge came to me that it 

was the blackness of my sins, the shame of my past, which 

excluded me from the portals of the sanctuary, and dropping on 

my knees before an image of the Virgin Mary which stood in the 

entrance of the church, I fell to weeping and beating my breast in 

penitence and sorrow. Long I knelt in prayer to the Holy Mother, 

that she intercede with her Son, and let me pass into the church 

to embrace His True Cross. Faithfully I promised thereafter to 

lead a life of atonement and chastity, if I might but be granted 

pardon and grace. When I had prayed, I crept again toward the 

door, this time upon my knees; lo, the barrier was removed! I 

entered, and devoutly worshipped at the foot of the Cross.  

"Then I heard a voice which said: 'Pass over Jordan; 

there shalt thou find peace, and be saved.' A man, seeing me, 

gave me three pence, wherewith I bought three loaves of bread; 

these I brought with me into the wilderness, and they were my 

nourishment for many and many years.  
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"For seventeen years I was still haunted and tempted by 

remembrance of past days. As I lay upon the hard ground, 

visions of couches of ease and soft coverings came to my mind; 

as I ate of my bread, which with the flight of time became hard 

like the stones, I remembered choice viands to which I had been 

used; during the torrid noonday heat memories returned of dim 

shade under vine-draped colonnades, and draughts of cool 

wines; and as my garments rotted and fell from me and my skin 

was blackened by the sun, insistent memories assailed me of my 

former raiment, rich and fine, and of my own vanished beauty. 

But in the end all these desires fell from me through penance and 

prayer, and I seemed to live in the midst of a great light which 

gave me comfort and such spiritual sustenance that for thirty 

years I have needed no food."  

When she had finished the recital of her story she 

besought Abbot Zosimus to say nothing concerning her to 

anyone, but to return the following Lent bringing with him the 

Sacrament, for since she had entered the desert, which was now 

forty-seven years, never had she partaken of that heavenly 

consolation.  

The following year, accordingly, Zosimus went to fulfil 

his word. He journeyed bearing the Eucharist, and when he had 

come to the shore of Jordan he waited, for the woman had told 

him that there she would meet him.  

She was not there, nor was she there by nightfall, but 

when the full moon had risen he saw her standing on the 

opposite shore, and he wondered how he should reach her. Then 

she, after making the sign of the Cross, came over to him, for the 

waters parted, and she walked dry footed.  

He gave her the kiss of peace and administered to her the 

Sacraments, which when she had taken, she said, weeping: 

"Now, Lord God, let it please Thee to receive me, for mine eyes 

have seen my Saviour." But as she had for so long wept much, 

her eyes of flesh had in truth lost their sight.  

She now begged that Zosimus would leave her again to 

her solitude, and that he would come again the following year 

and pray for her. This he promised, and she, again making the 

sign of the Cross upon the river, walked back as she had come.  

When Zosimus returned the following year he found her 

lying dead where he had first seen her, folded in the poor 

remnants of his old cloak, her hands folded as if in prayer.  

He wept in tenderness and pity, but dared not approach 

her, for he said to himself: "I would gladly bury this holy 

woman, yet I know not if it would displease her." Coming 

nearer, however, he saw these words traced in the sand: "O 

father Zosimus, bury here the body of the sinner, Mary. Pray for 

her soul, and give earth to earth, and dust to dust, for Christ's 

sake."  

The Abbot would have followed this behest, but realized 

that his age was great and his strength small, and that 

furthermore he had nothing with which to delve.  

Then, out of the desert, came a lion, sorrowful and 

gentle, who dug with his paws a grave in which Zosimus laid the 

body. When the sepulchre had been closed, the lion slowly 

departed, and Zosimus, returning to his abbey, glorified God 

who had shown mercy to so great a sinner and so true a penitent, 

and he told his brothers the story of St Mary of Egypt, who was. 

born and lived many years in grievous sin, but being born again 

in repentance and in love of God had achieved holiness and 

heaven.  
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CHAPTER III  

THE GENTLE GIANT 

The Gentle Giant had gone to rest after his day's labour, a 

labour so light when measured by his strength as to awaken in 

him a sense of discontent. As he lay stretched under his shelter 

of boughs, his stature was twice that of any man reckoned of 

even more than ordinary height. He pondered, while sleep was 

on its way to claim him, upon the events of his recent years, and 

wondered what might be the outcome of his long quest.  

Oforo was the giant's name, Oforo the Bearer, the carrier, 

for owing to his strength he was able to carry incredible burdens, 

able and willing as well. In youth he had argued with himself 

thus: "Had I, through the will of the gods, been born to the high 

places of this world, what power had been mine, with my size 

and mighty sinews! What a monarch I had made! But since the 

gods in their wisdom have decreed that I should fill a lowly 

station and serve rather than command, then will I serve none 

but the most powerful king in the world!"  

And now as he lay, he called back to memory a 

procession of the images of his long search for the greatest of all 

kings. How once he had thought to have found him, and arriving 

at his court, had offered to be his servant, and how the King had 

been well pleased, for none other could boast a servant so strong 

and so obedient. But one day, as the King, in all his glory of fine 

raiment, gold, and jewels, sat in his vast hall listening to the song 

of a minstrel, Oforo saw him tremble and crouch down on his 

throne at the repeated name of Satan.  

Oforo questioned why the King trembled and paled, and 

answer was made him: "Because Satan is more powerful than 

any ruler, and him the King fears!"  

"Then Satan and none other will I serve," cried Oforo, 

"for before none but the greatest king in all the world will the 

Giant Oforo bow."  

Without delay he set out in quest of Satan. He had not far 

to search. In a grim wilderness, as he sat at rest, he saw what 

seemed an endless train of people, stretching out of sight to the 

very horizon and beyond. With pennants flying and brilliant 

trappings they rode toward him at great speed, men and women 

gaily clad and of proud mien. At their head was one whose dread 

countenance struck awe even into the heart of Oforo, so sinister 

was his glance and haughty his bearing.  

As one in high authority, and nowise intimidated by the 

giant's size, he addressed him: "Who art thou, and what doest 

thou here?"  

Oforo answered: "I seek the greatest of all kings. Satan is 

his name, and him would I serve!"  

The strange leader answered: "Then is thy search at an 

end, for I am he, and thou shalt serve me. I promise thee 

pleasure, and service neither difficult nor burdensome." He then 

bade Oforo ride by his side.  

But they had not travelled far before they came to the 

meeting of two roads, where in the shadow of a tree there stood 

a cross, seeing which Satan cowered in his saddle, and raising an 

arm as if to ward off a blow, fled with all his following hosts 

into a thick forest, and regained the road only after making a 

wide circuit to avoid the cross-ways.  

"Why is this?" cried Oforo. "What is this cross, and 

wherefore dost thou go so far to avoid it?" Satan made no 

answer but only frowned as his eyes dwelt on the distance ahead, 

as if in fear that something might again come in sight which he 

dreaded to see.  

Oforo cried again: "Unless thou answerest me, I shall 

leave thee."  
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Reluctantly Satan spoke, with eyes still watchful: "I fear 

the cross, for on it died one Jesus Christ, and when I behold it I 

fly lest He should overcome me."  

"Then must I leave thee," said the giant, "for I have 

vowed to serve none but the mightiest king, and since thou 

fearest Him, must Jesus Christ be more powerful than thou."  

So he left Satan's train and wandered long alone in search 

of Christ. He wandered over mountain and plain, through dreary 

forests, and along far coasts, and the seasons passed like a 

painted pageant, but nowhere could he find Him.  

At length, one day he came to a cave beside a wood, 

where lived an aged hermit, and as was his custom Oforo asked 

where he might find the greatest of all kings, Jesus Christ.  

The hermit answered: "Thou art right to call Christ the 

greatest of all kings, for He is Ruler of Heaven as well as earth, 

and His Kingdom shall endure for all eternity, but thou shalt 

wander the whole world over and never find Him except through 

fasting and prayer."  

"Fast will I not," said the giant, "for my strength is that 

with which I can best serve, and why should I waste it in 

fasting? Nor will I pray, for I know not how to pray, nor is 

prayer the part of the strong, but of the weak."  

"There is yet another way to serve Him," said the hermit. 

"Hard by is a river, wide and deep and swift; often it is swollen 

with rains, and many are the travellers and pilgrims who must 

cross it; many also are they who are swept away by the current 

and lost in their efforts to reach the far shore. Do thou go and 

take up thy abode on the shore of that river and give help to 

those who must brave the waves. Carry the small and the weak 

upon thy broad shoulders and bear them safely across; thus shalt 

thou serve Christ."  

Instantly Oforo consented, for the thought of service 

made him glad. He built a hut of branches on the brink of the 

river, he plucked up a palm-tree, which he smoothed and shaped 

to be his staff, and by day and by night he carried men and 

women, the rich and the poor alike, over the river, so that none 

more were now lost.  

Never did he weary of his good work. Yet this it was that 

now irked him as he lay tossing by night, for the task seemed so 

light that it was to him not labour at all, and he wondered sadly 

whether he were not wasting his glorious strength, losing 

precious time, and failing to achieve that service of the Great 

King for which he thirsted.  

While he was recalling all the scenes of his search, his 

eyes, glancing out through the opening of his hut, rested upon 

the silver-bathed landscape, and the clear heavens with the full 

moon riding high, reflected in the smooth surface of the river; he 

heard the murmur of the water streaming over the pebbles of the 

shore, and the infinite beauty of the night seemed to reproach 

him for his trivial task, and for the waste of his power, which 

seemed to him equal to so much mightier effort. At last he fell 

into slumber, from which he was presently awakened by a voice 

calling: "Oforo, wilt thou bear me across the river?"  

He sprang awake, and hastily arose to answer, but no one 

was there; all was silent and empty as before. When he had lain 

down again to sleep, again he heard the voice; Oforo, wilt thou 

not bear me over the river?"  

Yet a third time, after he had returned to rest, came the 

gentle and insistent question: "Oforo, wilt thou not bear me on 

thy shoulders to-night?"  

And there on the shore stood a child whose white 

garments gleamed in the moonlight.  

"Truly will I," said Oforo, gladly, "and set thee down 

safely on the other side."  

"Wilt thou, indeed?" asked the child.  

"Yea, safely as though thou wert still in thy mother's 

arms!"  
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The child smiled as Oforo, lifting him, placed him upon 

his shoulder, a smile so endearing that the giant felt his heart 

melt in his breast for tenderness; his whole being was suffused 

with indescribable joy at the sense of giving aid to this small and 

tender being.  

 

 
 

OFORO PLACED THE CHILD  UPON HIS SHOULDERS.  

Girding his garments high, he stepped into the water. 

Immediately a wild wind began to blow, the face of the moon 

was hidden, and the waves rolled up violently till the roar was as 

thunder. They hurled themselves against Oforo as though they 

sought to overwhelm him. Where the waters had been wont to 

reach only to his knees they now covered his thighs; they even 

dashed against his powerful breast, and rose ever higher. 

Moreover, the child whom he had raised to his shoulder as 

lightly as if he had been a little bird or a flower, now grew 

heavier and yet heavier.  

Oforo, however, was undismayedðthe crossing was 

difficult, but his belief in his strength was equal to any test. 

Thinking that the child might be afraid, he looked up at him over 

his shoulder, saying: "Fear not, little one; the tempest may rage, 

but I shall carry thee over safely, even as I promised!"  

The young voice questioned: "Wilt thou, indeed, Oforo?" 

and the storm redoubled its fury, till the giant's heart began 

almost to fail him, for the child became so heavy upon his 

shoulder that it seemed that both must sink and be lost. This 

thought so rent him that he groaned in anguish. Again he turned 

to look at his burden, wondering that one so frail and delicate 

could weigh so cruelly. The face, luminous and visible to him in 

spite of the darkness, though grave, showed no fear, but only 

compassion for Oforo's distress. This gave courage to his now 

sinking spirit, and he steeled himself to renewed effort, though it 

seemed his bones must crumble like a great tower under the 

weight of his burden and the rage of the elements.  

Slowly, painfully, haltingly, he advanced, and finally, 

after what seemed an eternity, he reached the shore and stumbled 

forth out of the water on to the bank.  

Panting, he set his charge down, crying: "Who art thou? 

Whom have I borne this night? Had it been the whole world it 

could not have been more heavy!"  
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In the silence of the night which was once more so serene 

that Oforo could have believed the storm to have been but an 

evil dream, the child replied:  

"I am He whom thou didst wish to serve. Now art thou in 

truth My good servant, for on thy shoulders hast thou borne this 

night not only the whole world, but Him who made it, who 

redeemed it, and who bears on His own shoulders all its sins. If 

in thy heart thou canst not believe, I will leave a sign of My 

power and of My love for thee. Drive thy staff into the earth, 

soðand see, it shall again bear leaves and fruit."  

While Oforo's eyes were fixed upon his staff, which, but 

now set into the ground, was already covered with verdure 

glistening in a radiant light, the Child disappeared.  

And thereafter the Gentle Giant was known by the name 

of Christoforo, whom we call St Christopher, for he had been the 

bearer of Christ.  

CHAPTER IV  

ST PATRICK 

His parents were Christians and noble. They lived in 

Britain in what is now Dumbarton, during the second half of the 

fourth century. The father, a Roman citizen, Calpurnius by 

name, held the rank of decurion; the mother, Conchessa, a good 

and wise woman, was the sister of St Martin of Tours.  

Though they were rich, Patrick was not brought up in 

luxury. He lived for the most part on a farm with his foster 

parents, who were simple folk of whom he was very fond.  

He early began to work those wonders of which he 

performed a legion in his long life (for some do say he lived to 

be one hundred and twenty years old!).  

One frosty winter's day, he brought, gathered in his little 

tunic, a hoard of icicles to his foster mother, thinking she would 

take as great pleasure as he in the glittering things. But she 

received the offering coldly, saying: "Of what good is what thou 

hast brought me, child? Firewood wherewith to warm us had 

been better."  

"Believe that it is in God's power to make icicles flame 

like firewood," answered Patrick, and setting the icicles on the 

fire, he breathed upon them and they blazed like dry twigs.  

In those days the Picts and Scots made frequent 

incursions upon the British land, harassing the inhabitants of the 

coasts. In one of these invasions a band of marauders alighted 

from ships upon the shore near the farm where Patrick, now a 

lad of about sixteen years, was in company with some of his 

younger brothers and sisters. The sight of the warriors filled their 

beholders with terror. Panic-stricken they fled in all directions, 

but they were defenceless and escape was impossible. The 

pirates rushed upon them with shouts and, laying violent hands 

on them, carried them off to their ships, after setting fire to the 

plundered homestead.  

They sailed away and went to Ireland. There Patrick was 

sold as a slave to Milcho, King of Dalaradia, and given the task 

of tending the swine which fed on acorns in a wood adjoining 

the fort of his master. Here, though the change from his former 

life was bitter, he acquired that experience of outdoor life which 

was to be of such service to him later, his knowledge of the Irish 

tongue and his love of the rude folk of Ireland, most especially 

of their children, for he loved Milcho's children, and they him. 

There were long hours of solitude and leisure which he could 

spend in thought and prayer. Day and night, in sun or snow, frost 

or rain, he prayed, and the love of God increased within him, so 

that lie acquired the life-long habit of accepting whatever befell 

him, whether for good or evil, with his characteristic "Deo 

gratias!" "Thanks be to God!"  

After six years of servitude, the Angel Victor, guardian 

of Ireland, who had been his friend, counsellor, and teacher in 

his bondage, and had helped him in many distresses, came to 
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him in a dream one night and said: "Soon shalt thou return to thy 

country, for, behold, thy ship is ready"; he then told him how to 

compass his escape, and at the appointed time Patrick fled, 

avoiding the pursuit of Milcho's servants.  

He travelled on foot to the west coast, about two hundred 

miles, and there took ship. After many adventures and months of 

wandering, he reached home. His parents had died during his 

absence, but members of his family still remained who made 

him as welcome as a lost son returned, and entreated him to 

remain with them. He would gladly have stayed, but always he 

seemed to hear the voices of those whom he had left behind in 

Ireland calling to him to come back and lead them out of the 

captivity of idolatry into the light of the knowledge of Christ.  

One night Victor of the Beautiful Countenance appeared 

to him again in his sleep, holding out an open letter. He could 

only read its title, "The Voice of the Irish," for emotion so 

overcame him that his eyes were blurred with tears. Then he 

heard the voice of the children of Fochlut Wood crying out to 

him beseechingly: "Return to us, holy youth; come once more 

and walk among us!" Victor explained that this was the voice of 

all the yet unborn children of Ireland, and Patrick's purpose 

became fixed to return one day to the shores of the western sea, 

when he should have prepared himself with knowledge and 

authority to carry salvation to them.  

His first step toward this preparation was to go to seek 

counsel and instruction of his uncle, St Martin, Bishop of Tours. 

St Martin had founded a monastery at Marmoutier, and thither 

Patrick made his way. As he drew near to his destination, weary 

with many days' travel, he lay down to rest in the snow under the 

bare branches of a blackthorn-tree. When he awoke in the 

morning he found himself under a white canopy of full-blown 

blossoms, the air was balmy and sweet scented, while the 

country beyond was still frozen, stark, and wintry. You may yet 

see to this day St Patrick's blackthorn tree in blossom in bleak 

December.  

He was warmly welcomed at Marmoutier, where he 

commenced a course of training which lasted until the death of 

the gentle St Martin, eight years later.  

Meat was not allowed at the monastery except if one 

were ill, but it happened one day that Patrick received a piece 

from a sick brother who had no wish to eat it. He hid his treat in 

a jar, for he longed for meat after his long fast from it. He was 

awaiting the opportunity to eat it unseen of anyone when he 

suddenly came face to face with a strange apparition which had 

eyes both at the front and at the back of its head. Patrick asked 

the creature who and what it might be.  

"I am a servant of God," it answered, "and with my eyes 

in front I see the apparent actions of men, but with the eyes at 

the back of my head I saw a certain monk concealing a piece of 

meat, that he might eat it in secret." Then the apparition 

vanished.  

Patrick fell on his knees, smiting his breast, and 

entreating to be forgiven. He promised then and there never in 

his whole life to eat flesh, which promise he faithfully kept. His 

angel Victor came to him then and assured him that he was 

pardoned; in proof of it he bade him take the hidden meat and, in 

the presence of the assembled brotherhood, cast it into water; 

when he had done this, publicly confessing his guilt, the meat 

was suddenly changed into a quantity of fresh and shining fishes, 

which sufficed for all the brothers.  

After the death of St Martin, Patrick stayed for fourteen 

years in Auxerre, where St Germanus was then bishop, and later 

in the Isle of Lerins, where St Vincent was among his 

companions.  

Ever and always he heard the voices of the children from 

Fochlut Wood crying: "All we Irish beseech thee, holy Patrick, 

to come and free us. Free us from the wrath to come. O holy 

youth, come once more and walk among us!"  
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Finally, when the time was ripe, Victor said: "Go to 

Ireland, for thou shalt be the apostle of its people." So Patrick 

went to Rome to obtain from Pope Celestin sanction for his 

mission to Ireland. In Rome he was consecrated bishop and, 

while the consecration was going on, three choirs responded to 

each other, the choir of the people of heaven, the choir of the 

Roman clerics, and the choir of the children of the wood of 

Fochlut.  

It was on his way to Rome that Patrick received his 

wonderful staff. As he sailed from France, he came to an island 

on which he saw a new house, and in it a newly wedded couple. 

But before the house was an old, old, old, old woman.  

"Who is she?" asked Patrick.  

"She is our great-granddaughter," said the young man, 

"she is old indeed, but you should see her motherðshe is far 

older!"  

"How is this?" asked Patrick.  

"We have been here," explained the young man, "since 

the days of Christ, who once came and dwelt with us when He 

was among men. We made a feast for Him and He blessed us 

and our house, but the blessing did not descend to our children. 

So here we continue, unchanging, and here we shall be until the 

Judgment Day. Thy coming has been foretold us, for God saw 

that thou shouldst come to preach to the Gael, and Christ left a 

token with us, a bent staff to be given thee."  

After making all things ready Patrick set sail for Ireland. 

There also his arrival with his train had been thrice foretold by 

the Druids, who knew that his coming should make an end of 

idolatry and heathenism. Their prophecy ran thus: "Adzehead 

will come over an angry sea, his garment head pierced, his staff 

head bent, his table to the east of his house, and all his household 

will answer, Amen, Amen. Adzeheads will come who will build 

cities, consecrate churches, and pinnacled music-houses with 

conical caps." All of which was easy to interpret: The adzehead 

was the tonsured priest, the head-holed garment his chasuble, the 

head-bent staff his crozier, his altar was at the east end of the 

church, and the belfries were the conical capped music-houses.  

Patrick and his followers landed on the eastern coast of 

Ireland. They were seen approaching by a swine-herd who, 

thinking them robbers, ran to warn his master, Dichu. Dichu 

hastened to the spot and set his dog upon the unarmed men who 

were about to land, but Patrick, facing, the fierce creature, 

chanted a verse of the Scriptures: "Deliver not unto the beasts, O 

Lord, the souls of them that confess Thee!" At these words the 

dog became friendly and lay at Patrick's feet. Dichu, seeing this, 

seeing also that these men were no robbers, hastened forward, 

greeting Patrick with kindness. He listened to the Saint's words, 

believed, and was baptized. He also gave him lodging in a barn 

close by. This barn was destined to be famous in the story of 

Ireland, for it was here that Patrick made his first church and 

said his first mass. The place was called after it 'The Barn,' 

which in Irish is Saball, from which the name was insensibly 

changed to Saul.  

It was here that, preaching to some little children, he 

stooped and plucked a leaf of shamrock, to illustrate for them the 

doctrine of the Trinity, the Three in One, and the shamrock is to 

this day the symbol of St Patrick.  

At this time Laeghaire was High King of Ireland, and 

dwelt in a castle on the Hill of Tara, overlooking the Magh 

Bregh, the Beautiful Plain. Opposite to it, about ten miles away, 

was another hill, the Hill of Slane. Here Patrick proposed to 

spend the first Easter Day after his arrival in Ireland.  

Laeghaire had at this very season assembled all his sub-

kings and nobles, his bards and Druids, for the great festival of 

Beltaine; he had commanded as a part of the ceremony that 

bonfires should be lighted in all the surrounding country on the 

night before the festival, but on pain of death none was to be 

kindled; in fact, every fire was to be extinguished, until the 

sacred flame should be seen shining on Tara's Hill.  
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What, then, was the astonishment of the people when 

they saw gleaming on the Hill of Slane the Paschal Fire which 

Patrick had caused to be kindled on Easter Even. The glow of it 

lighted all the valleyðand Tara was as yet in darkness!  

In anger Laeghaire called his Druids and bade them send 

to ask what meant that fire, and who had been so rash as to light 

it, breaking his commands. The druids answered: "We see the 

flame and know that unless it be stamped out on this very night 

it will never be quenched until Doomsday, and that he, 

moreover, who lighted it, shall become more powerful than all 

the kings of Ireland!"  

With mounting fury Laeghaire declared that he himself 

would go and carry death to him who thus threatened his throne.  

A loud clamour then arose from the castle as in haste 

men donned their armour. Late in the night many chariots, 

bearing the King and Queen, and with them their two magicians, 

Lochru and Lucat Mael, and all their train of nobles and soldiers, 

whirled across the plain lighted by the radiance of the fires, by 

whose glow the peaceful ceremony of Easter Even, preceding 

the celebration of the resurrection of Christ, was being 

performed by Patrick and his followers.  

Arriving near the place, Laeghaire sent a messenger 

bidding Patrick appear before him. Soon Patrick was seen 

advancing with his clerics, a bright procession with vestments 

gleaming in the torchlight.  

Here followed argument between King and Saint, but 

before many words had been spoken Lochru the druid, 

interrupting, violently attacked Patrick, his creed and his Church. 

Patrick, in a blaze of indignation, then exclaimed: "O Lord, who 

canst do all things, let this ungodly man who blasphemes Thee 

be lifted up, and let him forthwith die!" And Lochru, after being 

snatched up into the air by an invisible force, was dashed to 

death upon the stones on which he stood.  

The incensed Laeghaire now ordered his men to fall upon 

Patrick, but the Saint stood before them unmoved; leaning on his 

wonderful staff he sang in a clear voice: "Let God arise, and let 

His enemies be scattered." And although by this time the sun of 

Easter Day had risen in glory, a sudden darkness spread over the 

sky, and the earth shook. Panic spread among the King's 

followers, the horses took fright, galloping wildly in all 

directions; men fell upon one another and were slain in the 

darkness; to the clash and clangour of arms was added the 

howling of a wind which dashed men and chariots violently 

across the valley. None was left on the scene of distraction but 

the King, his Queen, Angas, and one faithful servant. Interceding 

for her lord, the Queen approached Patrick, assured him that the 

King, now convinced of the power of Patrick's God, would kneel 

to Him and believe, and Laeghaire bade Patrick come to his 

castle on the morrow that he might in the presence of all confess 

his allegiance. The Saint gladly consented, and on the following 

day, with eight of his clerics and the boy Benignus, the first of 

his disciples in Ireland, proceeded to Tara. On his way he 

chanted the hymn which is called St Patrick's Breastplate. It is 

also called the Deer's Cry, for Laeghaire caused men to lie in 

ambush on Patrick's road to destroy him and his followers, but as 

these passed God enveloped them in darkness, so that all that the 

men in ambush saw was a wild deer and a fawn passing in the 

mist.  

The hymn which Patrick sang is a brave and noble song 

and it goes something like this:  

"I bind myself to-day to a strong strength, to a calling on 

the Trinity.  

I believe in a Threeness, with confession of a Oneness in 

the Creator of the world.  

"I bind myself to-day to the strength of Christ's birth and 

His baptism; to the strength of His crucifixion with His burial; to 

the strength of His resurrection with His ascension.  
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"In stability of earth, in steadfastness of rock I bind 

myself to-day, God's strength to pilot me;  

"God's power to uphold me; God's wisdom to guide me; 

God's eye to look before me; God's ear to hear me.  

"God's word to speak for me; God's hand to guard me; 

God's path to lie before me; God's shield to protect me; God's 

host to save me;  

"Against snares of demons; against the begging of sins; 

against the asking of nature; against all my ill-wishers, near me 

and far from me, alone and in a crowd.  

"So I have called on all these strengths to come between 

me and every fierce and merciless strength that may come 

between my body and my soul;  

"Against incantations of false prophets; against black 

laws of heathens; against false laws of heretics; against craft of 

idolatry, against spells of women, and smiths and druids; against 

every knowledge forbidden to the souls of men;  

"Christ for my protection to-day against poison, against 

burning, against drowning, against wounding; that a multitude of 

rewards may come to me.  

"Christ with me, Christ before me, Christ behind me, 

Christ in me, Christ under me, Christ over me, Christ to the right 

of me, Christ to the left of me, Christ in lying down, Christ in 

sitting; Christ in rising up; Christ in the heart of every one that 

thinks of me; Christ in the mouth of every one that speaks of me; 

Christ in every eye that sees me; Christ in every ear that hears 

me.  

"I bind myself to-day to a strong strength, to a calling 

upon the Trinity; I believe in a Threeness with confession of a 

Oneness in the Creator of the world!"  

Meanwhile in the banqueting hall at Tara Laeghaire sat 

with his assembled nobles rehearsing the humiliating events of 

the preceding night. At any moment he expected the tidings of 

Patrick's death at the hands of his men in ambush, when 

suddenly in the midst of the feast the Saint stood before him. 

Consternation was painted upon the countenances of all present, 

until Lucat Mael, quickly recovering some semblance of 

composure, under guise of hospitable greeting, presented to 

Patrick a goblet of wine into which he had poured a drop of 

deadliest poison. But had not the Saint on his road prayed to be 

protected from all evil? He made the sign of the Cross over the 

cupðat which the poison was separated from the wine, and 

Patrick, after pouring it out, drank the now harmless draught in 

the name of Christ his Lord.  

After the banquet Laeghaire commanded that the 

assembled company should descend to the Beautiful Plain 

below, and with the guests disposed at the sides of the King and 

Queen, and the King's men drawn up in battle array, all should 

witness a contest between Patrick and Lucat Mael.  

Nothing loth, Patrick consented. When all was arranged 

Lucat Mael proposed that they should vie with each other in 

working miracles. Through rites and incantations he caused 

snow to fall even up to the men's Waists. The multitude 

wondered and applauded.  

In no wise disconcerted, Patrick said: "Now cause the 

snow to depart."  

"Nay," answered Lucat Mael, "that cannot I do until this 

time to-morrow."  

Patrick, leaning on his wonderful staff, the Staff of Jesus, 

raising his right hand in benediction over the plain, in the name 

of the Holy Trinity, made the snow to vanish.  

Then the wizard, working another incantation, called 

forth darkness to cover the bright face of the spring day. "Dispel 

the darkness," said Patrick.  

"Nay, but I cannot until this hour to-morrow," confessed 

the magician again.  
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Again Patrick blessed the plain, darkness fled, and the 

sun shone.  

Thus they continued; always Lucat Mael was 

vanquished, until finally the trial by fire was suggested, and 

Patrick agreed that a house should be built in which Lucat Mael, 

clad in Patrick's own chasuble, should be shut on the one side, 

and on the other his dear boy Benignus, clad in the magician's 

cloak; that fire should be set to the house, and that God should 

decide as to the deserts of each.  

All this was done, but though Lucat Mael managed that 

his side of the house should be built of green wood and the other 

of wood dry as tinder, yet when the fire was applied the 

magician's side of the house was burned to ashes, and he with it, 

nothing remaining but Patrick's unscorched chasubleðwhile 

nothing would induce the other part of the house to burn. As to 

Benignus, although the magician's robe upon him was 

consumed, he himself who wore it came forth untouched by the 

flames.  

Maddened by the failure and death of his best magician, 

Laeghaire now again attempted to fall upon Patrick and take his 

life, but Patrick gave him a final warning. "Unless thou now 

believest, and that quickly, thou shalt forthwith die, for God's 

anger will surely fall upon thee!"  

In a manner of weary desperation, Laeghaire then 

admitted that he preferred to receive God rather than death. With 

his entire court, and thousands more besides, he submitted 

himself to baptism and promised to accord his permission and 

protection to the spreading of the Christian faith throughout his 

realm.  

"Deo gratias!" cried Patrick.  

This was the beginning of the Saint's great work. Year 

after year he laboured. Year after year he travelled, preaching 

and exhorting, founding monasteries and convents, erecting 

churches, baptizing thousands and tens of thousands, 

consecrating priests, ordaining bishops, and performing 

countless miracles. All the while he had to fight the good fight 

against enemies both bitter and powerful who opposed and tried 

to thwart him at every step.  

Not men alone had he to fight, but the rigour of the 

elements and of the seasons; ever he travelled on and on, 

climbing mountains, fording streams, crossing interminable 

bogs; scorched by the sun and chilled by snow, buffeted by wind 

and drenched by rain, but always full of a high courage and deep 

love. On he journeyed until he had made the sign of the Cross 

even upon the face of the entire island, for he spanned it from 

shore to shore, from east to west, and then again from north to 

south, so that all Ireland was won to God, and, as Victor had 

instructed him, he had conquered one more realm for Christ.  

What wonders he performed by the might of that sign of 

the Cross of Christ he so loved! It is said he signed himself with 

it more than a hundred times daily and nightly. He traced it upon 

the watersðthey were turned from foul to pure; he traced it in 

the airðdemons fled and evil men were made powerless; he 

drew it on the groundðit opened and swallowed up magicians 

and their false gods; he drew it upon the sickðthey were healed; 

upon the dead and they revived. With it, it is said that he drove 

all snakes and poisonous reptiles from Irish soil. In truth, all 

insidious heresies and heathenish rites and superstitions he did 

stamp out and drive from the land.  

And ever his love for the land and the children of Ireland 

grew and deepened in his heart; with it also grew his 

determination to open wide for his flock the Gates of Heaven.  

Now, it was Patrick's custom to spend the Lenten season 

in solitude, devoting his days and nights to intercession for the 

souls of those whom he had come to save. It happened one year 

that he spent his forty days of fasting and of prayer on the 

summit of the mountainðor, as the Irish called it, the Rickðof 

Cruaghan, looming on the shores of the Western Sea. 

Ceaselessly he prayed and kept his vigil, until, toward the end of 
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Lent, he was assailed by the powers of darkness in the shape of 

huge black birds, so numberless that they filled the earth and the 

air. Mercilessly they attacked him, and vainly Patrick tried to 

exorcise them with chants and psalms. They continued to 

torment him until in desperation he rang his holy bell, and ended 

by hurling it into their midst. Only then did they vanish, leaving 

Patrick exhausted, weeping so that his cowl was drenched with 

tears.  

Then came Victor, accompanied by a flock of snow-

white birds, singing heavenly songs to console him. Victor dried 

the Saint's tears (and his hood), and promised for his comfort 

that he should save by the prayers he had prayed as many souls 

as would fill the space as far as his eyes could reach to seaward.  

But Patrick was not to be easily satisfied, and there 

ensued a spirited dialogue between the Angel and the Saint, as 

humorous and endearing as any comedy scene.  

Somewhat cheered and revived by the Angel's promise, 

Patrick answered with a keen eye to striking a good bargain for 

his people.  

"I have watched long and wept much. My eyes are dim 

and cannot now see far to seaward."  

The Angel Victor:  "Then shalt thou save as many souls 

as would fill the space as far as thou canst see to landward also."  

Saint Patrick  (with innocent surprise): "And is that all? 

Does God grant me nothing further for all I have suffered?"  

The A. V.  (soothingly): "Thou shalt save on every 

Saturday till Doomsday seven souls from the pains of Hell."  

St P.:  "Let also my twelve men who have laboured so 

faithfully with me be saved."  

The A. V.  (with a glad finality): "Thou shalt have themð

and now get thee gone from the Rick!"  

St P.  (petulantly, if such a term may be used with 

reference to a holy Saint): "I will not get me gone, for I have 

been sorely tormented, and even greater favours do I crave. Shall 

nothing further be given me?"  

The A. V.  (comfortably): "Yea, twelve souls shalt thou 

save from Hell's torments every Saturday and seven on 

Thursdays. And now get thee gone from the Rick"  

St P.  (encouraged by his success): "I will not get me 

gone, for I have been sore tormented, until I am blessed."  

The A. V.  (indulgently): "What further, then, wouldst 

thou demand?"  

St P.: "That no pagan should dwell in Ireland, by consent 

or by force, as long as I abide in Heaven."  

The Angel Victor:  "Thou shalt have this."  

St P.: "Does God grant me nothing further?"  

The A. V.: "Yeaðevery man who shall sing thy hymn 

shall not suffer pain or torture."  

St P.  (tentatively): "The hymn is longð"  

The A. V.  (hastily): "Well, then, whoever shall sing it 

from 'Christus Ilium' to the end, whoever shall give anything in 

thy name, whoever shall do penance in Ireland, his soul shall not 

go to Hell. And now wilt thou get thee gone from the Rick!"  

St P.  (beginning to thoroughly enjoy this haggling): "I 

will not, for I have been sore tormentedðis there naught else?"  

The A. V.  (patiently): "Yea, for every hair in thy 

chasuble shalt thou bring a man out of torment on the Judgment 

Day!"  

St. P.  (scornfully): "Nayðany Saint could do thatðI 

will not take that."  

The A. V.  (meekly): "What, then, wilt thou take?"  

St P.  (with emphasis): "Not oneðbut seven souls for 

every hair in my chasuble."  
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The A. V.  (eagerly): "This shalt thou have. And now get 

thee gone from the Rick."  

St P.  (emboldened by the flash of a sudden dazzling 

vision): "I will not get me gone."  

The A. V.  (at the end of all patience): "Then shalt thou be 

taken by force!"  

St P.  (now strong in a mighty determination): "I will not 

get me gone until I am blessed, save only if the High King of 

Heaven were to bid me begone!"  

The A. V.  (with sudden relenting): "What more wouldst 

thou have?"  

St P.  (gathering himself for a most unheard-of bold 

request, slowly, and with solemn, ringing emphasis): "On the 

great Day of Judgment, when shall be reared the twelve thrones 

on God's mountain, and the four rivers of fire shall flow round it, 

and the three peoples shall meet upon it, the people of Heaven 

and of Earth and of Hell, on that day, let meðlet Patrick, be 

judge over the people of Ireland!"  

The A. V.  (aghast at such matchless daring, opening to 

their widest his sapphire eyes fringed with sable lashes, utters in 

a breathless whisper): "Nay, surely, such a favour can never be 

granted!"  

St P.  (soaring on the wings of his inspired audacity): 

"But unless it be granted never to the day of doom shall I leave 

this Rick, and furthermore when I die here will I leave a 

guardian."  

In dismay Victor flew away to Heaven.  

And Patrick all day stood praying and offering up his 

whole heart to God.  

At night Victor again stood beside him, but Patrick, 

looking not at him, asked: "What answer gives the Maker of all 

Worlds to my humble petition?"  

"Thy prayer is answered," said Victor, simply. "When the 

end is come thou shalt judge thy people in righteousness. Kneel, 

therefore, now, and bless thy land of Erin."  

Patrick meekly knelt and blessed his land, saying: "Praise 

be to God who hears a sinner's prayers."  

Then with a sigh of sweetest satisfaction and a deep 

twinkle in his eye: "Now, therefore, will I get me down from the 

Rick!"  

So, when Patrick had journeyed and laboured for many 

years and had become an aged man, he longed to find rest for his 

last years in one spot where he might remain until he should die.  

It was then he came to the stronghold of a chieftain 

called Daire. Of him he asked a place at the top of a certain hill, 

whereon to build a church.  

Daire refused to give him room on the crest of the hill, as 

that would overlook his own fort, but he granted him a space on 

the level ground below.  

Here Patrick for the time being made his cell and built a 

church.  

One day, some of Daire's horses browsed upon Patrick's 

consecrated ground. For this desecration Patrick caused the 

death of the horses. Hearing of this Daire ordered his men to 

attack Patrick and drive him and his followers away. They were 

about to do so when Daire was seized with a sudden violent 

illness. In alarm his wife sent to Patrick, begging him to send her 

some holy water with which to heal her husband. Patrick 

complied and, as he gave it to the messengers, charged them 

sprinkle some of it also upon the dead horses, who were brought 

back to life, even as Daire was healed. (It would have been 

inconceivable that Patrick should let those good Irish horses 

remain dead!)  

In thanks for this, then, Daire sent Patrick as a present a 

most splendid copper cauldron which he had received from 

overseas. It was a princely gift, and when the messengers had 
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returned from presenting it, it was only natural that Daire should 

question them, inquiring whether the Saint had seemed properly 

impressed with its beauty and value, as also with Daire's own 

generosity.  

"What said the holy man when he received the 

cauldron?"  

"He did but say, 'Gratzacham,' "said the messengers, 

repeating as far as they could remember Patrick's expression 

"Gratias agamus Domino"ð"Let us give thanks to the Lord."  

"Indeed, then, but that is small thanks for a gift so fine," 

said Daire. "Do ye return now and bid him straightway give me 

back my cauldron!"  

"What said he when ye did take it away?" asked Daire of 

his messengers upon their return.  

"He did say 'Gratzacham' even as before," said the 

servants.  

"Now, that must be a good word of his," said Daire. 

"'Gratzacham' he said when he did take, and 'Gratzacham' when 

it was taken from him. And for that good word do ye go back 

and return the cauldron to him."  

Nor was this all, for, impressed by the Saint's 

equanimity, by his courage and firmness of character, his 

meekness, his constancy, and by his invariable and unfailing 

thanks to God under good fortune and ill, Daire bestowed upon 

him the much-desired site for his church on the summit of the 

hill. There it was that Patrick established his own church, the 

glorious church of Armagh, where he remained until near the 

end of his clays.  

There he would fain have laid him down after his long 

life of labour. It happened, however, that as his hour drew near 

he was at Saul. Feeling his end close upon him he started to 

travel back to Armagh; but Victor met him on the road and said: 

"Go backðgo backðnot at Armagh is it God's will that thou 

shouldst die. Go back to Saul, for at Dichu's Barn where thou 

didst say thy first Mass on Irish soil shalt thou die."  

"Deo Gratias," said Patrick, bowing as ever to the will of 

God.  

There indeed he breathed his last, and for twelve days 

and nights attending watching angels made the air so bright that 

no candle needed to be burned beside him.  

Where he was buried is not certain, though it is supposed 

he lies with Columbcille and Bridget at Downe, and it may be 

so. But wherever he rests he will doubtless arise on the Great 

Day of Judgment, and, as it was promised him, be judge over the 

people of Ireland, for he of all understood them, and if we 

understand we love, and if we love we shall deal justly 

according to the heart of God.  

CHAPTER V 

ST BRIDGET OF KILDARE 

She lived in the infancy of Christianity in Ireland. She 

was born at sunrise, with the birth of the year; the first of 

February is her day. The dandelion, "the little notched flower of 

Bride," is her flower, earliest gold scattered upon earliest 

emerald, and the anemone also, delicate blossom growing on the 

edge of the snowdrift, while the linnet, "the little bird of Bride," 

sings its earliest song from scarce veiled twigs.  

As the old verses say of her:  

"She dips her fingers in the river and the ice melts." "She 

breathes upon the world and winter is gone." She seems the 

shining and fresh and white, the pure and bright emblem of new 

life.  

She is fresh and white as her symbol, the milk which is 

the beginning of life.  
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Shining she is and pure and bright as that other symbol of 

her, fire, which is the sustainer of life.  

They say that her mother was a slave girl, Brotseach by 

name, in the house of the Great Dubhtach. One day Brotseach 

was returning to the house with a pitcher of milk warm from the 

cow, when she was seized with labour and sank down on the 

threshold. She being delivered, the angels poured the milk over 

the new-born child. Such was Bridget's baptism.  

"Happy is the child that is born neither in the house nor 

out of the house," St Maccail has prophesied of her.  

She was fed from the milk of a snow-white cow set apart 

for her by a Druid, and many wonders she performed in the 

multiplying of milk, and other things beside.  

When she was living as a young girl in her father's house 

in Munster, five pieces of bacon were once given her to boil, 

some guests having come to visit. But a hungry dog came also. 

She gave him one of the pieces of bacon, and when he still 

seemed hungry, she gave him another. Yet when her father 

came, asking her for the five pieces of bacon, she gave them all 

to him and none was missing. But the guest who had seemed to 

sleep by the fireside had seen all, and when time came to eat, he 

refrained, for he knew himself unworthy, and the meat was 

given to the hungry and poor.  

When she was still very young she was sent out to 

service on a farm, where she had charge of twelve cows. She 

used to divide the butter she made into twelve parts in honour of 

the twelve Apostles, but the thirteenth part she made bigger than 

the rest, and that part she gave to strangers and the poor, saying: 

"This is Christ's portion. In His name I feed the poor, for Christ 

is in the body of every poor man."  

When the master of the twelve cows heard of this, he 

came to the farm to inquire into the matter, and his wife came 

with him. They brought a large jar into the dairy, where Bridget 

made them welcome, bathed their feet, and offered them food. 

Then they gave her the jar to fill with butter, and she had only a 

churning and a half to put into it. But she went to her kitchen 

and, standing in the middle of it, she prayed this prayer:  

"Oh, my High Prince Who can do all 

things, bless my kitchen, the kitchen of the White 

Lord, a kitchen where there is butter.  

"My Friend is coming, the Son of Mary.  

"The Prince of the World comes to this 

place! Oh, that there may be plenty with Him!"  

Then she brought out one half of the churning, and the 

wife derided her. But Bridget said: "Put it in the jar and God will 

add something to it."  

She returned again and again to the dairy and each time 

brought out half a churning, having each time repeated her 

prayer. And she could in the same way have gone on filling all 

the jars in Ireland with butter.  

Bridget was beautiful, with long golden hair, and eyes 

deep and blue as the heavens, but she early determined that none 

but Christ should be her bridegroom, and as her beauty drew 

after her suitors seeking her favour, she prayed that her 

loveliness might be dimmed, so that she need no longer be 

evading their entreaties, but might in peace devote herself to her 

Lord. Her prayers were answered. Soon one of her eyes was 

afflicted with a swelling, and her smooth skin suffered from 

unsightly blemishes.  

But Bridget (have no fear) was not so to go through life, 

for when she went to St Patrick to be ordained a nun, and he put 

over her white habit the snowy cloak and veil in which she was 

ever after to be arrayedðher beauty blossomed again in all its 

freshness, and the very wood of the steps on which she knelt 

before the Saint, though old and seasoned, burst forth again into 

life and leafy greenness, and so remained.  

Once, when she had made her cell under the oak, which 

after many days grew to be the monastery of Kildare, the Seven 
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Bishops came to see her, and she had no food to give them. So 

she prayed, and angels came who bade her milk the cows for the 

third time that day. She milked them herself, and they gave so 

much that all the vessels in the place were filled and overflowed 

into a hollow near by and made the lake that is called the Lake 

of Milk to this day.  

Another time she was minding her cow by the way-side, 

having no pasture land of her own. The rich man who owned the 

land bordering the road came by and asked: "How much land 

would it take to give grass enough to feed your cow?"  

"As much as my cloak would cover," answered Bridget.  

"I will give you that much," said the man.  

When Bridget laid down her cloak it began to spread and 

spread and spread out for mile upon mile in all directions, and 

would have spread on to the very edge of the island, had not an 

old woman, passing by, cried out: "If that cloak goes on 

spreading, all the island will be free," and with that the cloak 

stopped, but Bridget owned that land through her lifetime, and it 

was she who established the right of free grazing.  

Then is it a wonder if all Ireland loved her, her that was 

the friend of the poor and the sick, of lepers, paralytics, and 

lunatics; the friend and counsellor or great and wise men, 

bishops and kings; foundress of a great monastery, a great 

school, and the great city of Kildare; Bridget the milkmaid that 

blessed and preserved the flocks and herds; Bridget the Foster 

Mother of Christ, who blessed women in the hour of childbirth; 

Bridget the Flame, whose fire was for seven hundred years after 

her death preserved unspent in her church!  

So all Ireland loved her, and does to this day, because she 

so loved Ireland that her very mantle tried to cover the whole 

land and make it free. One might say that the sunshine of Ireland 

loved Bridget and dwelt lovingly on her cloak, white like milk, 

and on her yellow locks, bright and golden like fire.  

This was proved one day when, Abbess of Kildare 

though she was, she in all humility was out tending her flocks. St 

Brennain having come to see her, one of the Sisters went in haste 

to find her and bring her in to welcome him. As Bridget came, it 

rained till her cloak was drenched. But when she entered the sun 

was again shining, and came in by the window in a shaft of light. 

Hurriedly doffing her cloak, she threw it over the sunbeam, 

andðfor the Irish sunbeam so loved Bridgetðhe held up her 

dripping mantle and dried it. Patiently he waited on, hour after 

hour, till she should come, take her cloak and let him be gone.  

At last one of the Sisters went to her, saying: "My 

Mother, the hour grows late, and the sun has long been set. The 

sunbeam to whom thou didst entrust thy wet mantle tarries still, 

though now the garment is dry."  

Bridget went swiftly to the hall and, seeing the belated 

sunbeam, cried: "Haste, haste, kind and gentle friend, the sun is 

far on its way, and unless thou go fast wilt thou never come up 

with him!"  

Then she thanked him and, taking her cloak, put it upon 

her shoulders again, while he, smiling in farewell, vanished.  

CHAPTER VI  

ST ELFLEDA'S ALE 

Near Glastonbury, in the tenth century, dwelt Elfleda, 

niece of King Athelstan of England. A widow, though still 

young and beautiful, and of royal blood, she spent her days in 

seclusion and solitude, devoting herself to prayer and charities. 

She lived in her castle with but two retainers, an aged man and 

his aged wife, in all the simplicity of a recluse, because giving as 

she did of her substance she had little left for more than her own 

barest needs. What then was her perturbation when in the late 

afternoon of an autumn day, as she returned from visits to the 

sick and needy of the far town, she was met by her servant with 
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the news that during her absence King Athelstan and his retinue 

had arrived at the gate and requested admittance and 

entertainment. They had spent the long day hunting in the 

neighbouring forest, and the King had bethought him that his 

niece Elfleda lived hard by, so to her roof he had unhesitatingly 

repaired, seeking rest and refreshment for himself and all his 

weary, hungry, thirsty crew.  

"And what have ye done for the King's comfort?" asked 

Elfleda.  

"Cedric has made a blaze in the hall, faggots we have in 

plenty by good fortuneðI gathered them yesterdayðand a few 

logs Cedric had hewn against the winter's need. Before the fire 

they are all seated or lying, they and their hounds, and they rest 

awaiting your coming and that of food and drink."  

"And what have we to give them?"  

"A few fowls, and there is a young porker which Cedric 

has killed and I am even now roasting, and a moiety of oaten 

bread we have."  

"But to drinkðwhat have we to give them to drink?"  

"Ahðthere indeed I am of small counsel; we have scarce 

a drop of aught but water, and none but the dogs will swallow 

that, as we well know. There is one little keg of Cedric's ale in 

the vault, but there is small use in setting that before them, for it 

is well-nigh dry. Alasðwhat's to be done!"  

"Bid Cedric take up the little keg and set it in the hall," 

said Elfleda.  

"But, honoured mistress, there would not be enough to 

fill all their horns once, even though the little barrel were full," 

wailed the woman, "and, as it is, I doubt if it would fill the 

King's tankard!"  

"Bid him bring it, none the less, and let none know I am 

returned."  

Leaving the mystified servant to carryout her bidding, 

Elfleda repaired to her oratory. Falling on her knees before the 

image of the Blessed Virgin, her patron and protector, she 

prayed with a lively faith, much fervour, and some haste.  

"Oh, Holy Mother of God, whose Son did once furnish 

wine for the wedding at Cana, thou dost see my plight. What 

shall I do? It grows late, Athelstan and his men have waited long 

and must have ale. Time presses.  

"Thou Queen of Heaven, who canst do all things, come 

to the aid of thy most humble handmaiden, who asks thee for 

ale!  

"Gracious Lady, dispenser of all good gifts, give me ale!  

"Friend of the needy and protector of the distressed, who 

wast thyself once a housewife, intercede for me that I may have 

ale!  

"Spotless, immaculate, and glorious Virgin, let me have 

aleðand yet more aleðabundance of ale!"  

Meanwhile, in the hall below, according to his lady's 

bidding, Cedric had brought in the small, light cask, and set it 

down unobtrusively in an ill-lighted corner, hoping against hope 

that it might escape detection, at least for a while. He soon knew 

his hopes to have been vain. Like falcons on their quarry the 

apparently drowsy retinue of the King pounced upon the cask. 

Its small size gave them a moment's pause; then, with the 

thought that a little was better than no ale at all, or that 

undoubtedly more casks would presently be forthcoming, they 

fell to.  

A brimming tankard was filled for the King, but when 

the next was about to be drawn a feeble driblet was the sole 

reply to their tapping.  

Consternation first, then dismay, and lastly a very lively 

discontent filled the atmosphere; growls and low curses grew in 

number and volume till Cedric thought it well to seek refuge 

beyond the massive hall door, when of a sudden out gushed the 
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ale, foaming, bubbling, and gurgling from the spout, and, oh, 

aleðsuch ale, such blessed, mellow, spicy ale!  

Throughout that night it never ran dryðand Athelstan 

and his hard-drinking, deep-drinking crew had all that even they 

could wish for.  

CHAPTER VII  

THE SAINTLY FRIENDS OF ASSISI 

Chiara, born at the end of the twelfth century, of 

Favorino and Ortolana Sciffo, was she who was destined to 

become the St Clare of Assisi, without whom the story of St 

Francis would have been incomplete.  

Before the birth of the child, Ortolana, weeping at the 

foot of the Crucifix, was praying to be granted a safe 

deliverance, when she heard a voice saying: "Woman, doubt not. 

The daughter whom thou shalt bear shall by her doctrine 

illumine the worldð"So the name of Chiara, the light, the clear, 

the limpid and bright, was given to the child.  

She was from childhood devout, and though born to 

luxury and abundance, often gave to the poor in secret what she 

might well herself have eaten. From childhood also she vowed to 

be the bride of none other than Christ, in which purpose she later 

received encouragement from St Francis, whom she often saw 

and consulted.  

It was when she had come to her eighteenth year that he 

bade her definitely to relinquish the world, setting Palm Sunday 

for her departure from the house of her father to the house of 

God.  

She went as usual to Mass that day with her family, 

apparelled in rich garments, but forbore to go up to the altar to 

receive the palm at the hands of the Bishopðseeing which 

humility the Bishop bore the palm to her himself, which added 

to Clare's sense of dedication upon that day.  

That night she with her own hands removed the stones 

and wood which filled a doorway, blocked up the previous year 

according to the Italian custom after the passing through it of the 

dead body of one of the inmates of the house. She symbolized 

her own passing from the world by creeping through the door of 

the dead.  

Silently she stole away wrapped in a dark veil and cloak, 

and fled to the valley below Assisi, to the little church of the 

Porziuncola, where St Francis dwelt with his Brotherhood. 

Arriving, she fell upon her knees before the altar, and putting off 

her rich silks and jewels, cast them upon the floor. Francis 

himself cut off her long hair, and drew over her the penitential 

garb of sackcloth girded with a knotted rope. Then he took her to 

a nearby convent of Benedictine nuns, until he should himself 

have prepared a place where she might remain.  

Not without a struggle did she obtain the peace of the 

religious, for family and friends made every effort to bring her 

back to the life of the world. Roughly they tried to drag her from 

her seclusion. She clung to the altar, and finally, taking off the 

veil, showed her shorn head, crying: "I am the bride of Christ 

and vowed to His service!".  

Her devoted younger sister, Agnes, followed her to the 

convent only two weeks later, and when her incensed uncle with 

twelve armed men went to take her by force, they dragged her 

away so violently that the mountain path was reddened with 

blood. Suddenly she became as one made of lead, so that the 

soldiers could no longer by any means move her, seeing which 

they fled in alarm, and Clare took her joyfully back to the 

convent.  

For many years after, while Clare presided over her 

convent of St Damien, St Clare and St Francis were on rare and 

high occasions seen together in loving, friendly, and holy 

intercourse; she, of the wide and candid forehead, almond eyes, 
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and small chin, with her gray habit and black veil, the "Seraphic 

Mother" of the Order of which St Francis had made her the head, 

the Poor Ladies, or Poor Clares, the Second Order of 

Franciscans; he, in his brown habit, head of the Franciscan 

Brotherhood, the little Bedesman of Christ, small and slender, 

with dark, thick hair, short beard, straight brows and nose, 

glowing eyes, and gleaming teeth, and a voice keen, fiery, and 

persuasive.  

Both were wedded to the Lady Poverty, both vowed to 

abstinence, to chastity, and to the service of Christ.  

So zealous was she in following the rules of the Order, so 

relentlessly did she practise austerities, that it seemed human 

flesh could not endure them, and St Francis himself was 

compelled to admonish her. He was obliged to command her to 

sleep on a sack filled with straw, and not upon the bare ground 

with her head on a stone; likewise he forbade her the three days' 

fast, but charged her to eat at least once a day!  

St Francis and St Clare walked together on one occasion 

to Spello, where there was a convent of Camaldolese nuns who 

wished to be taken under the Franciscan rule.  

On their homeward way they stopped at an inn for food, 

and the innkeeper (for it is well-known that not always do 

mortals recognize saintly and angelic guests) muttered that it 

was a scandalous thing that men and women should go 

wandering about the country in company, under the cloak of 

religion!  

Troubled by the implied accusation, Francis left the inn 

in deep distress. On the return journey he bade Clare follow the 

upper path on the side of the hill, while he should follow the 

lower in the valley. Puzzled but obedient (for the innkeeper's 

words had failed to reach her ears), Clare asked when they 

should meet again.  

Francis, somewhat abashed, not knowing how to reply, 

answered, "When the roses bloom on Mount Subasio."  

They were then in the depths of winter but, as Clare 

walked, the snow melted beneath her feet, and the rose-bushes 

by the wayside burst into blossom. Quickly she gathered some, 

dropped them into her up-gathered robe, then, running down into 

the valley, joyously rejoined Francis and showed him what her 

garment held. And he, seeing in that token innocence justified, 

walked beside her in peace back to Assisi.  

Perhaps the most notable among the wonders that Clare 

worked was in her older age, long after the death of her dear 

friend, when sick and broken she had lain for many months upon 

a bed of pain, borne with incredible patience and uncomplaining 

sweetness.  

At that time the Emperor Frederick Barbarossa sent 

certain mercenaries whom people called indiscriminately 

Paynims and Saracens to destroy the town of Assisi. They came 

to the very gates of St Damien's, and were even swarming up 

over the walls, when Clare, being warned of the danger by one 

of the Sisters, bade them bring to her the casket of silver and 

ivory enclosing the pyx containing the Body of our Lard. Rising 

from her bed she went to a window whence she could be seen of 

the enemy. (When you go to Assisi you shall see that window.) 

Then, pronouncing exhortations and prayers, she held the pyx 

high above her head. Unaccountably moved to fear, the enemy 

suddenly threw down their arms, retreated, scattered, and fled, 

and St Clare saved not only her convent but the town of Assisi 

itself.  

Still, this event cannot equal in charm the Heavenly Feast 

of St Clare and St Francis.  

Loving friends though they had long been, it seems that 

they had never sat down at meat together, and this, such a meal 

being among the friendliest of the acts of friendly intercourse, 

might be thought strange. Clare greatly wished that they should 

together partake of earthly food, even as she had often been 

refreshed by heavenly food from Francis, her spiritual father.  
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At last St Francis consented, and it was agreed that Clare 

should come one night from her convent to the Porziuncola, and 

that there they should break bread together.  

On the appointed night the people of Assisi and all the 

country around were startled at the sight of what seemed a 

conflagration in the valley where the Porziuncola stands. From 

all sides the people hastened thither, fearing that the little church 

must be in flames, with all the forest near it.  

As they approached, they saw that the trees, though not 

afire, were illumined by a brilliant light issuing from the 

Porziuncola itself. Not the trees alone, but the very sky above 

was made bright with the flood of glory that arose from the tiny 

structure.  

Hesitatingly, yet drawn by irresistible curiosity, the 

throng drew near and peered in at the windows and door, their 

faces bathed with the glow of what was within.  

What was within was merely Francis and Clare seated, or 

maybe kneeling upon .the earth, and between them the food that 

they had come to eat together. Did it lie neglected and forgotten? 

It seems probable, for they were deep in converse, in a 

communion so exalted and uplifting, so warming to the heart and 

moving to the soul, so angelic and sublime, that the radiance of 

it filled the air and reached up to the heavens.  

CHAPTER VIII  

ST JOHN GUALBERT'S CRUCIFIX 

When you go to Florence and to the Church of the Holy 

Trinity, you will see it; they will show it to you, the Crucifix of 

St John Gualbert, he who founded the monastery up among the 

hills in the remote umbrageous valleyðthe Vallombrosa, and 

another at San Salvi, where you may see Andrea del Sarto's 

beautiful fresco of the Last Supper, San Giovanni Gualberto, 

who made so brave a battle against the sin of simony in the 

Church of his day, and in whose behalf one of his monks, 

afterward named Peter Igneus, successfully underwent the trial 

by fire.  

You will  see that crucifix of which this is the story.  

The voice of bells was rising in chorus from the steeples 

of Florence in the valley below; voices high and silver sweet 

sounded in pulsing, rhythmic syncopation with voices deep and 

sombre. All arose into the golden air of sunset.  

Up the road leading to the church of San Miniato ran 

Giovanni Gualberto, his crimson cloak trailing unheeded in his 

haste; his eyes staring unseeing before him. Like one smitten 

with ague, he trembled from the gallant plume in his jewelled 

cap down to his embroidered shoes. The sheath of his dagger 

hung empty at his sideðthe dagger he had so lately drawn, with 

purpose of burying it in his enemy's heart, but which he had 

thrown from him, and left lying in the grass by the roadside.  

He hastened on without pause until he came to the open 

door of the church. Within, all was dark but for the few tapers 

lighted on the chief altar. Never was Good Friday a day of 

illumination or of brilliant celebration. The church was vast and 

tenebrous. Near the high altar knelt the faithful in silent prayer.  

Gualberto, entering, turned into the chapel nearest to the 

door, and falling upon the steps before the little altar bowed his 

head between his outstretched arms. A long time he lay without 

will or power to formulate a prayer; only the necessity to seek 

the peace and the stillness of sanctuary had brought him thither. 

He lay motionless and silent, while footfalls came and went in 

the aisles of the church. Then all was quiet. Gian Gualberto, 

raising himself to his knees, looked up at the crucifix above him. 

The face of the Christ was visible to him, illumined by the glow 

of one faint light hanging high in a silver lamp; the head was 

thrown back and the heavenward-gazing eyes were full of 

sorrow and pain.  
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Gian Gualberto looked at the tortured visage of his 

Saviour, looked long in silent pleading; and finally he prayed:  

"Oh, God, my Heavenly Fatherðforgive!ðforgive, that 

on this day the grief and wrath of my earthly father, and the grief 

and tears of my mother, added themselves to my own, and filled 

my heart with hunger for revenge!  

"Oh, God, my Brotherðforgive!ðforgive, that wrath 

and grief for the shed blood of my earthly brother filled my heart 

with lust for the blood of his slayer!  

"Father and Brother, forgive, that in arrogance and hatred 

I thought it mine to seek vengeance for the murder of my 

brother, my Ugoðbest beloved of my heart, Ugoðlight of my 

eyes!  

"Forgive that I purposed to slake my thirst with the blood 

of his adversary. Thou knowest my intent to have spent my days 

in the clamour of battle, in the pomp of war. Here and now I 

renounce that purpose, as I forswear the life of this world, and 

vow myself to Thy service and worship aloneðif Thou wilt but 

forgive!  

"And, oh, my Father and my Brother, accept the thanks 

that from this day shall never cease to rise to Thee, that it was on 

this day of days, the day of Thy passion and death, that I met my 

adversary in the road upon this hillside, met him face to face, 

came upon him unprepared, unarmed, and unaccompanied, met 

him at a moment when he was all at my mercy, when I with 

dagger drawn might with ease have dispatched him.  

"My God and My Saviour, my heart cries out its thanks 

to Thee, that he then, seeing his doom upon him, tried not to 

defend himself, but falling on his knees in the road before me, 

and spreading wide his arms as if they had been stretched upon a 

cross, adjured me in Thy name to spare him.  

"Oh, Christ, my Redeemer! How did the memory of Thee 

then come upon me and blot out all other thought! How arose 

the vision of Thee before my eyes, hanging upon Thy Cross, and 

how echoed in my ears Thy words, 'Father, forgive them, for 

they know not what they do!'  

"Fatherðforgive! I knew not what I did!  

"Brother! I thank Thee that Thou didst save me from the 

crime with which I was in the act of blackening and damning my 

soul!  

"I give Thee thanks that Thou didst cause me to throw 

from me my drawn weapon and, embracing my enemy, utter the 

words of pardon.  

"I give Thee thanks that in Thy great mercy Thou didst 

cause me to show mercy.  

"Wilt Thou not now show mercy to me a sinner, because 

I too, though but a sinner, was merciful?  

"Give me a sign, O Gracious Master, that Thou dost 

deign to accept the gift of my unworthy life!"  

Gian Gualberto lifted supplicating hands; tears filled his 

eyes and bathed his cheeks, but through them, as he gazed 

upward, his glance met that of Eyes above him. The Eyes of 

Him upon the Cross, which had lately been raised in anguish, 

were now bent upon him in pitying and gravely pensive scrutiny.  

For a long space Gian Gualberto and his Saviour looked 

deep into each other's souls, and then the Head above slowly 

bowed in majestic and gracious assent.  
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CHAPTER IX  

ST URSULA AND THE ELEVEN THOUSAND 

VIRGINS 

In the middle of the fifth century lived and reigned in 

Brittany a King, Theonotus by name, with his Queen, Daria. 

They had one daughter who was not only more beautiful than the 

day, and more gentle than the dove, but wiser than the serpent. 

For it appears that she knew all the things that were in those days 

to be known. Not only was she deeply versed in philosophy, in 

theology, in poetry, and in history from the very days of Adam 

down to her own, but she could read the stars, and knew the 

courses of the winds. She was, in short, the marvel of the age, 

and the fame of her learning, virtue, and beauty spread far and 

wide. It was, then, not to be wondered at that many suitors asked 

for her hand, but her parents being Christians had consented to 

Ursula dedicating herself to Christ, and taking vows of perpetual 

chastity; hence all offers of marriage were under one pretext or 

another declined.  

Queen Daria died when her daughter was fifteen years 

old, and Ursula thereafter devoted herself to her father, aiding 

him, by her sound counsel and her charming presence, in the 

dispensing of justice, and in the duties of the court.  

When Agrippinus, the King of England, heard of the' 

renown of the princess of Brittany he eagerly desired her as a 

wife to his son Conon, who was as shining a pattern of manly 

qualities as Ursula of maidenly virtues. He therefore sent 

ambassadors to Theonotus, and to these he promised rich 

rewards should they return to him with a favourable answer, but 

menaced them with punishment should they meet with a refusal.  

Theonotus's quandary may be divined. How dare he 

offend the powerful King of England by denying him the hand 

of Ursula for his son? On the other hand, how break the vows 

made by his daughter to be the bride of Christ alone?  

As the King sat in his chamber in dejection pondering the 

question, wondering what answer he could on the morrow give 

to the ambassadors whom he had received with kindness and had 

caused to be sumptuously housed and entertained in his palace, 

Ursula came to him, and noting his troubled countenance asked 

the cause of his sadness. When he had explained this to her, she 

exclaimed:  

"My kind father and honoured King, lay aside all fear, 

and permit me to-morrow to answer these ambassadors in 

person."  

Such was Theonotus's faith in the sagacity of the princess 

that he asked nothing better than to leave the matter in her hands, 

convinced that none could so well solve the difficulty.  

On the morrow, therefore, when the ambassadors had 

again been ushered into his presence, Ursula took her place on 

the throne beside her father, and there with matchless grace and 

dignity received and greeted them. Presently, divinely inspired, 

she thus addressed them:  

"Esteemed ambassadors of the great King of EnglandðI 

thank you for the honourable message you have brought me. I 

thank the King and his princely son for their words, which are 

kinder than I, in my unworthiness, deserve. I feel myself already 

almost a daughter to your King, and here declare to you that to 

the offer of no other bridegroom than his son will I ever listen. I 

make, however, three conditions before consenting to become 

his bride. First, he shall send me ten virgins of the noblest 

families of his land to be my companions. And with each of the 

ten he shall send a thousand attendant maidens, and a thousand 

for myself as well. Secondly, he shall permit me and my eleven 

thousand companions to honour our virginity for the space of 

three years and he shall furnish us ships in which we may travel 

to visit holy places and the shrines of Saints. Thirdly, the Prince 
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and his court shall be baptized to my faith, for none but a 

Christian can I ever marry."  

The Princess with her unfailing wisdom had reasoned 

thus: "Either the King of England will consider these conditions 

impossible and briefly refuse them, in which case no harm is 

done, or, if he grant them, then, with a Christian prince who will 

eventually be ruler over a Christian court, and eleven thousand 

Christian virgins to spread the Gospel throughout the land, will 

not the whole realm of England be won to God?" for she counted 

upon converting all her companions in the space of three years 

of pilgrimage.  

When the ambassadors returned to England with Ursula's 

answer, and with glowing accounts of her beauty, her kindness, 

and wisdom, King Agrippinus paused not one moment. No 

conditions in his esteem were too hard in the way of acquiring 

this peerless Princess. The Prince, aglow with enthusiasm, 

unhesitatingly caused himself and all his followers to be 

baptized.  

Then the King summoned his vassals in the various 

realms subservient to him to send forthwith eleven thousand 

spotless virgins of gentlest origin, to accompany the Princess 

Ursula of Brittany, affianced bride of his son Conon, upon her 

travels.  

Without delay from all corners of the kingdom flocked 

the maidens, and having been gathered together at the capital of 

King Theonotus, they were met by Ursula, who greeted them 

with sisterly affection, and saw to their comfort and 

entertainment.  

On the following day she collected them all in a meadow 

which lay without the walls of the city, and from a throne raised 

high above the ground she addressed the assemblage. She 

preached to them of the glory of God and of His Son Jesus 

Christ, of faith, charity, purity, and of a life dedicated to Heaven. 

With such eloquence she spoke that the eleven thousand were 

moved to tears of joy, and promised to do whatever she wished, 

and to follow her whithersoever she should lead them. Ursula 

blessed them, and ordered them to be baptized on the spot, in a 

brook which ran through the meadow.  

 

 
 

EMBARKATION  OF THE VIRGINS  
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Never on earth was witnessed such a scene. One may 

picture the Elysian fields dotted with the multitudinous figures 

of the happy shades. One may imagine the gardens of Paradise 

peopled with the angelic choir, but surely never upon this globe 

was seen vision so lovely as this! The early spring day, the azure 

sky, the fresh morning breeze, the sun lending to the air that 

peculiarly luminous quality which comes only with the birth of 

the year, a golden haze drenching the landscape in a bath of 

radiance. The tender green of the meadow painted with gayest 

flowers: crocus, tulip, daffodil, harebell, heartsease, pimpernel, 

hyacinth, cyclamen, lily. And, crowning glory of all, eleven 

thousand maidens attired in richest garments of hues and modes 

defying description, ornamented with silver and gold, encrusted 

with gems, and each maiden beautiful as good, and good as 

wise! All manner of maidens, fair and dark, small and tall, round 

and slim, vivid and shy, stately and demure, and every one 

young and therefore sweet!  

Then is it a wonder that barons and knights came from 

the east and came from the west and from north and south to see 

with their own eyes this incredible and unsurpassed spectacle, 

and that tears came to the eyes of all at sight of so much beauty, 

such fervour, and such dedication?  

Ursula soon wrote to the English Prince, her affianced 

consort, thanking him for his compliance with all her wishes, 

and bidding him to her father's court.  

Needless to say Conon without an hour's delay replied to 

the summons, and was received with honour and ceremony. The 

Prince's happiness at beholding the Princess whom he had won 

can better be divined than described.  

It was not long, however, before Ursula, in the presence 

of her father and the court, addressed him in these words: "My 

gracious Prince, it has been revealed to me in a vision from 

Heaven that I must depart with my companions to visit the Holy 

City of Rome. Do thou, then, I pray, remain here, a help and a 

comfort to my father until my return. And if it should be God's 

will that I return not, then shalt thou, having been a son to my 

father, inherit his throne."  

It is said by some that the Prince obeyed this behest, but 

as there are other versions of the story, we prefer to believe that 

he found it impossible to let Ursula depart from his sight and 

that he accompanied her to Rome.  

The eleven thousand virgins embarked, then, upon eleven 

ships, and although with them went no mariners yet they were 

not unattended, for many prelates and a number of chivalrous 

knights accompanied them.  

A marvel it was to see how the maidens, miraculously 

taught, manned the ships, and with what skill they sailed them! 

They were days of delight which followed, for the weather 

continued flawless, the winds favourable; the ships might almost 

have been said to sail of themselves, which left the virgins free 

to spend their days upon the spacious decks in elevated 

intercourse and in enjoyment of the charming scene. Surely the 

seabirds paused in mid-flight and the fishes leaped from the 

waves to behold the unbelievable fleet!  

They did not journey directly to Rome, but first sailed up 

the Rhine to Cologne. Here they sojourned a brief space, 

reposing. And here in a dream it was made known to Ursula that 

she would one day return, and with all her companions win the 

crown of martyrdom. This news she imparted to the maidens, 

and far from being saddened by the revelation of impending 

death, all with one accord rejoiced and fell to singing jubilant 

hymns of thanksgiving that they had been found worthy to give 

their lives in the High Cause.  

They sailed on up the Rhine to Basle. There they left 

their ships, and journeyed on foot over the Alps and across the 

plains of Liguria, led over the snows and the steep mountains 

peaks by angels, who went before, pointing the way, flinging 

bridges for them over the torrents, and furnishing them with food 

sand shelter.  
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At length they came to the River Tiber, and so to Rome.  

Cyriascus, who was at that time Pope, informed of this 

great concourse of maidens, went out to meet them with all his 

clergy in procession. What was his delight when Ursula, 

kneeling at his feet, begging his blessing, told him her mission. 

He not only blessed the glorious company, but offered them 

honorable entertainment. They were lodged in tents pitched in 

the plain beyond the city gates, whence they made their journey 

to the shrines of St. Peter and St. Paul and there duly performed 

their devotions.  

It was now that Conon, keeling with Ursula at the feet of 

the Pope, was again baptized, and received the name of Ethereus 

in token of the whiteness of his regenerated soul.  

Cyriacus would gladly have detained them, but Ursula 

explained that they must be on their way to win the crown 

destined form them in Heaven. When the Pope heard this, it was 

borne in upon him that he must leave the papacy and go to earn 

martyrdom. In vain his cardinals pleaded with him not to resign 

his holy office in order to follow after a crew of foolish virgins! 

He remained firm, for it was by the counsel of an angel that he 

had come to his determination. When the prelates could in 

nowise prevail upon him to renounce what to them seemed a 

mistaken course, they cancelled his name from the catalogue of 

high pontiffs, although he had held the office for nearly two 

yearsðand put in his place a good man named Admetus.  

Meanwhile, as Ursula with all her followers prepared to 

embark, not only Cyriacus joined her, but his cardinals Vincent 

and James, and the archbishops of Ravenna and Lucca, the 

bishop of Faenza, the patriarch of Grado, and many other 

dignitaries of the Church.  

There were at that time two pagan Roman generals, 

Maximus and Africanus, who commanded the imperial troops in 

Germany. When they heard of and saw this gathering of 

Christian maidens they said among themselves: "Shall this thing 

be? Shall we permit these virgins to return to Germany and 

convert the entire nation to Christianity, or if they marry, 

become mothers of numberless Christian children? Nay, that 

would end our empire!"  

So they sent messengers to their cousin, one named 

Julian, a powerful barbarian, King of the Huns, and bade him 

bring his hosts in full force into Germany and concentrate them 

at Cologne; there they told him what to do.  

When, therefore, after a long and difficult journey, 

Ursula arrived at Cologne, she found the city surrounded by the 

barbarian hordes.  

These, when first they saw the strange company issuing 

from the ships, not fierce warriors, but youthful maids and 

venerable priests, with but a few young princes, barons, and 

knights among the number, all unarmed, paused for a moment in 

uncertainty, for sheer wonder at the sight. Then, remembering 

their instructions, they fell upon them like wolves upon a flock 

of snowy sheep.  

First to fall was Prince Ethereus; then Cyriacus and his 

cardinals and all the prelates and knights perished in the attempt 

to defend the virgins. These, being left defenceless, also resisted 

their assailants as long as their virtue was threatened; but when 

the barbarians, infuriated by their resistance, fell upon them with 

the sword, they offered themselves gladly to the slaughter, and 

were massacred to the last one, so that the plain was covered 

with their bodies and drenched with their blood.  

When they came to Ursula, however, awed by the 

majesty of the saintly Princess, the barbarians dared not touch 

her, but led her to their King. At sight of her, Julian was filled 

with admiration, and as tears filled her eyes, he said to her: "Be 

comforted, weep not for thy companions, for I will make thee 

my spouse, and thou shalt be the greatest Queen in all 

Germany!"  

But, "Oh, senseless and cruel and base!" cried Ursula. 

"Dost thou think that I would consent to live after the slaughter 
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of my companions? Blind art thou, and I defy thee, even as I 

defy Satan thy master!"  

At which words, such was Julian's anger that, taking 

three arrows from his quiver, he shot them from his bow, 

piercing the dauntless heart of Ursula, who sank lifeless before 

him.  

But her spirit arose from the dead body in company with 

those of all the blessed sisterhood, of her beautiful English 

Prince Ethereus, of Cyriacus, who had left the papal throne to 

join her in martyrdom, and the many prelates and knights. All in 

one beatific company they ascended to the throne of God, ever 

after to dwell in the light of His smile, bearing palms in their 

hands and crowns upon their heads, and there to the sound of 

heavenly harps ever singing blessings and praises to Him whom 

they serve and adore.  

CHAPTER X 

ST EDWARD'S SMILE AND THE SEVEN 

SLEEPERS 

It happened on one Easter Day that King Edward, he who 

was the Confessor and was afterward called a Saint, sat at dinner 

with all his court about him. Toward the middle of the banquet a 

silence fell upon the company, and it was noticed that the King 

smiled, but that soon his face clouded over and "fell into a 

heaviness." All the guests would gladly have known what had 

caused his merriment and then his sadness, but none dared ask 

him, until after dinner Duke Harold Godwin, having followed 

him when he retired from the table to his own apartment 

accompanied by a bishop and an abbot, questioned him.  

The King answered: "As I sat at meat and bethought me, 

as is my custom, of the great goodness of God in conferring 

upon me such abundance of food and drink, of fine raiment and 

servants, of riches and royalty, I thanked Him in my heart and 

He opened my eyes. Then I saw, as if I had been in the very 

place, Seven Sleepers that lie in a cave in Mount Coelion beside 

the city of Ephesus. And I smiled as I saw them all turn over 

from their right side to the left. But when I apprehended what 

this meant I perceived I had no cause to laugh, but rather to 

mourn, for whereas they have lain for many years on their right 

side, their turning means that for seventy years they shall lie on 

their left side, during which time hunger and death, pestilence 

and murrain, great battles and earthquakes shall be through all 

the world."  

Those who heard the King marvelled at his saying, and 

sent to the Emperor to know if there were indeed such a city or 

such a mountain, and whether there were seven sleepers in a 

cave.  

The Emperor in turn went to Ephesus, to Mount Coelion, 

found the cave, and in it seven martyrs, lying on their left side, 

every one! He was filled with wonder at the sight. After the 

Emperor's death, in accordance with St Edward's prophecy, 

insurrections began throughout all the world, pestilence, and all 

manner of scourges and visitations.  

Now, as to the Seven Sleepers, these were seven young 

Christians who lived in the time of the Emperor Decius. They 

were Maximian, Malchus, Marcus, Dionysius, John, Serapion, 

and Constantine. They were accused before the ruler because 

they refused to offer sacrifices to the gods, but they escaped to 

Mount Coelion and hid in a cavern. They were, however, 

betrayed and discovered as they slept, and by order of the 

Emperor were sealed into the cave. But two Christian men, 

Theodorus and Rufinus, wrote an account of their martyrdom 

and laid the parchment, closed with silver seals, among the 

stones that blocked the cave's mouth.  

Two hundred and eight years later, when the Christian 

Emperor Theodorus was reigning, he sorrowed over the heresy 

which had sprung up, denying the resurrection of the dead. Daily 
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he retired to a secret place in his palace and mourned in 

sackcloth and ashes. God in the following manner rewarded and 

justified his faith.  

A certain burgess of Ephesus, in digging to make a stable 

on Mount Coelion, came upon the cavern; the light and air 

entered it, and the sleepers awoke, thinking that they had slept 

but over night. One of their number, Malchus, was selected to go 

to the city to buy food. He set forth with fear and trembling, 

supposing his life and that of his companions to be in great 

danger.  

He advanced cautiously toward the city gate and was 

startled at the sight of a cross placed above it. He tried another 

gate, there found another cross. He believed himself to be 

dreaming, but covering his face he entered the city and went to 

buy bread. Hearing everywhere the name of Christ spoken 

boldly and openly he was more and more puzzled. Finally he 

arrived at a baker's and bought bread. In payment he offered a 

coin the like of which the baker had never seen; the baker 

therefore came to the conclusion that Malthus had found some 

ancient hidden treasure; he immediately accused him, and 

Malchus knew not what to say for dread. When the bystanders 

saw his confusion they put a cord round his neck and haled him 

before the consul and the bishop.  

After much questioning the truth was discovered, and 

Malchus led all the principal men of the city, followed by the 

multitude, to the cave in Mount Coelion. There within sat the 

other youths, "their visages like unto roses flowering," and 

shining like the sun. Also they found the letter of Theodorus and 

Rufinus, sealed with its seals of silver, among the displaced 

stones at the mouth of the cave.  

The Emperor was sent for and came in haste. Entering 

the cave, he with tears embraced each of the seven, saying: "I 

see you as if I should see our Lord raising Lazarus!"  

Maximian then said to him: "Believe us, O Emperor, for 

our Lord has raised us before the Day of Judgment to the end 

that thou believe firmly in the resurrection of the dead!"  

After these words, they all inclined their heads to the 

earth, and rendered up their spirits to God.  

The Emperor wished to make sepulchres of gold and 

silver for them, but they appeared to him that night and bade him 

suffer them to remain on the earth of the cave (on their right 

side), as they had so long lain, until the day of the final 

resurrection.  

To return to St Edward.  

It happened on another occasion, on a Whit-Sunday, 

when he was praying before the altar at Westminster for the 

peace and tranquillity of his realm, that at the elevation of the 

Sacrament he "fell in a soft and demure laughing," so that all 

who were present wondered, but again dared not question him 

until the service was over. Then one bolder than the rest asked 

him why he had smiled, and he told them that as he prayed he 

had seen as in a vision his enemies across the sea, the Danes, 

assembling in great numbers and boarding ships to come to 

attack the realm of England. As the King of Denmark was about 

to embark he fell between two ships and was drowned, and by 

his death both the people of Denmark and the people of England 

escaped a great peril.  

"That," he ended, "was the cause of my smiling."  

Those who heard the King recount his vision 

immediately sent messengers to Denmark to inquire if this might 

be true. When the messengers returned they reported that it was 

true indeed, and that the King of Denmark had been drowned at 

the moment when St Edward smiled.  
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CHAPTER XI  

ST. ZITA'S PILGRIMAGE 

In a little village called Bozzanello not far from Lucca 

was born a child who was called Zita. At the age of twelve she 

was sent to Lucca to serve in the house of a nobleman, Pagano 

da Fatinelli by name; in that house and in that service she 

remained all her life long. She died when she was sixty years 

old, accounted by all a Saint, and at her death a beautiful 

unknown star was seen to rise and shine over the town.  

Her masters were all her lifetime kind to her, but how 

could they be unkind to so devoted and obedient, to so perfect a 

servant?  

As she started out one cold morning to Mass, her master, 

noticing her thin clothing, laid his warm furred mantle over her 

shoulders. When Zita had arrived at the cathedral door she found 

there a wretched beggar, so ill, so blue with the cold, that she, 

forgetting in her compassion that the cloak that kept her warm 

was not hers to lend, took it off and bade the beggar wear it 

while she should be within at the service.  

When she came out the mendicant was nowhere to be 

seen; he and the cloak were gone. Greatly troubled, and knowing 

that she had probably merited a scolding from her master, Zita 

went home slowly, dreading what was awaiting her there. But 

before she had reached the house the cloak had been restored to 

its owner by a youth of tall stature and radiant countenance. To 

this day the door of the church at which Zita put the mantle on 

the beggar's back is called the Angel's Door, for no doubt existed 

in the mind of any but that the beggar was an angel sent to test 

the heart of Zita, whose compassion was not found wanting.  

Then Zita, with a proper sense of the unpleasantness that 

had been averted, feeling impelled to make a pilgrimage of 

thanks for her escape from the legitimate expressions of 

annoyance of her master, determined to go and speak her 

gratitude in a little chapel at some miles distance, in fact five 

miles beyond Pisa, which is ten miles from Lucca. This in all 

would make a fairly considerable journey on foot, during every 

mile of which she could refresh her sense of indebtedness, and 

when she had reached the chapel, entreat perhaps for wisdom 

and courage to brave the dangers of human disfavour which 

might result should occasion again offer opportunity for winning 

favour in Heaven.  

She set out one spring morning to make her votive 

pilgrimage, promising to be home betimes. She started 

accompanied by a friend who had, maybe, some object of her 

own of thanksgiving or entreaty. But having reached Pisa, the 

friend, whose energy, endurance, or enthusiasm had come to an 

end, thought well of remaining with a relative for the day and, 

rejoining Zita on her homeward journey, covering the distance 

back to Lucca in her company.  

Zita went on her way alone, but her friend's defection had 

caused some delay. Zita had accompanied her into her relative's 

house and had there been detained much against her will, so that 

when she reached the distant chapel night was closing in; the 

sacristan had locked the doors and gone home, and there was no 

way of entering. To make matters more trying, not only darkness 

was falling, but rain in torrents. The wind beat against Zita as 

she stood wondering what to do. She had come so far that, 

unable to make up her mind to turn back leaving her thanks 

unuttered, she kneeled upon the steps and fell to saying her 

prayers. She prayed so long, pouring out all her devout and 

innocent heart, that in time, because it was dark and because she 

had walked far, she dropped forward on to the threshold and 

went to sleep, the candle which she had brought to offer on the 

altar of the Blessed Virgin lying unlighted beside her.  

In the middle of the night she awoke from peaceful 

dreams to find the tempest raging round her; the thunder roared, 

the lightning flashed; floods of rain pelting against the face of 
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the church ran in streams over the worn stepsðbut Zita herself 

was warm and dry as she arose, while beside her on the step, 

near where her head had lain, stood the votive candle, burning 

bright and serene.  

"To thy protection, O most Holy Mother, I owe this 

favour. Accept the thanks of thine unworthy servant, and 

continue, I pray thee, thy guardianship on my return through the 

fearsome night."  

She turned her face homeward and made all haste toward 

Pisa. As she was going through the town and passing the house 

where she had left her friend, the friend ran out and caught her 

by the arm:  

"Ah, Zita! I have so feared for thee in the storm and the 

night that I could not sleep, but waited hour after hour listening 

for thy steps on the stones. Come in, come in and stay with me 

for the remainder of the night. In the morning we will return to 

Lucca."  

"Nay," said Zita, "the morning must find me in Lucca. 

My master was kind; he let me leave his house bent upon my 

own affairs; shall I neglect his, as a return for his kindness?" 

Bidding her farewell she took leave of her friend.  

When she had covered a portion of her road and was 

passing by the Baths of Lucca, the storm was still unabated. 

Seeing her pass, a party of merry-makers returning from a late 

revel invited her to come with them to shelter.  

"I may not tarry," answered Zita, "for by sunrise I must 

be at work in my master's kitchen, ready to labour and serve. 

Dawn cannot now be far," and she hastened on.  

There was still Monte Giuliano to climb and cross. At the 

summit a hermit at his vigil saw her as she passed over the path 

of light that streamed from the open door of his hut.  

"Come in, my daughter," he called to her; "the night is 

wild, the forest is dark. Rude men may be abroad to do thee 

harm. Come in and join in my prayers; come, rest and wait for 

the light of morning."  

"Nay, my father," said Zita, "I pray as I go that my 

Heavenly Master and His Mother protect me. I must be in my 

earthly master's house by daybreak. The only danger that 

threatens me is that I neglect my duty to him if I make not 

haste."  

She disappeared into the black wood. A castle stood 

between her and the town; at its gate were two sentries who in 

the angle of a wall had heaped faggots, by the blaze of which 

they attempted to dry and warm themselves. In gossip and 

exchange of tales they kept each other heartened during the 

bleak hours before the dawn. They saw Zita as she flitted into 

range of the glow of the flame:  

"Whither away, maiden?" called one; "approach and hold 

thy hands to the fire. Tell us thy errand at this unholy hour. 

Come, take pity upon two mortals near perished for lack of 

cheer, as we in truth feel pity for thy weariness, which is 

apparent in thy pallor and faltering steps."  

Indeed by this time Zita was worn with her long journey.  

"I give you thanks," she said, "but I must be on my way; 

I have made a pilgrimage this night to a far place, and surely 

strength will be granted me to return to my work by the first 

peep of day."  

She went on. The storm had ceased, but now her 

footsteps halted and her spirit flagged. She came at last to a bend 

in the road where a spring gushing out of a cleft in a rock 

splashed into a basin hollowed in stone. Exhausted she sank on 

to the grass beside it, and thinking from her faintness that she 

might be about to die, she commended her soul to the mercy of 

God and to the care of His Mother, and breathed a prayer with 

what seemed to be her last breath. Strangely refreshed by the act, 

she bent over the spring and drank a long draught, with every 

drop of which she felt herself to be gaining strength.  
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When, entirely restored, she lifted her face from the 

water she found that she was no longer alone: a lady stood by 

her side, apparently waiting. Thinking that she might wish to 

drink like herself from the spring, Zita hastily rose to make way 

for her, but when she withdrew along the road she found that the 

lady was still by her side. She noticed then that her companion 

was clad in a white robe bordered with gold, and wore a long 

blue mantle; also that her head was surrounded with radiance 

although the night was still dark, only the first suggestion of 

pallor having spread over the east.  

In awed silence she advanced, and when she and her 

companion had arrived at the gate of the covered bridge 

spanning the river outside of Lucca, although the guard was not 

at his post the gate silently opened before her. The same 

happened when they came to the city gates. No need to rouse the 

watchman, for again the heavy doors opened noiselessly and 

admitted the two. They had walked without speaking, but Zita 

had realized that between her and the Wonderful Lady there was 

no need for speech. Her heart spoke mutely, knowing itself 

comprehended, while into her spirit were poured the unuttered 

but uplifting _words of assurance and refreshment of the 

Gracious One.  

Having arrived at the house of the Fatinelli, Zita ran 

forward to open the door, and then, turning toward her late 

fellow traveller, was about to beg her to bless that roof by 

entering under it, but the Lady was no longer there, and Zita's 

eyes, peering eagerly in her direction, were dazzled and for the 

moment blinded by the first shaft of the rising sun.  

Then, like the good and faithful servant that she was, she 

entered her kitchen, wakened the fire, set water upon it to heat, 

and fell to sweeping, singing as she swept, for her spirit was gay 

within her, her eyes were alight, and her heart aglow with the 

wonder of the night's pilgrimage.  

CHAPTER XII  

ST NICHOLAS 

St Nicholas, perhaps the most popular saint in 

Christendom, was born in Panthera of Syria, in Asia Minor, in 

the third century, of rich and pious parents. For many years they 

had been married, but no offspring had come to bless their 

union, though they had prayed with tears that a child might be 

granted them, and had given alms without stint in the hope of 

thus meriting the favour of heaven.  

At last, in reward for their life of charity and patience, an 

angel appeared to Johane and announced to her the birth of a 

son.  

When the baby had safely been born, that amazing child 

stood up in the basin in which he was being bathed, and for two 

mortal hours, with hands joined and eyes raised to heaven, 

returned thanks to God for His goodness in having brought him 

into the world. Then, it being Friday, he refused nourishment, 

and thereafter faithfully abstained from his mother's breast until 

after the setting of the sun on Wednesdays and Fridays, the fast 

days of the Church.  

Nicholas was but a youth when he was ordained a priest, 

and soon after lost both father and mother, inheriting a vast 

fortune. But he looked upon himself only as the steward of God 

in his disposal of it, and immediately set about distributing his 

wealth among such of the needy as came to his notice.  

A certain rich noble of Panthera at this time lost all his 

money, and so utterly destitute had he become that he not only 

had no marriage portion wherewith to dower his three daughters, 

but not even one small coin with which to buy bread for them, 

and being apparently a gentleman of limited imagination or 

resourcefulness, the only way that presented itself to him to keep 
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them from starvation was to sacrifice them to a life of shame. He 

wept and sorrowed much over his three innocent girls, but what, 

he asked himself, was he to do?  

All of which was very sad. Hearing of it, Nicholas went 

by night to the man's house, while the maidens slept and their 

father kept mournful vigil. The sky was overcast, but through a 

sudden rift in the clouds the moonlight gleamed for a moment 

upon an open casement. Advancing cautiously toward it, 

Nicholas, reaching over the high sill, dropped in a purse filled 

with gold. The money fell at the father's feet and his joy was 

boundless. The well-filled purse portioned the eldest daughter; 

the other two, however, were in as sore straits as ever, until, 

soon after, Nicholas repeated the gift in the same fashion. This 

time the second daughter was portioned. When Nicholas went a 

third time to give the purse which should dower the third 

daughter; the father, who was watching to discover who had 

been such a Providence to him and his beloved girls, hastened 

out and seized him by his robe, exclaiming: "O Nicholas, servant 

of God, why seek to hide thyself?" Then he thanked him with 

effusion. Nicholas charged him to tell no one, but of course he 

didðor we should not know the story to this day.  

In course of time, Nicholas determined to go to the Holy 

Land. Having set sail, he was overtaken by a great storm in 

which a sailor fell from the mast and was killed, but Nicholas by 

his prayers restored him to lifeðseeing which the other sailors 

implored him to still the tempest and so save them all from 

certain death. He rebuked the winds and the sea; both obediently 

subsided, and all was calm.  

When he returned from Palestine, Nicholas dwelt in 

Myra, humble and unknown. It was then that the Bishop of Myra 

died, and one of the clergy was informed by a revelation from 

Heaven that the first man presenting himself at the church door 

on the following morning was appointed by God to be bishop. 

According to his custom, Nicholas entered the church to pray at 

dawn. There he was met and, in spite of his protests, was 

ordained bishop.  

Soon after, the land was afflicted with a famine, and 

Nicholas's diocese was suffering extremest hunger, when he 

learned that three ships loaded with grain were in the harbour. 

He descended to the ships and asked the captains to sell him 

each a hundred hogsheads of grain.  

They demurred: "The grain was weighed at Alexandria, 

and will be weighed again at Constantinople; we dare not 

dispose of any of the wheat destined for the imperial granaries."  

But Nicholas said: "If you will do as I ask, you will find 

that by the Grace of God your cargoes will not be diminished," 

which, though incredible, proved to be true, for when the 

captains reached their destination their cargoes measured the 

same amount as when they had left Alexandria, while Nicholas, 

by miraculously multiplying his own allowance, had not only 

enough to feed his people for the year, but enough to furnish 

seed to sow the fields for the following season.  

There was, at this time, an uprising in Phrygia, which 

caused the Emperor Constantine to send three of his tribunes, 

Nepotian, Ursyn, and Apollyn, to quell the disturbance. Nicholas 

bade them to dine with him, hoping to win leniency from them 

for his people. While they were seated at table word came to 

Nicholas that the consul, bribed by some enemy, had ordered the 

beheading of three innocent ladies. Rising from the table, 

followed by his three guests, Nicholas hastened to the place of 

execution. Not a moment too soon, for the victims, with 

bandaged eyes, were kneeling before the headsman, whose bared 

blade was already brandished over their bent backs. Snatching 

the sword away and throwing it from him, Nicholas commanded 

that the prisoners be released. Neither the headsman, the consul, 

nor any of his minions dared disobey him; they, on the contrary, 

tried to placate him and win his pardon, which they with great 

difficulty obtained. The three tribunes went their ways much 

impressed by the power and what we might now call the 

efficiency of the excellent bishop.  
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Upon their return to Constantinople they found that evil 

tongues had been busy in their absence, and that they were in 

such disfavour that soon they were cast into prison, and were to 

be executed by order of the Emperor. Their discouragement was 

complete until Nepotian, remembering how Nicholas had 

delivered the innocent, proposed to his friends that they should 

all kneel down and pray for his intercession. Nicholas 

immediately appeared to them in a vision and allayed their fears. 

Next he appeared to Constantine, and said to him: "Arise in 

haste and command that the three tribunes be not executed, or I 

shall pray God to move a battle against thee in which thou shalt 

be overthrown and shalt be made meat for the beasts!"  

The astonished Emperor demanded: "Who art thou that 

enterest my palace by night and darest say such words to me?"  

"I am Nicholas, Bishop of Myra," replied the Saint.  

Constantine sent for the imprisoned tribunes and asked 

them if they knew aught of this same Nicholas. They told him 

with enthusiasm of his sanctity, and of his miracles and great 

power.  

The Emperor, enormously impressed, released them, 

saying: "Go forth, I charge you, bear jewels to this man, and 

entreat him that he threaten me no more, but pray unto our Lord 

for me and for my realm."  

He furthermore sent Nicholas as a gift a copy of the 

Gospels written in letters of gold, and bound in covers studded 

with pearls and precious stones, convinced that it was the part 

not only of courtesy but of wisdom to be on good terms with the 

Bishop of Myra.  

But quite the nicest thing Nicholas ever did was in the 

time of the aforementioned famine: he was travelling through a 

forest on one of his many errands of mercy, when he came to an 

inn. Tired and hungry, he asked for lodging and food, which the 

smiling host promised should be promptly forthcoming, though, 

to be sure, provisions were so scarce in these hard days of 

famine that had he not been a provident and farsighted man he 

would at this trying juncture have had nothing to offer his 

honoured guest. With many words of a like effect, the innkeeper 

was laying the table and bringing dishes from the cupboard. He 

finally with a flourish set before Nicholas a fine plate of salted 

meat.  

 

 
 

THE VICTIMS WERE KNEELING BEFORE THE HEADSMAN .  
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Instead of beginning to eat, St Nicholas paused for a long 

moment, looking fixedly at the dish. Then he looked at his host. 

Next he held the dish to his nose, and again glanced sharply at 

the man before him. Lastly he rose from the table, leaving the 

food untouched.  

"Where is the rest of this most excellent salted meat?" he 

asked.  

"Good father, it is in a tub in the cellar, but there is not 

much, I do assure thee. Is there not enough for thee? I will fetch 

more . . "  

"Nay, lead me to the tub," said Nicholas, quietly. The 

now trembling host led the Saint to the cellar.  

There stood the tub.  

St Nicholas, approaching it, made the sign of the Cross 

over it, and . . . three little boys whom the wicked innkeeper had 

slain and minced and salted and peppered and spiced and 

pickled, sprang joyously out of it and into the arms of the Saint, 

who soon restored them to their grieving motherðand she a 

widow!  

All of which goes to tell why St Nicholas is the patron 

Saint of children (especially little boys), of orphans, sailors, 

captives, pawnbrokers, and the poor; guardian of young 

maidens; defender of the downtrodden, and in general and 

always the benign protector of the weak against the strong..  

CHAPTER XIII  

ST HERMAN-JOSEPH'S APPLE 

In Cologne, in the thirteenth century, there lived a poor 

woman, mother of one dear child whose name was Herman. 

Though she was so poor, she cared greatly, like all good 

mothers, that her boy should grow up to be wise and good, and 

to that end expended as much as she could upon his education. 

Daily she sent him off to school in the morning, though often she 

had but one piece of bread to put into his pocket to eat in all the 

day.  

Always he started early schoolward, that there might be 

time to linger awhile in the Church of St Mary which was on his 

way, for Herman loved that brief pause in the quiet dusk of the 

church, kneeling in prayer before the image of the Blessed 

Mother enthroned with the Holy Child on her knees. He would 

remain as long as he dared before the altar, reflecting upon her 

goodness and her deep love and sorrow, and upon the holiness 

and the sufferings of her Divine Son. As he looked at them both 

sitting there above, bending benign glances upon him, his heart 

would go out to them and he longed to do something that should 

be pleasing in their sight, that should express the fullness of his 

loyalty and devotion to them both.  

Herman loved his own mother above all people on earth, 

and his feeling for her made him the more ardent in his worship 

of the Mother of his Lord.  

One day in autumn Herman was starting off as usual to 

school; as he left her, his mother embraced him and gave him 

not the customary piece of dry, black bread, but an apple, large, 

ruddy, and smooth, with three glossy leaves attached to the stem. 

It was all she had to give him that day, and not really so valuable 

for the day's food as the humble piece of daily bread, but 

Herman's eyes shone as he took the glowing fruit; it was so 
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wonderful to look at and it would be so good to eat. A thing so 

perfect and so joyously beautiful!  

He ran off dancing, and soon arrived at the door of the 

church. With one last look at his treasure he put it into his little 

buckled leathern pouch, and entered. Soon he was kneeling on 

his accustomed step before the altar, with his head bowed over 

his joined fingers. Raving finished his prayer he settled back 

upon his heels and let his clasped hands sink, while with lifted 

head he looked at the Two above.  

How lovely and how glorious was the Queen of the Skies 

in her white robe and her sapphire, star-sown mantle! The light 

of many tapers made to gleam and sparkle the gold embroidery 

of her cloak and the gems of her crown. Her hair waved sweetly 

against her snowy forehead, her eyes were kindness itself, and 

her hands looked made to soothe and comfort; one of them held 

the Saviour of the World upon her knee, the other was raised in a 

gesture of tenderest benediction.  

"Oh, thrice blessed Mother of God," sighed Herman, 

"would that I had something besides my heart to offer thee! That 

belongs to thee and to thy beloved Son already. I give it to you 

both over again every day! I have nothing but my life to giveð

nothing worthy of thy queenly acceptance!"  

A sudden thought came to him; reaching into his pouch, 

Herman drew forth the crimson and golden fruit; then, with 

questioning eyes and a hesitating gesture, he held it out in 

humble offering.  

The gracious Lady of Heaven, stretching out her hand, 

took the apple, and gave it to her Son, while both divinely 

smiled upon the little boy.  

There was at that time an Order of Brothers founded by 

St Norbert, who built his monastery in the valley of Coucy, in a 

lonely meadow which the Blessed Virgin herself pointed out to 

him in a visionðhence the name Premontre from which the 

Order took its name of Premonstratensian.  

To this Order Herman afterward belonged, and years 

later the Virgin again smiled upon him. On this occasion it was 

she who made him a most precious gift. Herman saw her in an 

ecstatic vision descend from Heaven, and taking his hand place 

upon his finger a ring, calling him her spouse.  

After his vision the brotherhood added the name of 

Joseph to his own, wherefore he is known as St Herman-Joseph.  

CHAPTER XIV  

ST LOUIS OF FRANCE 

Louis IX of France, who, as Gibbon says, united the 

virtues of a king, a hero, and a man, was born at Poissy on April 

25, 1214. Guizot names him as one of the two princes "who on 

every occasion formed the first rule of their conduct from their 

moral creed"ðthe other prince being Marcus Aurelius.  

Voltaire, and we may remember that Voltaire is not 

given to erring in the direction of exaggerated enthusiasm for 

kings, said of him:  

"Louis IX appeared to be a prince destined to reform 

Europe, if she could have been reformed, to render France 

triumphant and civilized, and to be in all things a pattern for 

men. His piety, which was that of an anchorite, did not deprive 

him of any kingly virtue. A wise economy took nothing from his 

liberality. A profound policy was combined with strict justice, 

and he is perhaps the only sovereign entitled to this praise; 

prudent and firm in counsel, intrepid without rashness in his 

wars, he was as compassionate as if he had always been 

unfortunate. No man could have carried virtue further."  

Louis, through the sudden early death of his father, Louis 

VIII, inherited the throne when he was only twelve years old, but 

during his entire minority his mother, the remarkable Blanche of 

Castille, reigned in his stead, as indeed she did to a certain extent 



Original Copyright 1921 by Grace Hall   Distributed by Heritage History 2009 40 

to the end of her days, more particularly during Louis' six years' 

absence at the time of his first Crusade, for even after she had 

handed over the reins of government to her son, she remained 

his chief adviser, and one might say his associate on the throne. 

She was herself a child of Alfonso IX and Eleanor of England, 

daughter of King John.  

"His youth," as one biographer says, "was not spent in 

vain, but in a very saintly manner. The Queen, whom he obeyed 

in all things, caused him to be carefully educated, and herself 

watched over him. She made him go about in grand and noble 

attire such as befitted a great king. At times he went hunting, or 

on the river, or indulged in pastimes of that character, such as 

were seemly and proper. His master was, however, always with 

him, teaching and instructing him in letters, and as the pious 

King admitted, this master did not fail to chastise him for 

disciplinary reason. He heard Mass and Vespers daily, and all 

the Canonical Hours. He avoided all improper games and kept 

himself from all unseemly and dishonourable things. He injured 

no one by word or deed, and always addressed those to whom he 

spoke with respect."  

Louis was of beautiful countenance, with light hair and 

delicate features. He was tall, slender, and by no means robust. 

He was so far from strong that one can only wonder that he 

should have reached even the age of fifty-six, when one 

considers the hardships both self-imposed and accidental to 

which he was subjected.  

He married when he was nineteen years old the beautiful 

and pious Margaret of Provence, a princess whom his mother 

had chosen for him, whom he loved and to whom he was 

unswervingly faithful all his days. His love was returned; 

Margaret was to him always a devoted and adoring wife, and she 

bore him no fewer than eleven children.  

One of the most picturesque details in the life of St Louis 

was his acquisition of the Holy Crown of Thorns, and a piece of 

the True Cross. He received these from Baldwin II, the Latin 

Emperor of Constantinople, in 1239. This monarch, having 

borrowed large sums of money from the Venetians, had offered 

them the Holy Relics as pledge. Louis eagerly redeemed this 

pledge, and upon Baldwin's surrendering them to him, carried 

the Relics himself from Sens to Paris, walking barefoot and 

bareheaded all the way. He eventually placed his treasures in the 

Sainte-Chapelle, which he had caused to be built to receive 

themðthe Sainte-Chapelle, which itself has remained among the 

most precious treasures of art on the earth.  

But the great event of Louis' life was the Crusade which 

he undertook in 1249.  

He had been ill of a fever a few years before, that is to 

say, in 1244. The entire nation was alarmed by the danger of 

losing its revered sovereign. Long processions were to be seen in 

the streets, and Masses were solemnized in Paris, wherein all 

besought God for the recovery of the King.  

But the fever raged on unabated until his life was 

despaired of. He at last fainted and it was believed that he had 

died. The country was filled with wailing and lamentations. 

Blanche, Margaret, and all Louis' brothers and friends had never 

ceased praying to God, for days and nights, that their beloved 

might be spared to them. At last He listened to their prayers and 

those of the people, for when the watchers all thought Louis 

dead, he suddenly drew up his arms and then extended them, and 

spoke in the strange voice of one returning from the grave: "The 

Grace of God has visited me from on high, and has recalled me 

from the dead."  

As soon as he was sufficiently restored he called for the 

Bishop of Paris, and when the latter had arrived at his beside, 

said to him: "My Lord Bishop, I beg you to place the Cross of 

the Crusader upon my shoulder."  

The Bishop tried to dissuade him; his mother and his 

wife on their knees implored him to wait until he should have 

recovered from his illness; his friends remonstrated; he insisted 

but the more vehemently to be given the cross, until the Bishop 
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not daring to refuse further, attached it, though with sobs and 

tears, to his garments. All who were witnesses, likewise, and all 

the inmates of the palace now wept again as if he had indeed 

died. But Louis was filled with joy. He took the cross, laid it 

upon his breast, and declared that he was entirely cured.  

On his complete return to health, in spite of all 

remonstrance, Louis fulfilled his vow. As soon as so great an 

undertaking could be compassed, he set sail with his wife, 

children, brothers, and friends, his knights and followers, and an 

army of 50,000 in a fleet of 1800 ships. He took the Oriflamme, 

the flame-coloured standard of the kings of France, at the Abbey 

of Saint-Denis, and sailed from Aigues-Mortes.  

After a prolonged stay at the island of Cyprus, he landed 

near Damietta on the coast of Egypt.  

Before landing he called his leaders together on his ship, 

and said to them:  

"My faithful friends, we shall be invincible if we are 

inseparable in love. . . . Happen what may, the better part is ours. 

If we are conquered we shall go to Heaven as martyrs; if we 

triumph the glory of our Lord will be made manifest, and that of 

all France, or rather of all Christendom, will be increased. God 

Who sees all has not called me in vain. This is His cause; let us 

fight for Jesus Christ, and He will triumph in us; and He will 

give glory, honour, and blessing not to us, but to His name."  

It would seem that an enthusiasm so exalted might carry 

sovereign and followers inevitably on to victory, but adversaries 

even more deadly than the Saracens were lying in wait for the 

devoted band. Famine and pestilence succeeded where strength 

of arms and skill in military operations might have failed. After 

a disastrous campaignðduring which the King's energy, 

patience, faith, and devotion to his cause never for one moment 

flagged, even as his courage, endurance, self-forgetful and 

tender care of his stricken subjects were unfailing, although he 

himself was also seriously illðafter long and valiant struggle, 

eventual massacres, and final rout, Louis was taken prisoner.  

His heroism and calmness during his captivity won the 

awed respect and admiration of his conquerors.  

When there was question of his being ransomed by 

certain rich Christians who were taking measures for his 

deliverance, he expressly forbade this to be done, fearing that his 

poor followers would suffer by it. He insisted upon remaining in 

captivity until he himself had negotiated for the release of all, 

down to the last and least of his followers.  

"I wish to remain," he said, "and wait until payment is 

made, and the others are set free."  

After four long years he felt himself at liberty to return. 

Having paid his own ransom by the surrender of Damietta (the 

stronghold he had seized upon his first landing), he set sail for 

France.  

On the homeward journey he gave another of the 

countless proofs of his selfless devotion to his subjects. When 

his ship was off the island of Cyprus it struck upon a rock, and 

the keel was so seriously damaged that the ship was in danger of 

sinking. Every one advised him to land at Cyprus, leave his ship, 

enter one of those composing his homeward-bound fleet, and 

leaving its passengers (about 500 souls) on the island, sail away 

without them. He refused, saying: "There is no one who does not 

value his life as much as I do mine. If I leave the ship there are 

five hundred people who will remain on the island of Cyprus, 

and who, as it may chance, will never return to their country. 

Therefore, I would rather trust my person and my wife and 

children to the hand of God than to do so much hurt to this large 

number of people."  

In course of time he arrived safely in France.  

Following the Crusade came a period during which Louis 

reigned in peace. He brought his kingdom to the most perfect 

state of order, of method, and of prosperity, by the wisdom, 

equity, and charity of his rule. "To every man his right" was the 

maxim of the holy King's government.  
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His care of the sick, the weak, the poor, and the afflicted 

knew no bounds, yet his stern justice toward all evil-doers 

showed him to be every inch a king while yet a Saint.  

The deplorable Second Crusade which he undertook in 

1270, when he was already in a sad state of health, was the last 

of Louis' acts of religious enthusiasm and self-denial.  

He landed in Tunis this time, but his troops as well as he 

suffered from the first with a malady almost unescapable in that 

climate, and it was not long before it became evident that the 

King's last hour had come.  

He died at noon on August 25, 1270, wearing the 

Franciscan monk's habit. He had himself laid at the last moment 

upon ashes on the ground as a penitent; then, crossing his arms 

upon his breast, he murmured with an air of beatified serenity 

the words of the Psalm:  

"I shall enter into Thy mansion. I shall worship in Thy 

holy temple, and trust in Thy name"ðand expired. His heart was 

carried to Sicily, the kingdom of his brother, Charles of Anjou, 

and placed in the sumptuous Abbey of Monreale in Palermo. 

The remainder of his relics were carried back from Tunis, and 

buried in the Church of Saint-Denis. Later, a part of these was 

transferred to the Sainte-Chapelle.  

In 1297 Louis was canonized by Pope Benedict VIII.  

CHAPTER XV 

THE PATIENCE OF ST FRANCES THE ROMAN 

Francesca, daughter of Paolo and Jacobella Bassi, was 

born at the end of the fourteenth century.  

What she wished from earliest youth was to be permitted 

to retire in peace to a convent and there spend her life in 

religious meditation and in good works, but her parents, much 

against her inclination, married her, when she was twelve years 

of age, to an excellent man, Lorenzo Ponziano by name, who 

was not only noble and rich but also kind.  

As she would have made an exemplary nun had she been 

granted her desire, so she made an impeccable wife and mother. 

The same zeal which she would have bestowed upon her 

spiritual duties she lavished upon her home and her family.  

This is not to say that she did not find time and 

opportunity for the performance of some of those works of 

charity and devotion which were needful to her happiness, for 

instead of spending her days in the ease and idleness and search 

for pleasure to which riches and position would have entitled 

her, she daily repaired, clad in disfiguring garments, to a 

podere  owned by her beyond the walls of Rome, outside of the 

gate of San Paolo, a podere, part farm, part vineyard, and part 

woodland. There she gathered faggots and such provisions as the 

farm afforded, and on her head, on her back, in her arms, bore 

these back to town and distributed them to the poor and the sick. 

If the burden was more than human woman could carry, she 

loaded with it a little donkeyðand herself walked humbly 

behind him, like any poor Contadina.  

Had it not been for her ability thus to gratify her need for 

service and for the effacing of self, she must have been most 

unhappy, but apart from the joy she obtained from her 
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surreptitious good deeds, she had another hidden source of 

delight. She was everywhere attended by an angel, invisible to 

any but herself. This lovely companion made a celestial link for 

her between earth and heaven, and gave her at all times a sense 

of association and kinship with the High Lord and Master in 

whose service she lived.  

It happened one morning that, according to her daily 

custom, Francesca was reciting the Office of Our Lady. 

Kneeling in her oratory with open book before her on the carved 

desk, she read the words which ever brought her fresh life and 

light. She had come to a certain verse, when Donato, her page, 

tapped apologetically:  

"Monna Francesca, I crave pardon, but there is a poor 

man at the door who seeks alms . . . "  

Francesca rose, closed her book, and descended. Having 

attended to the wants of the mendicant, given him bread for his 

scrip, wine for the warming of his heart, ointment for his sores, 

and money for his rejoicing, she returned to the oratory, and 

sinking on her knees began again at the beginning the Office in 

which she had been interrupted.  

She had arrived at the same verse and was about to 

continue when a matter-of-fact voice sounded from the doorway. 

Very gently closing her book, Francesca went to answer. It was 

Beppa the cook, who must know whether the capons were to be 

served to the masters that night, or the pigeons that Gianni had 

brought yesterday from the podere, and if so, how many, and 

were there to be guests, and would her gracious lady deign to 

descend and see if . . . and so on.  

When Beppa had been satisfied in all her questions and 

demands, Francesca resumed her Office at its first line.  

Having reached the familiar verse "Francesca!" she heard 

Lorenzo calling from below, "here is Luigi just back from the 

hills with the falcon I bade him find and train for me, and he has 

also the sheep dog from Maremma to guard our sheep at the 

podere."  

Francesca joined her husband. When all had been done 

that required to be done for Lorenzo and Luigi and the falcon 

and the Maremmano sheep-dog, Francesca returned unperturbed 

to the oratory. She began the Office from the beginning and for 

the fourth time arrived at the apparently impassable verse.  

Mother!" called the voice of her small son Battista, 

youngest of her three children, "Mother, I pray thee come here to 

me. The green pig thou didst give me last night has lost all his 

legsð"  

Francesca smiled a little, sighed a little, rose and went to 

attend to the needs of Battista and the green wooden pig.  

"A wife and mother when called upon must sometimes 

leave her God at the altar and find Him in her household affairs," 

she said to herself.  

And when at last she returned to the dimly lighted little 

oratory, with its flowers and tapers before the image of the 

Blessed Virgin, the place was all aglow with a shining light 

radiating from the book of orisons which she had left open. On 

its fair page her guardian angel was finishing the inscription in 

luminous golden letters of the verse which she now finally read 

to the end:  

Thou hast holden me by my right hand. Thou shalt guide 

me with thy counselðAnd afterward receive me in glory.  
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CHAPTER XVI  

ST MARGARET OF SCOTLAND 

As France was blessed with a saintly King, or, might one 

not as well say a kingly Saint, in Louis IX, so Scotland had a 

saintly Queen in Margaret.  

Early in the eleventh century, when England was ruled 

by two kings, the Danish Canute shared the throne with Edmund 

Ironsides, son of Ethelred the Unready. When in 1017 Edmund 

had been traitorously killed, Canute sent the two sons of the 

latter to Sweden, ostensibly to be educated there until old 

enough to share with him the throne of England, more probably 

to be there quietly put out of the fierce Dane's way forever.  

But the Swedish king, being of a different temper and 

mind, found means of sending the two princes to Hungary, 

where at the time reigned that other member of the group of 

saintly kings, Stephen.  

This kind monarch made the princes welcome at his 

court. The elder, however, died while still in his youth, and the 

younger, known as Edward the Stranger, in course of time 

married the sister of King Stephen's queen. Of this marriage with 

the Princess Agatha, Margaret was the eldest child. Later a son 

was born, Edgar Atheling, and on him the parents built hopes of 

their future house, but it was the children of Margaret who were 

destined to be rulers of England and Scotland, and not those of 

Edgar.  

While Edward the Stranger and his wife and children 

lived peacefully in Hungary, events occurred which led to their 

return to England.  

In his day Ethelred the Unready had added crime to folly 

when he had permitted the Massacre of St Brice's Day. In this 

Gunhilda, beloved sister of Sweyn of Norway, was killed, and 

Sweyn, maddened with grief and pain, had plunged down like a 

wolf on the fold and laid England low under his sword. He 

himself died broken-hearted, leaving his son Canute to reap the 

benefits of the conquest. When Canute's son, Hardicanute, died 

without heir in 1042, another son of Ethelred the Unready came 

into power, thus restoring the throne to the Saxon dynasty. The 

cause of his ability to recapture the sovereignty lay in the fact 

that the Norwegians were too much occupied with battle and 

conquest elsewhere to give their attention to England. So it was 

that the brother of Edmund Ironsides, Edward, afterward called 

the Confessor, came to the throne.  

In the heart of this gentle prince, who had himself known 

exile in Normandy, dwelt sympathy for his nephew, the Stranger 

Edward in Hungary, so, when he found himself firmly 

established on the throne, he sent messengers to invite Edward 

back to England, asking him to bring his family to settle in peace 

and amity in the country of his birth.  

With gratitude the invitation was accepted, and when 

Margaret was twelve years old the family journeyed from 

Hungary to England, followed by the good wishes and laden 

with the gifts of their long-time hosts.  

Edward was to be no longer the Stranger; he was 

returning to what he had always thought of as home, but his joy 

was short-livedðwhen he had been three days in England he fell 

ill and died.  

Edward Atheling might then have been thought destined 

to be the rightful successor to Edward the Confessor, but he was 

a weak and delicate youth, and the men of England had set their 

hearts on the stalwart hero Harold, Earl Godwin, and at Edward's 

death in 1066 made Harold king. He had reigned only a few 

months when came the Norman invasion, the Battle of Hastings, 

and the death of Harold.  

It was then that the Princess Agatha, realizing that to 

remain in England could only mean the subjection of her family 
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to the Norman conqueror, William, sailed away from England 

and made her way to Scotland.  

Malcolm Canmore, son of that Duncan who was 

murdered by Macbeth, whom Malcolm in turn killed at 

Dunsinane, was then King of Scotland.  

He was in his fortress castle of Dunfermline when 

messengers came to him with the news that an English ship had 

sailed into the Firth of Forth, fleeing before a storm, that a 

company of noble travellers had landed and now craved his 

hospitality. The messengers specially mentioned a maiden "of 

incomparable beauty, and pleasant and jocund speech" who 

made one of the party. This was the Princess Margaret.  

Malcolm sent his "wisest counsellors" to meet the 

strangers and bid them welcome, and to say that the King 

himself was on his way to greet them. Hurried preparations were 

made for the reception of the guests, but they can have had but 

crude results, for of ease and of luxury, of beauty or of 

refinements, there were none in Malcolm's Tower.  

Meanwhile, all unsuspecting of his impending happy 

fate, the King strode down the steep path leading from his 

dwelling, through the autumn woods, to the shore where the 

little group of strangers awaited him.  

There before him stood the tall and stately Princess, fair 

as a lily and radiant as an angel, who was to fill his life with all 

the beauty and goodness it was to know.  

What the Princess saw was a giant, crowned with tawny 

hair, whose glowing eyes rested upon her with awed admiration, 

eyes which none the less one could imagine filled with the 

savage fire of a relentless cruelty. She saw a king among men, 

fierce toward his enemies, but toward her destined to be always 

the gentlest and most adoring of lovers.  

During the winter that followed Margaret won her way 

into the hearts of all the retainers of her host. Her bright presence 

filled the gloomy tower with light, her practical ability and solid 

understanding brought order to the rough and chaotic household, 

her charm made possible the making of changes and bringing of 

beauty to it without giving offence, her serenity smoothed away 

difficulties, her joyousness brought cheer.  

The result of the prolonged visit was that in the following 

spring of 1069, to the delight of all the Scottish court and of 

every one concerned, Malcolm Canmore and the Princess 

Margaret were united in marriage.  

The wedding was solemnized with all possible state; the 

festivities lasted for days; minstrels sang prophetically of the 

bright life to follow upon this bright beginning.  

Indeed, never was married life more perfect in union than 

that of Malcolm and Margaret. Her genius for "sweet ordering, 

arrangement, and accord," brought about insensibly through the 

years improvements which made of the primitive court she had 

arrived in, with its rough and homely manners, a court indeed, 

where dignity and high regard for ceremony were maintained.  

A charming story is told, which well illustrates the 

Queen's method of bringing about civilizing changes. At the end 

of her banquets it was her custom to ask her chaplain to say 

grace. But the Scottish nobles saw no reason for remaining until 

the end of the repast, if they had finished eating. In consequence 

it often happened that by the time the chaplain said grace few or 

none of the courtiers were there to hear it.  

The Queen made no comment upon the incivility of their 

brusque departure from her table, or their disrespect for the 

prayer of thanks to God, but one day invited them all to remain 

until the end of the feast, when, she told them, after grace 

flagons of her choicest wine should be served to them, of which 

she asked them to drink a cup. The company, therefore, 

remained until grace had been said and the promised cup had 

been drunk in the Queen's honour. Thereafter she was no longer 

disturbed by the dispersal of the guests before the meal's endð

the Grace Cup from that day became a custom which endured 

for centuries.  
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Of her savage giant the Queen in time made no saint like 

herself, to be sure, but she taught him the Scriptures by gradual 

degrees, and through her simple daily example led him to feel 

the sweetness of seeking the Kingdom of God.  

Her beauty, her goodness, her wit, were a never-failing 

source of wonder and delight to him. He loved her possessions 

because they were hers, her books because she loved them, and 

though he never learned to read them, he was often seen 

reverently to hold them, and kiss the pages from which she had 

been reading.  

Few tales of wonder or miracle are told of Margaret. The 

great miracle that she wrought was that of leading a rude and 

semi-barbarous country and people into the paths of belief and 

civilization. But one story comes to us about a favourite copy of 

the Gospels which she always kept beside her. Her study of the 

Scriptures was constant, and this volume was one of peculiar 

value, illustrated with paintings of the four Evangelists and 

decorated with illuminated capitals. The King had once stolen it 

from the shelf where it was kept and had caused the volume to 

be richly bound and embellished with gold and precious stones. 

Wherever the Queen travelled this book accompanied her, being 

put in the special charge of some one of her retainers.  

It happened on a certain journey that this retainer 

carelessly permitted the volume to slip from the silk and leather 

casings in which it was carried, and went on, unconscious of its 

loss.  

When the Queen later asked for her book, it was nowhere 

to be found, nor was search of any avail.  

More than a week later another of the Queen's servants, 

traversing the road on which the book had been lost, in fording a 

stream, was overjoyed to find the lost volume lying submerged 

near the edge of the water. For days the stream had been flowing 

over the open pages of the book, yet when it was taken out and 

dried not a trace of the exposure remained to bear witness to the 

accident. The leaves were as smooth and white, the colours as 

brilliant, and the gold as undimmed as before.  

 

 
 

ST MARGARET AND THE POOR.  

Margaret's chronicler states it as his opinion that "this 

wonder was worked by Our Lord, out of His love for the 

venerable Queen."  
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The precious volume still exists and is now kept in the 

Bodleian Library at Oxford.  

Margaret's care of the poor was another direction in 

which Malcolm lavished upon her his generous all, for to give 

her the pleasure of feeding and clothing her charges he often 

drained the royal treasury well-nigh dry.  

The news of all her good works and those of the King 

was in time carried afar into other kingdoms by travellers and 

released prisoners.  

It once happened that all these things came to the ears of 

one who had in the past been a bitter enemy of Malcolm. When 

a pilgrim told him how he had heard that whosoever arrived at 

the Scottish Court poor, sick, or weary, the Queen tended him 

and the King fed him with his own hands, the former enemy of 

Malcolm refused to believe these rumours.  

But," said the pilgrim, "that which I say is known to all. I 

have heard it not once but many times."  

"Is it of thine own knowledge and experience that thou 

dost quote?"  

"Nay, not of my own, but that of many with whom I have 

spoken."  

"How simple," replied the doubter, "to spread tales of 

generosity and of sanctity! For what is more easy than bribery?"  

"Go, then, and see for thyself," said the pilgrim. "Truly, I 

will," replied the other.  

To make his case appear more piteous he injured his foot 

with a stone and, disguised as a beggar, made his way to 

Dunfermline. When he arrived near the castle gates he found 

waiting before them a crowd of poor women and men, although 

it was not yet near the noon hour. At noon the gates were opened 

and all were admitted to the square courtyard where tables were 

spread, and to which presently descended a man and a woman in 

simple homespun garb. These without delay began to minister to 

the wants of the needy ones. To some they distributed clothing, 

to some medicaments, and to all food; some there were whose 

feet they bathed, and some whom they detained and sent into the 

castle for further care.  

The sceptic immediately recognized that these were the 

King and Queen, for their plain attire could not hide the dignity 

and beauty of their regal bearing.  

When his turn had come to receive attention, the man 

said to the King:  

"My lord, as thou mayest see, my foot is wounded and 

would perhaps fare better at the hands of a woman."  

"True," answered Malcolm; "when thou hast eaten, the 

Queen shall bind thy foot."  

Later, Margaret came to him and, kneeling before him as 

humbly as any handmaiden, bathed his feet, anointed them, and 

bound his wound. Then rising she commended him to God's care 

and bade him go upon his way.  

"Not until I have knelt before thee, gentle Queen, and 

craved thy pardon and that of thy royal consort for the ill 

thoughts I harboured until now." When he had told her his name 

and station, she led him to the King, who recognized him as one 

formerly hostile to the royal house of Scotland; he now made of 

him an honoured guest, detained him for the night, richly 

entertained him at his own table, and let him depart on the 

following morning carrying honour and praise in his heart for 

those of whom he had before had only thoughts of fear and 

derision.  

Early in their married life an event occurred which 

settled once and for all the possibility of misunderstanding or 

estrangement between the King and Queen.  

It was Malcolm's custom, when he was not away on 

campaign and battle bent, to hunt in the vast stretches of forest 

that surrounded the Tower. He hunted no tame and harmless 

quarry, but wolves and wild boars. These chases were filled with 
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danger which to him constituted their charm, and it was 

Margaret's custom, when he had set out upon a day's hunt, to 

retire to a little cave, of which she had made for herself an 

oratory. This natural cave was situated at some distance from the 

Tower, down a steep path in a secluded part of the wood. Here 

she spent the period of the chase in prayer for her lord's safety 

and welfare, both spiritual and physical.  

A youth of the court, one cannot divine with what intent, 

unless from pure malice, had for some time been dropping 

insidious words into the King's ear. He spoke to him of the 

Queen's beauty and youth, leading him to realize his own middle 

age and rude appearance; he spoke of her erudition, which made 

Malcolm's comparative ignorance the more glaring in his own 

eyes; he spoke of the Queen's delicacy and refinement, which 

made the great warrior wince at his own uncouth manners. In 

short, he awakened in the King's mind whispering doubts of the 

Queen's love for him who was so unworthy of her favour. The 

next time he departed for the chase, after Margaret had bidden 

him a tender and smiling farewell, the youth returned to the 

charge. He wondered the Queen could look so gay in taking 

leave of her lord, departing on a sport so dangerous. How, he 

wondered, did the Queen spend the hours of the King's absence? 

It was said that she, too, spent her time in the forest. . . . Young 

and lovely ladies seldom loved solitude. . . . Maybe she found 

diversions of her own to wile the heavy hours.  

A fury of jealousy mounted to the King's brain; he held it 

in bounds, only determining to discover for himself how his wife 

spent the time of his absences.  

The next day the chase began as usual, but, unseen of his 

followers, Malcolm early retraced his steps, and was just in time 

to see Margaret threading her way down the path from the castle 

and into the wood below. He followed her at a distance, unseen. 

Soon she came to her oratory and entered. Losing sight of her, 

Malcolm darted forward, and arrived suddenly before the cave. 

From it issued Margaret's voice raised in prayer. He listened: she 

prayed passionately, with all her out-poured heart . . . for him . . . 

that God would bring him into His great light, and teach him that 

it would profit him nothing to gain the world if he gained not his 

own soul.  

With a groan Malcolm sank to the earth, his drawn sword 

resounding on the stones. Margaret, startled from her orisons, 

appeared at the mouth of the cave. What was her bewilderment 

at seeing the King prostrate before her. She raised him and 

questioned him, and he, confessing, told her allðhis suspicions, 

his subterfuge to discover the truth, and now his contrition and 

shame. Easily she forgave and won him to a new point of 

spiritual progress and devotion. Henceforth he was willing "to 

watch the night in prayer by her side," at first only to please her, 

until at length he found comfort and peace in the exercise of the 

religious practices to which she led him.  

Another story gives evidence of Margaret's gay courage, 

her stout-hearted and gallant humour.  

As she constantly accompanied Malcolm, even on his 

wildest and roughest journeys, one nobleman was appointed her 

chamberlain and charged with responsibility for the Queen's 

safety on the way.  

This post fell to a youth by the name of Bartulph. 

Whenever, then, the Queen travelled she rode on Bartulph's 

horse, and if need were, clung to him to keep her place behind 

him in going over rough and steep paths.  

On a certain occasion a journey was made after heavy 

rains had turned the streams into turbulent torrents. Bartulph and 

the Queen were separated from the King's party, and coming to a 

fording place were obliged to make the crossing alone and 

unaided.  

For greater safety Bartulph clasped a heavy leather belt 

about the Queen's waist, and fastened this by a stout buckle to 

his saddle. Then he rode his horse boldly into the flood. When 

they had reached mid-stream, the poor animal had the utmost 
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difficulty in retaining his footing, for the torrent was powerful 

and threatened to carry away all three to their doom.  

Bartulph's attention was perforce given to controlling the 

floundering horse, and Margaret must certainly have been swept 

from its back had it not been for the belt, the buckle, and 

Bartulph's forethought in so anchoring her. Wet and cold, in 

danger of her life, and with good cause for fear, the Queen 

silently held to her place, until Bartulph, having found footing 

for his struggling and panting beast, shouted over his shoulder 

above the torrent's roar: "Grip hard, we'll win owre yet!"  

"Gin the buckle bide," answered the Queen, still clinging 

desperately, and we can almost hear the chuckle that 

accompanied the brief utterance.  

When, at the journey's end that night, the Queen, arrayed 

again in royal splendour, related to her lord the adventures of the 

day, she laughingly told of the laconic conversation which in the 

moment of danger had taken place between Bartulph and herself, 

and the King granted the Queen's chamberlain the right to adorn 

his shield with buckles, and to take for his device the words, 

"Grip hard! "  

Later, Bartulph married the King's sister, and this was the 

origin of the great Scottish house of Leslie, whose motto is still 

"Grip Hard," and whose shield still shows its band of buckles.  

In course of time six sons and two daughters were born 

to Margaret, whom she brought up in the paths of Christian love 

and wisdomðchildren worthy to become rulers, as later some 

among them did.  

A volume might well be filled with the story of the 

Queen's charities; of the slaves she set free (it was her freeing so 

many of Malcolm's English prisoners that caused her to be as 

much loved and venerated in England as in Scotland), of the 

laws that she established; of the churches, abbeys, schools, 

monasteries, and hospices that she founded; of the seemly and 

civilizing customs that she instituted; of all the good works that 

she accomplished in the twenty-four eventful years of her reign 

in Scotland.  

In all this time she herself was treading the path to that 

perfection, as it was viewed in her day, which resulted in her 

being named a Saint: her penances and prayers were increasing, 

she chastised her body in order to free and develop her soul. 

Nor, happy as was her existence, can it be said that no shadow of 

grief lay upon it.  

Malcolm was all love and tenderness where she was 

concerned, but not even her gentle influence could make him 

anything but savage in his dealings with his enemies. The Great 

Head, as he was called, was terrible in war. Five times he 

invaded England and laid waste the country he crossed with fire 

and sword, slaying men, women, and children, or driving them 

in hordes back to Scotland as slaves. Then, too, her second son, 

Edmund, unlike the rest of her children, was a source of sorrow 

and anxiety. Undoubtedly led astray by the influence of 

Malcolm's rebellious younger brother, Donald Bane, Edmund 

was guilty of disloyalty to his father, and was for this stripped of 

his royal rank. He later repented, however, and retired to a 

monastery, where he spent the rest of his days.  

As time wore on St Margaret, wearied by her labours of 

state, her journeys to all corners of the kingdom administering 

charity and justice, her labours at home, her fastings and 

austerities, fell a prey to a lingering illness; she wasted away 

daily, yet bore her suffering and growing weakness with a 

marvellous courage and cheerful tranquillity. She saw with clear 

eye her impending death, but was undismayed; she, on the 

contrary, welcomed her pain and relied upon it to purify and 

prepare her to meet her God.  

When Malcolm had made his raids into England, 

William the Conqueror had been too much occupied in the south 

to offer him resistance. When, however, William found himself 

securely settled on the throne, and had reduced his realm to a 

proper state of subjection, he determined to go into the north, 
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settle his score with the Scottish King, and reduce him also to 

such subjection that no more invasions should be feared from 

him. He, therefore, gathered a large army and advanced upon 

Scotland. Having crossed the Forth, he met Malcolm's forces at 

Abernethy. There could be no doubt of the issue of the battle. 

William's forces far exceeded those of Malcolm, and had it not 

been for the intervention of Edgar Atheling, who was now a 

pensioner of William, the Scottish arms would have suffered 

complete defeat. But through the good offices of Edgar a treaty 

was arranged. Malcolm promised to keep the peace, and William 

consented to allow him to hold the territory of Cumberland.  

Yet after William's death, his son, William Rufus, 

unwilling to abide by his father's agreement, made preparations 

to take from Malcolm the land granted him by the treaty; so 

Malcolm, with the intention of forestalling him, determined to 

descend into Northumberland and protect his rights to 

Cumberland.  

In vain the Queen pleaded with him not to leave her. Her 

illness had so told upon her that she could not face the anguished 

suspense of his absence. She entreated him to let Rufus take 

Cumberland if he would, but for love of her, not to leave her! 

Malcolm, never having realized the serious nature of her illness, 

tenderly laughed at her anxieties, and continued his preparations.  

She then besought him not to take with him her two 

eldest sons, Edward and Edgar, both of whom were now thought 

old enough to accompany their father on his campaign.  

Her prayers were of no avail. Princes must earn the right 

to bear their title, said the King, and in a short time he would 

return with his two sons, and she should greet them proudly and 

hear with a high heart the tales of their daring deeds.  

Heavy with foreboding, the Queen bowed her head as 

always to her lord's will. They were salt tears and quivering 

sighs she wove into the embroidered banner which she made for 

the King.  

Surrounded by her ladies she stood on the battlements of 

Edinburgh Castle and watched the departure of her loved ones, 

waving them a last farewell.  

A mournful silence settled upon the days that followed. 

With breaking heart she awaited tidings of the battle; wearily, 

painfully, she dragged herself to her chapel; at the foot of the 

altar she prayed without ceasing.  

Added to her fears for the outcome of the war with the 

English was another equally sharp fear. Donald Bane, followed 

by a band of malcontents, had risen in arms and lay in waiting, 

ready to take advantage of any misfortune that might overtake 

Malcolm's arms in the south.  

At last, one day when her confessor had come to her, 

trying to bring her cheer and hope for the future, she of a sudden 

laid her hand on his, and with eyes gazing beyond the visible 

objects before her, spoke in a low voice as if unconsciously: 

"Perhaps to-day a great evil has fallen on the Scots, such as has 

not happened to them for many ages past!"  

Prophetic utterance!  

On that day, and in that hour, Malcolm had met his 

death.  

He was laying siege to Alnwick, and the Northumbrians 

proposed to surrender, when a Norman knight undertook to deal 

with the Great Head himself. He agreed to the surrender, but 

Malcolm himself must come to take the keys from him. The 

King consented, and rode forward toward the gates to receive 

them. The knight, making as if to hand over the keys to him on 

the end of a spear, suddenly lunged forward, piercing Malcolm 

in the eye. The King fell backward dead. In the confusion that 

followed, Edward also was killed, with many of his followers. 

Edgar, with the remnants of his father's army, retreated into 

Scotland. The return of the lad, who was little more than a 

stripling, was made the gloomier by the dread of breaking the 

disastrous news to his mother.  
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Meanwhile, the Queen lay dying, surrounded by her 

weeping children and attendants. She prayed even while the chill 

of death crept over her. The priests, after giving her the last rites, 

were recommending her soul to Heaven when the blast of a horn 

sounded without the castle walls, and in a moment Edgar burst 

into the room. He was worn with sorrow of his losses and 

weariness of his journey, and now, at sight of his mother lying 

white and still, his boyish heart was near breaking. He sank 

sobbing beside her.  

Margaret, who had been all but lifeless until his entrance, 

now seemed to revive, and, laying her hand on Edgar's bowed 

head, asked:  

"How fare thy father and thy brother, my child?"  

"They are well," replied Edgar.  

"I know itðI know it," said Margaret, "but now by the 

Holy Cross I adjure thee, Edgar, tell me the truth. How fares it 

with the King and Edward?"  

"The King and Edward are both slain," confessed the 

boy, and told of his father's traitorous murder.  

When the bystanders heard the tale, and the day and the 

hour of its occurrence, they recalled the Queen's words: "Perhaps 

to-day a great evil has befallen the Scots . . ."  

Then the Queen, after blessing her children, prayed 

again: "Lord Jesus Christ who, according to the will of the 

Father, hast by Thy death given life to the world, deliver me."  

With the words "deliver me," St Margaret, Princess of 

Hungary and England, Queen of Scotland, died, on the 16th of 

November, 1093.  

Breath had no sooner left her body than consternation 

spread throughout the castle. Donald Bane had appeared with his 

forces at the gates. He had heard of Malcolm's death and the rout 

of the Scottish army, and had come to reap a swift advantage 

from them. Woe now to the children of Malcolm!  

But the spirit of Margaret was still strong to protect her 

own.  

The staunch inmates of the castle were willing to hold 

the fortress while the royal princes made their escape.  

The forces of Donald were at the gate, but the stronghold 

of Edinburgh Castle was not surroundedðthe steep eastern rock 

was free. The Queen's body was reverently lowered down the 

declivity, and the royal children, with Edgar at their head, and 

their attendants made good their escape by the same way, while 

miraculously a thick white mist arose and enveloped them, 

keeping them hidden as they threaded their way through the 

forest, across the Forth, and so to the protection of Edgar 

Atheling.  

When at last Donald Bane succeeded in entering the 

castle, the quarry he sought had flown.  

St Margaret's body was buried in the Church of the Holy 

Trinity which she had built at Dunfermline. Not until twenty 

years later were Malcolm's remains brought from Tynemouth, 

where they had been interred, and placed beside hers.  

In 1250 she was formally canonized by Pope Innocent 

IV, but the "Good Queen" had been canonized a century and a 

half before in the hearts of her people, who even during her life 

had called her Saint.  

When at the time of her canonization her body was taken 

from its old tomb to be placed in a new and magnificently 

decorated silver shrine, a marvel occurred. As the bearers carried 

her remains past the spot where lay the body of Malcolm, they 

felt the Saint's relics grow so heavy that there was no carrying 

them farther. Try as they would, they could not move them. 

What was to be done? After much agitation, confusion, and 

fruitless effort, the voice of an aged monk arose quaveringly:  

"The Queen desires that in death her husband should 

share her honours," he said.  
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Malcolm was therefore raised from his resting-place and 

laid beside his Queen. Then, giving proof of her assent and 

approval, the Queen suffered herself to be carried on with the 

King to the new shrine. Until death she wished to cleave to 

himðand after.  

CHAPTER XVII  

THE SILENCE OF ST JOHN OF NEPOMUK 

In 1378 Wenceslaus IV, son of Charles IV, was made 

King of Bohemia and was also crowned Emperor at Aix-la-

Chapelle. He was only sixteen years of age, but already gave 

signs of the manner of king he was to become. Besotted and idle 

he was already; his people, indeed, soon gave him the titles of 

'the Idler' and 'the Drunkard,' and stupid and cruel he always 

remained.  

An inordinate rapacity was among his conspicuous traits. 

On one occasion he invited all the Bohemian nobility to meet 

him at a certain place, where he had ordered a large black tent to 

be raised. Flanking this were two other connecting tents, one on 

the right made of white and one on the left made of scarlet 

material. In the central tent he greeted the guests, who were 

ushered into his presence one by one. Here he brought pressure 

to bear upon them, such as to oblige them to confess that all their 

lands came to them from the crown, and that they only held them 

subject to the King's pleasure. The same, he forced them to 

agree, was the case with regard to their other possessions, their 

castles, their subjects, their gold, their gems. If, having 

acknowledged that they had received all these goods originally 

as benefits bestowed by their royal master, they were willing to 

surrender them on the spot, they were ushered into the white 

tent, where they were served with a sumptuous banquet; if they 

refused, they were dragged to the scarlet tent and put to death.  

This, being but one of many exploits, illustrates this 

amiable monarch's temper.  

His first wife, daughter of the King of Bavaria, was 

named Joanna. The poor lady came to a cruel end. Wenceslaus 

owned a number of hunting dogs of all varieties, which he kept 

constantly by his side. Two of them, the largest and fiercest, 

slept in his bedchamber, and on the night of the 31st of 

December, 1386, the Queen was attacked and killed by these.  

Her confessor had been a certain canon, John Woelflein 

by name, born in the Bohemian village of Nepomuk.  

When Wenceslaus, two years later, married Sophia of 

Bavaria, John of Nepomuk was retained as the Queen's 

confessor. There was need indeed for bringing spiritual aid and 

consolation to this unfortunate woman, and by his religious 

instructions developing the patience and fortitude necessary for 

bearing her hard fate, for Wenceslaus showed toward her the 

same brutality that he had shown her predecessor. Beautiful 

though Sophia was, he treated her with the contempt that he 

would have expressed toward an ugly and unlovely woman; he 

flaunted his amours in the eyes of all the world, publicly laying 

slights and insults upon the Queen.  

On repeated occasions he had been offended by the 

intervention of John in behalf of one and another victim of his 

insane fury. Once, when a fowl served at the royal table proved 

not to be properly roasted, the King, flying into a rage, ordered 

the man who had cooked it to be spitted and roasted before his 

own fire until he should be better done than the dish he had 

dared to send up for his lord's consumption. The savage 

command was on the verge of being carried out when John of 

Nepomuk, hearing of it, hastened to the banquet hall, and 

kneeling before the King besought him to spare the unhappy 

cook's life.  

Having already, therefore, stored up an accumulation of 

grudges against the man of God, the time came when only one 

more was necessary to send the King into one of those 
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paroxysms during which his only thought was to destroy the 

individual who opposed him.  

Although the King had no love for his wife, he still had 

the wit to see that she was beautiful and kind, and that the eyes 

of all dwelt upon her with affection. He at one moment fancied it 

possible that he had grounds for doubting her virtue and her 

faithfulness to himself.  

Sending for John of Nepomuk, he questioned him as to 

the Queen's friendships and occupations. The canon answered in 

such wise as to remove all shadow of blame from Sophia: her 

actions were above reproach, her thought and speech of a 

crystalline purity. But when Wenceslaus, unsatisfied, 

commanded him to reveal the subjects of the Queen's 

confessions, the confessor remained mute, not deigning to reply. 

Nothing could extract from him one syllable of what had been 

revealed to him under the seal of confession; innocent or guilty, 

confessions were not for imparting. In vain Wenceslaus tried one 

method after another, resistance arousing not only his anger, but 

his curiosity and jealousy as well. He pleaded, he bribed, and 

threatened in vain. Finally giving way to madness, he ordered 

the canon to be shut in a dungeon to starve; when this proved 

unavailing, he ordered him to be stretched upon a rack, where he 

himself went and laid glowing coals against John's sides and 

passed a torch over his body. When he still would not speak, the 

tormentor had him taken, more dead than alive, from the torture 

chamber; his hands were tied behind him, a piece of wood was 

wedged between his teeth to keep him from speaking should he 

now wish to; he was dragged down to a bridge that spanned the 

river Moldau, and thrown into the water.  

The black deed was performed by night, that none might 

see, but, as if the crime were not permitted to remain secret, no 

sooner had the martyred body risen from the depths into which it 

had been dropped than it began to float slowly down the stream, 

the face showing above the surface of the water in the 

glimmering light made by a crown of five stars hovering over it. 

All night the people on bridge and river-bank could see it 

sparkling above the dead face, and after day had dawned the 

light continued playing on the pallid features in a crown of 

flames. By that light the onlookers traced the progress of the 

body until it floated to shore. Wenceslaus himself beheld the 

miracle from the windows of his castle, and fled panic-stricken 

to hide in a distant fortress.  

The body was taken up reverently and interred in the 

Church of the Holy Cross, but was afterward transferred to the 

Cathedral.  

When the Saint was canonized by Benedict XIII in 1729, 

the relics were placed in a silver shrine, where they still repose. 

On opening the original tomb it was found that, although all the 

body had turned to dust, the tongue was intact, the incorruptible 

tongue which had guarded its secret in spite of torture and kept 

its trust inviolate in the face of death.  

CHAPTER XVIII  

ST CHARLES BORROMEO 

One dayðGod willingðyou will go to Italy, and if you 

enter by the Simplon Pass, you will see, on a height near the 

shores of Lago Maggiore by which he was born, the great statue 

of St Charles Borromeo. There he stands, Il Buon Santo, in 

colossal proportions, the statue and pedestal together measuring 

seventy feet in height. His hand is raised in benediction of the 

country that loves him, and that he so loved.  

Then, when you go to Milan, you will see in the sacristy 

of the cathedral a life-sized statue of him made of pure silver. 

Furthermore, you will see the chapel where are his remains, 

encased in a crystal casket. He lies, his skeleton draped in rich 

robes, his skull crowned with a jewelled mitre. On the casket and 

all about the shrine is repeated the Saint's own motto, 

"Humilitas"ðHumilityðin the midst of walls paneled with 

silver, glowing with gold, sparkling with gemsðand his 
































































































































