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PREFACE. .

| published in the ¢ Family Treasure” —

! is to portray the rise of the Reformation
in Geneva, Switzerland, and afford a picture of
the strnggles endured by those who first sought
to deliver that city from the rule of Savoy and
Rome. Itis an error to suppose that John Calvin
ﬁr-st bore the gospel to its people, and that he
founded the little republic. Great as his work
was, he had many forerunners of' stout hearts
and noble aims. They acted independently of
him. Certain patriots began by seeking political
liberty. They did not, at first, wish to break

_away from the Roman Church. In their conflicts, .

they felt the need of those mighty principles which
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the Bible alone could supply. The New Testa-
ment came, and found readers, especially among
the humbler classes, some of whom were driven
almost to madness by priestly oppressions. The
gospel entered many a family through the ¢ do-
mestics” and the children. Then came the teach-
ers and the preachers, who gained scarcely an
inch of ground without a struggle. In describing
the contests for liberty and the gospel, I have
sought to draw a real, life-like picture, in which
no fancy, discordant with fact, has been admitted.
The events are not manufactured. A very few
of the lesser characters are real in the sense th.a.b
they represent those unname({ persons whose
deeds are recorded in the old chronicles; but
every leading character is a purely historical
personage, to whom actual deeds and endurances
are ascribed.

The historical story is written, mainly, for our

young people, whom fact may benefit more than
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fiction. It is ‘the opinion of the author, that
church history can furnish rich material for the
libraries which go into SaBbath schools and Bible
classes, But the history must be written with life
in it. Mere generalizations will not be read by
the youth. It must have spirit as well as body.
If this specimen shall not merely entertain for a
day, but shall also instruct for a lifetime, the
effort to impress gospel truth. will have its
reward.

In its preparation I have used the following
works: ¢“Les Actes et Gestes de la Cite de
Genéve,” par A'nt: Fromment; ¢ Extraits des
. Registres Publics, d'apres Flournois;” ‘‘Le Levain
du Calvinisme,” ﬁar Rev. Sceur Jeanne de Jussie;
‘¢ Histoire de Genéve,” par Jacob Spon; ‘ Leben
Farels,” von M. Kirchhofer; ¢ Histoire de.la Ref-
ormation de la Suisse,” par A. Rucﬁat; Fred.
Spanheim’s ¢ Christians Religionis  Restitutae

apud Genevenses Historia;” ¢ Iistoive de In Ref
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ormation Frangaise,” par F. Puaux; Dr. Merle
d’Aubigne’s ‘“ History of the Reformation” (both
seties) ; and the histories by such writers as

Scott and Stebbing.
W. M. B.

TRENTON, N.J.



GENEVA’S SHIET ™.

CHAPTER 1I.
THE HOLLY AND THE WHITE FEATHER.

EW caps, indeed!’’ said Coun-
QY cillor Chautemps to his two boys,
2D as they rushed into his room,
each striving to be the first. *All Geneva
has not a better cap-maker than Jean Guerin,
and he must have done his best in fitting
you out so finely. What! a feather too?”
®Yes, sir; in mine,” said Berthie, the
"~ older son. “And do you see that?” He
“stood up proudly and showed a white cross
fastoned upon “his vest. “The ‘man says
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that this is the fashion now,—the Huguenot
fashion.”

The councillor did not feel so highly
pleased as Berthie expected. The style of
the white cross and feather was a quite
serious affair in Geneva nearly three hun-
dred and fifty years ago.

*This is my fashion,” said Charles, the
younger brother, as he held up a sprig
of green holly.” *I am going to have this
put on my cap. I tore off the feather, and
T'll never—” He hesitated, for his father
did not favor the green badge more than
the white.

“Yes, you took up your new fashion very
quick, I think,” said Berthie; and then,
turning to his father, added, *This was
the way of it. The man put crosses on
each of our coats, and a feather in both
of our caps, and shouted, ‘Long live the
young patriots of Geneva! Show your
colors, my brave lads !> Charles was brave
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enough then; you would have thought him
a captain. But on our way home we fell
into a rough Mameluke crowd.”

“Do not use hard names, my son.”

“Well, they called us names, and hooted
at us, and howled out, ¢See the little Hu-
guenot imps! Tear the feathers off them!’
Then Charles took fright, threw away his
feather, and let somebody put a sprig of
holly in his hand. But I dared them to
touch me, and they dido’t do it.”

“He told them whose son he was,” said
Charles, “and that is what made them afraid
to touch him.”

“And I told them that my father liked
the cross and feather better than the holly.
Don’t you, father?”

“I prefer that my sons should wear
neither, if it lead them into trouble,” re-
plied Jean Chautemps, a very cautious
man, and a member of the chief council.
"~ *They are mere party badges.” '
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“ But you loved Berthelier, for you named
me for him, and he was a Huguenot. Why
cannot I wear his badge?” entreated
Berthie, who felt proud in bearing the
name of the great man, so lately a
martyr to liberty, by order of the cruel
Duke of Savoy, unjustly called Z%e
Good.

* And your brother has the name of Duke
Charles, who ig anything but a Huguenot.
If you wear one badge and he another,
both of you may quarrel, and how can we
live in peace if we have two parties in our
family ?”

“Are you not sorry that Charles has that
name? You do not love the duke, do you?
He puts so many good people into prison,
and to death.”

« Speak no ill of our rulers,” answered
the wise councillor. “I love both of my
) sons, and both of their names, but they

" " should not fall out about party matters.” ~ -
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Boys have a way of their own in man-
aging their politics. Berthie, with keen
diplomacy, took his brother aside and la-
bored with him for an hour, showing him
that'it was not just the thing to be a Mame-
luke, — it was not brave, nor patriotic, nor
like William Tell and the heroes of Grutli.
Besides, it was not according to the motto
on his banner, which read Post tenebras spero
lucem, and meant “After darkness I hope
for light.” Then Berthie said, “If you do
not believe that, you should never carry the

banner.”
“You don’t know Latin,” replied Charles,

“but if father says that is the meaning, I .
will be a Huguenot.” '
The appeal was made, and the councillor
gravely weighed the words and decided that
Berthie was correct, saying .that it had been
dark enough in Geneva, and that all good
people wished for light.
+_“There ! ” exclaimed the older brother, as
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if he had won a scholar’s victory, “there it
is. If you would be one of the good
people you must be a Huguenot.” Charles
~ was rather suddenly changing his politics,
and must have time to get fairly on the
new platform. Berthie continued, * Father,
if Charles carries the banner, may we each
wear the cross and feather?”

“I suppose so, for the flag is claimed by
all parties. But you must not jeer at the
boys who have the holly in their caps.
Keep clear of all strifes, for such lads as
you are do not understand these matters
very well.”

Perhaps the reader may wish to under-
stand more clearly the state of affairs in
Geneva, about the year 1519.

After darkness I hope for light was the
ancient motto of Geneva, the chief city of
French Switzerland. It may be taken as a
text upon the history of her reformation.
It was upon her coins, her seals, her arms,
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and often upon the lips of her people.
There were also upon her shield the papal
key and the emperor’s eagle, —a device not
ominous of a republic and a Protestant
church. Early in the sixteenth century
a division grew up between the citizens.
One party strove to retain the darkness,
and all the errors of papal Rome. In it
were the supporters of the Duke of Savoy,
who sought to rule over the city. They
were compared to the slaves of the Sultan
of Egypt, who had renaunced their Chris-
tianity to serve a tyrant, and hence were
called Mamelukes by way of reproach. _
The other party struggled and hoped for
the light of liberty, When its strongest,
noblest men, with Berthelier at their head,
were driven out of the gates, they went to
some of the Swiss cities, and made an alli-
ance with them for the decfence of their
rights. Help was promised by Friburg
aud Bernc; war was threatencd against
: -2



18 Geneva’s Shield.

Geneva. The duke took alarm, and
allowed the exiles to return home. When
they came back they were called Eidge-
nossen, the Oath-bound Leaguers. This
German word did not fit the Geneva
tongue, and the boys ran about the streets
crying, “ Long live the Eignots!” The term
was shaped into Huguenot. We must not
class those who bore it with the religious
Huguenots of a later day in France. They
had not yet found the gospel. They knew
not how to be true Christians, and henee
could not be thorough reformers. They
had not learned the Lord’s word: “If the
Son shall make you free, ye shall be free
indeed.” They sought to reconstruct the
State rather than to reform the Church.
They were simply the liberty party, — the
patriots of Geneva. This volume is in-
tended to show how the gospel came among
them ; how Christ came into some of thejr
hearts and homes; and what sort of Chris.



Geneva's Shield. 19

tians they proved themselves to be. But,
unless we first know something of the dark-
ness, we shall not perceive the glory of the
dawn. :

In the afternoon of a holiday, in 1519,
scores of people met each other on the Mo-
lard, the public park of the city. Between
foes high words passed ; friends talked in an
undertone ; the suspicious frowned in sullen
silence; and the armed soldiers of the
bishop lingered near every little group of
men, who might be laying a plot or raising
a quarrel. The bishop must have thought
that it took a conspirator to catch a con-
spirator. For a man to speak what he felt,
was very much like carrying fire among
powder-mills. All looked for a social
explosion. Geneva was not sad, she was
sullen.

“No gayety to-day,” said Claude Salo-
mon, one of the kindest and most hopeful
spirits, who lived to bless the poor. “No
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merriment in our homes, no games on the
Molard. Our holydays are turned into
fasts.”

“Rather into funerals,” said Jean Chau-
temps, who had walked out with his two
young sons, who had a white feather in
each of their caps, to show that they were
Huguenots. *“It is well. The bishop’s
party has beaten, tortured, beheaded, and
hanged the heroes of liberty, until it is
time for the whole city to put on sackcloth.
Geneva is crushed.”

“Our work, then, is to bind up her
wounds,” softly said the gentle Salomon,
“and to hope for her to recover.”

“Can she recover while the blows are
falling heavier and faster upon her? Bish-
op John, of Savey, must rule, or ruin; yes,
he will do both. Duke Charles will help
him. He has taken away our ancient
rights —

“ Grentlemen, we are here to keep order,”
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" muttered the captain of a squad of soldiers.
“Disloyal words are forbidden.”

“This foreign prince-bishop,” continued
Chautemps, as if he heard no rebuke, “has
just published an act forbidding the pebpie
to elect their high councillors. From the
senate all young men are banished, because
they have too much independence. He
would creep to their nests and strangle
these young eagles, lest they should soar into
the heavens, and bring liberty down to us.
There is no help for Geneva, but in God.”

“If it be there, he will send it in due
time,” remarked Salomon, who sought to
divert his friend from the subject in hand,
and save him from arrest. “While we
wait for his help, let us take care of the
sufferers. To-day there came to my door
a lad half-starved, saying that his mother
was dead, and his father was seized two
nights ago, and thrust into prison for meet-

. ing secretly with men of your party at.the
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inn of Jean Lullin. Is it not unwise to
hold such meetings?” (Its sign gave to
this inn the name of *The Bear.”)

«Perhaps it is, since our tyrant places
over us a guard, armed to the teeth, and
threatens to fine us, and beat us with ten
stripes, if we carry a weapon, or assemble
by night as good neighbors.”

“We must arrest you,” gruffly said the
captain. “You are our prisoner. Sol-
diers, take him.”

“You need draw neither sword nor pistol
upon me,” replied Chautemps, “but mark
whom you seize.”

His little boys clung to him in great af-
fright. The soldiers hesitated. Their frown
rebuked the captain, for they knew more
than he did of the man whom they were or-
dered to arrest.

Claude Salomon drew near the officer,
saying, “Do you know that this gentleman
is'a member of the high council? He has
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wealth, influence, and a wide circle of
friends. He is a quiet man, a scholar, and
usually prudent. This is the first time I
ever saw him out of patience. You need
not wonder; five of his friends were to-day
cast into prison. You fear an uprising of
the Huguenots; arrest him, and all the
troops in the city will not be able to pre-
vent it.”

The captain saw no white feather, and
concluded that Salomon was not a Hugue-
not. In this he was correct; the kind man
had kept aloof from both parties. Other
citizens hastened to the spot. Some of
them were of the bishop’s party, and they
whispered, “Be cautious; better let himn
go.” :

“Let the crowd disperse!” shouted a
higher officer, who had come and learned
the state of the case. * Captain! you
have crossed over your line of duty. You
are relieved of your command. Guards!
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fall back to the borders of the park.
There are your posts; keep them, and no
longer walk to and fro, as spies and word-
catchers. Councillor Chautemps, you are
at liberty.” .

“Thank you, Gen. Menard,” replied the
wealthy citizen. “I trust that mere rank
does not cause me to be spared, and that
many a poor man will receive the like favor
from you. For this trouble, my retreat
home shall be my apology. I will reflect
upon what I said, privately, to my friend.
If it was wrong, I will recall it; if impru-
dent, I will study to be more cautious.
You who wear the green holly know that
I am not given to raise tumults.”

“We know it,” responded John and
Aimé Levet, two brothers, who represented
the less violent young men of the bishop’s
party. “We offer our pledge that you will

keep the peace. Would that all the
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Huguenots were as orderly as yourself!
But what is this?” |
A little tame weasel had been snugly
hiding in the folds of Berthie Chautemps’
coat all this time, and now it crept out
and sat upon the lad’s shoulder. The
group of men pressed nearer to see the
beautiful creature; the ruder boxs in vain
stretched up on tiptoes to get a sight. Few
needed to ask whence it came ; its touching
story had been told in almost every house.
It had lately belonged to a great man, who
has since been called the Washington of
Genevan liberty. It was playing in his
bosom, while he was walking in a meadow,
on the morning when he was arrested. It
was his companion in prison, where he
smiled at its shrewd pranks, “the better to
mock his guards.” When told that he
must die, he rose, went up to the wall, and
wrote, “I shall not die, but live, and de-
“~clare the works of the Lord.” This little
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favorite had been left to his namesake,
Berthie Chautemps, and now, as men gazed
at it, none- could speak evil of the dead.
Many knitted their brows, and shook their
heads in token of the horror from which
they had not recovered; others turned
away and sighed, “Poor Berthelier! the
martyr of our liberty }”

A few weeks had passed since the Levet
brothers had stood calmly, and seen Berthe-
lier put to death ; now they wished to look
upon nothing that brought him to mind.
Turning from the scene, John said, * That
man’s blood stains the banner of Geneva.
We can never erase it. No wonder Chau-
temps feels angry when his friends are thrown
into prison. The bad are spared, the good
are slain.”

“Not s0,” replied Aimé, who was ardent-
ly devoted to Rome. ®If Berthelier could
have had his way, he would have ruled us }
with an iron will.  After breaking the power .
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of the duke and the bishop (to which I would
not much object), he would have driven
all of our party out of the city.”

“You are mistaken. He would have
made us more free, and taught us to govern
ourselves. Then we should have elected our
own bishop, our own judges, and our own
rulers as our fathers were allowed to do.”

“I think you are turning Huguenot, and
if you do, you are no longer brother of mine.
Some dark night you will be creeping into
the secret meetings at the sign of the Bear.”

* And the next morning you will send
an officer to arrest me and shut me up for
death.” A

“Never ! ” exclaimed Aimé, who had been
jesting, but now was fired with earnestness;
“never! I do not believe in this work of
persecution. If people have wrong opinions,
beating will do no good. Heresy is not
cured with clubs, and axes, and gibbets.
-And, still, this cry for liberty is all felly.
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These people might have liberty enough, if
they would submit to the church, go to mass,
and keep silent.”

“You are quite as near a Huguenot as I
am,” answered John. But the truth was
neither of them leaned in that direction. If
any one had foretold that the day was com-
ing when they would be in the front rank
of Berthelier’s followers, they would have
turned pale with horror. Aimé was a drug-
gist, and in his shop there was no poison
which seemed to him more deadly than *lib-
erty.” Dame Claudine, his wife, was of the
same opinion.

A voice was heard, crying aloud on the
Molard, and few understood the meaning of
the cry. It was that of a poor girl, who
had walked through the streets for three days,
without eating or drinking, and saying in
doleful monotone, * Wicked mill, wicked
miller, wicked meal! All is lost.”

" In vain the Huguenots had entreated her ~
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to be quiet. The other party did not dare
to arrest her.

¢ She is a Lutheran,” said Aimé Levct, as
she passed by. “She has been sent here to
convert us to the awful doctrines of Luther
and Zuingli. I suppose that is their style
of preaching.”

*“She is a witch,” muttered a Genevan,
with the green holly in his cap. * Let her
be banished or burnt.”

“She is a fanatic, made insane by the
miseries of the city,” added John Levet.
** Poor hoodless, shoeless, hungry wanderer !
She is just the lost sheep.for Claude Salomon
~ to take up.”

Already was this kind-hearted man wait-
ing on her path, and sayiug' to hiwmself,
* This wail must be stopped ; it will madden
thepeople.” Shecould notavoid the meeting,
and stared him in the face as she passed on
with resolute tread. He spoke gently to
her, but she gave no heed to his words, nor
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ceased her cry. *“You are weary,” said he;
“ you need rest, and food, and clothing — ”

“Not from you,” she scornfully replied.

“ You are no Huguenot.”
* On she went with her sad, wild chant. She
overtook Jean Chautemps and his boys on
the street that led to his house. For once
she stopped ; the little favorite, playing upon
Berthie’s shoulder, had caught her eye. She
smiled, saying, “It is not against you that
I am sent of God to cry, Wicked mill,
wicked miller, wicked meal, for some of the
meal is good. You are good.”

Chautemps had often seen this girl, during
the past two days, and thought that she was
doing harm to the cause of liberty. Men
had said, “You want to get rid of the bishop
and the priests, and then set up such preach-
ers as that. You want prophets of woe.”
He now hoped to persuade her into silence.
He asked, “ What do you mean by the mill?”

“I mean the government of Geneva. It
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is grinding the people to death. It crushed
the great Berthelier, and Navis, and Blan-
chet. Little boys, when you grow up, it will
crush you.” -

That word crusk grated on the nerves of
the staring lads.

“Who is the miller?”

“Jobn of Savoy, the unholy son of an un-
holy bishop. He is a drunkard, and even
worse. And yet he is your bishop, and
gouty prince. Don’t I know of his wicked-
‘ness? He put my father to death. My
mother fled to get away from him:. We
lived near his castle in Savoy. And now
God has sent me here to declare his judg-
ments against him.”

“What is the meal?”

“The people who will let such a man
crush them. They are wicked if they do
not rise up against him. But you are good.
You are Huguenats.”

She took the little favorite in her hamds.
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“You seem to be weary and hungry.”

“Indeed I am. I made a vow that for
three days and three nights I would lift up
my voice to warn the people, aud neither
eat nor drink. The sun is going down, and
as soon as I can see the glimmer cease on
the snows of the mountains, I will beg of
some one to give a little bread to a homeless
girl, who is God’s prophet.”

*“Come with me,” said the councillor, who
thought her vow nearly enough fulfilled.

After long persuasion she began to yield.
The decisive attraction was that she should
be told the story of the beautiful pet, which
had been allowed to play among her tangled
tresses.

Madame Jacquema Chautemps had been
rushing about her house, in great distress,
for a quarter of an hour. The rumor had
come that her husband was arrested, and
that her sons were running home as fast as
they could. She had not dared to leave the
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house. Claude Salomon had seen her, almost
frantic, at the door, ashe passed homeward ;
but she had scarcely believed him when he
stated the truth of the case. What was her
joy, then, at seeing Jean and his boys re-
turn! She forgot her aversion to taking a
poor vagabond into the house, and almost
gave the repulsive stranger a welcome. Her
ear was open to the plan of her husband to
give the bewildered orphan a lodging, and
perhaps & home. She led her to a well-
furnished room, whence the girl came forth,
an hour afterwards, clothed as a different
being, and known as Pernetta de Prali, the
child of a Waldensian exile.

The tenderest care did not bring rest to
the nerves and mind of her whose long fast-
ing and exertion had put her life in danger.
A fever set in, and in a few hours came
spasms and delirium. Yet there were inter-
vals of reason and intense thought. One

idea filled her mind, — . Tell me how to die.”
3
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Was there none to tell her? The wealthy
councillor could not speak to her of Jesus,
the Saviour of sinners. He had heard some-
thing of Christ in the churches; he had seen
pictures of Jesus under the scourge, and on
the cross; he had read a few verses of the
gospel in the missal and the breviary; but
he knew not how to say, “Believe on the
Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved.”
He imagined that no one could do this, sav-
ingly, but a priest, and he spoke of sending
for one.

“No, no!” she exclaimed, when she over-
heard the proposal. “I will not listen to
a priest. He will only come between me
and the Saviour and hide him from me.
There is a way to come to Jesus right at
once. My mother told me of it, but I have
forgotten it. I was careless,and I didnot try
to remember. Cannot ‘some one tell me?”

“ Look at this,” suid Madame Jacquema,
who had gomne to a dittle box, taken out a
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hidden crucifix, brought it and held it up be-
fore her eyes. “ Gaze upon it, as I do when "
I am sick. It gives me comfort.”

“ Do you ask me to adore an idol? Such
a piece of brass and gold cannot tell me how
to die. It can say nothing of Jesus.”

All were perplexed. At length Berthie
was sent to invite Claude Salomon. The
kind man came, saying, “I do not know how
to die myself, and how can I tell others?”
But he gained Pernetta’s attention, and
whispered, * Jesus was crucified by ‘wicked
men —”

“But how can that save me? ” she in-
quired. *Others have been crucified by
wicked men. Berthelier was put to death
by murderers. Cannot the death of Jesus
benefit me more than the death of Berthelier ?
One died for his country; the other died
for sinners, and I am a sinner. Oh, I know
it; but tell me how can Jesus save me?”

* You know that in the mass Christ is of-
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fered up as a sacrifice for our sins, and when
" we confess them to a priest, they are forgiv-
cn, and then we are ready to die and go to
heaven.”

“No, no, that makes a Saviour of the
mass, and of the priest. Jesus did some-
thing to save us. Oh! what was it?”

Mere children in our day can answer her
question.  In the times before the Reforma-
tion, there were wise men who could not an-
swer it. The chief work of the reformers
was to tell what Jesus did to save sinners.
When that was taught in Geneva, the people
began to know how to die. Pernetta could
ounly pray God to give light to her soul.
But she did not yet die ; she recovered, and
lived long enough to have her anxious ques-
tions answered.

In higher life there were many who knew
not how to pass through “the valley of the
shadow of death.” Some months after the
itiness of Pernctta, Bishop John was dying
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of his vices at Pignerol. His favorite, Peter
la Baume, watched at his bedside, and ad-
ministered “ extreme unction.” The bishop
imagined that when the “holy oil ” touched
him, he was being covered with blood ! per-
haps the blood of his victims. The crucifix
was held before him. " He imagined that he
saw Berthelier, whom he had caused to be
executed. Witha wild look, he asked, “* Who
has done that? ” and pushed away the image
with horror and cursing.

“I wished to give Geneva to Savoy,” said
he to Peter la Baume after his mind grew
calmer, “and in order to do so, I put many
innocent persons to death. If you become
bishop, I beg of you not to follow in my
footsteps. Defend the freedom of the city.
In my sufferings I perceive the vengeance of
the Almighty. I pray to God for pardon.
In purgatory he will pardon me!” This

man knew not how to die; but yet he died. .

Peter, kneeling at the couch rose up a
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bishop. He was fickle, worldly, devoted
to gambling and feasting, a shepherd who
cared more for the fleece than for the flock.
He changed nothing at Geneva for the bet-
ter. The work of imprisoning, slaying, and
banishing the patriots still went on as if it
were the happiest order of things. It was
dark in the homes of the people; dark in
the churches; and perfect midnight in the
convents of the monks.

In Germany the Reformation began in a
monastery, where Luther found the chained
Bible. In Paris it began in the University,
where Lefevre preached justification by faith.
In Geneva it was to begin in a private house,
and in a school-room near the Molard. But
wherever it was wrought it began with the
reading of the Bible. It was nowhere a
scheme of man. It was a work of God.



CHAPTER II.

TESTAMENTS IN GENEVA.

BNAOUNCILLOR  CHAUTEMPS
/? passed no more holiday hours
: l walking on the Molard. The
most zealous Huguenots feared that he was
losing his patriotism. He thought much,
said little, and aided Salomon in quiet
works of charity. One day he was sitting
at home pondering. on what might hajpen
if Luther’s doctrines should gain a foothold
in Geneva. He had heard of the German
reformer, and also of Zuingli, and supposed -
that they were “ turning the world upside
down” in a way not at all desirable. He
considered them to be quite as bad as the

Turks. He suspected that it was their
89 .
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teachings which had made Pernectta wild.
It was the State,and not the Church, that
he sought to reform. His deep thoughts were
broken by Pernetta, now a happy inmate
of his house, who brought a book, saying, —

“There is a colporteur at the door, and
he wishes you to look at this.”

He opencd it, and read on the title-
page, * The New Testament of our Lord and
Saviour, Jesus Christ.” It was the French
version of Lefevre, the good man who had
started a reform in France, but had been
almost silenced. Some merchants of Lyons
had sent colporteurs with it to Geneva. For
the first time the gospel was offered to the
people. The councillor saw upon its title-
page no approval of a priest, bishop, or
pope, and was afraid of it.

It must be some Lutheran* book,” said
he. *“Tell him we do not want to buy.”

* Reformed Frenchmen were then erroneously called Luther-
ans. " :
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Pernetta walked slowly through the hall,
glancing here and there into the volume.
Her eye caught the word “gospel,” the
name “ Jesus,”. and the verse, “ Thy sins be
~ forgiven thee.” At the door she lingered
as if she and the Testament must neyer
part. Finally, she held it forth, saying, in
a low tone, —

“Excuse the master ; perhaps he may be
willing to purchase it another day.”

“But I suspect that you would like to
have it now,” said the pious missionary,
* who knew that many in humble life were
“feeling after God, if haply they might
find him,” and who suspected the reason of
Chautemps’ refusal.

“Is it a good book? Does it tell people
how to die?”

“It tells them how to live, and how
Jesus died to save them. If they know
this, they know how to meet death.”

«



42 Geneva’s. Shield.

*“Then I want it ; but I have no money.”’

“It shall be as free to you as the pardon
of Christ.”

“But in this city we must pay a high
price for God’s pardon, and there is no end
of paying our money for pardons, for we
need so many. Yet, if I could, I would
give even more for this book.”

“It shall be yours as freely as salvation
is, *without money and without price.’”

Pernetta was surprised. It was news to
her that salvation was free, — God’s pardon
was free. She had lately felt that she was
very foolish and sinful for having roamed
through the streets as a prophetess of woe.
She had sighed for the forgiveness of God,
but had known of no way to secure pardon,
uiless at the confessional. She had been
almost driven to seek it there, so great was
her grief of soul. Perceiving that she won-
dered, the colporteur asked, —

"“Do you know that our Lord Jesus puar-
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chased salvation for us, and hence it is
offered as a free gift to us?”
~ “And does it cost us nothing —nothing
at all?” .
* Nothing in the way of a price. All that
God asks is, that you receive it. He says,
*Come and take the water of life freely.’
Receiving is believing; or, if there be any
difference, it is this: In the one ‘case you
accept of Christ; in the other, you give
yourself to him. You take him and you
trust in him.”
«But must I not pay some good works ?”
“Not as a price. If so, your good works
must be rendered before you can have the sal-
vation. This book will teach you that you
must have salvation before your works can
be good. When saved, then your gervice
will be pleasing to Christ. Suppose I say
that, before this book can be yours, you must
read it and obey it. After you have doue
this, then it will be put into your hands.” ~
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“YIow can I read it and obey it, un-
less I first have it in my possession?”

“You could not earn it by reading it.
Your reading is not the price you pay for
it. You pay nothing for it, but when it is
reccived freely by you, then you study and
obey it.  You prove that you posscss it and
love it by doing the good works which it
prompts you to do. So with God’s free
gift. You first accept it. Then you study
it more and more. Then you prove that
it is yours by your good works. After
the salvation follows the service. You do
not serve God in order to be saved, but
because you are saved. You do not read
this book in order to get it into your hand,
but because you have it already.”

Pernetta was in deep thought. The anx-
ious question, which none of those around
her sick-bed could answer, was about to
be solved. But, still thinking of herself,
she asked, “ What shall I do?”
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“ Rather ask, What did Jesus do for you?
And I give you this book that it may tell
you.” .

With other words did the colporteur
exhort this young woman, whose eyes filled
with tears of gratitude and joy.

He went his way. She hastened to her
room. In her second thoughts she was
amazed at herself. She had dared- to re-
ceive a book which she feared would not be
approved by the family. Yet she dared to
read it. How new and wonderful was

every verse! If we had never seen a Testa- -

ment, and for the first time one should be

given us, we might understand her eager-

ness to read it. Has familiarity led us to
neglect the word of Christ? If we take it
up, saying, “This is God’s gift; in it we

may hear Jesus speak to us, and by it the '

Holy Spirit will come into our hearts;”
then we shall read it aright.
There ‘were other colporteurs in Geneva.

<
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They went to the houses of the Huguenots ;
some of them talked of Christ, and bought
the New Testament. They read it with
astonishment. They found therein no im-
ages to adore, no masses to offer, no Virgin
Mary to worship, no confessions to a priest,
no penances as the price of pardon, no beads,
ci'llciﬁxes, relics, and manual signs of the
cross, no purgatory, no extreme unction, no
pope, and no Rome as the capital of Christ’s
kingdom.

*This is the book that will bring liberty
to Geneva,” said certain of the leading
Huguenots. : A

Was there not power in that little un-
known volume, entering mysteriously into
the city, without display and cloth of gold
and .great processions; but borne in the
pack of some poor peddler, who offered it at
‘the side-door of plain houses, and talked
with servants about its riches? Was it not
“the power of God uunto salvation™?  Might
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it not convert Geneva? Indeed, it was
sufficient. But there were few who read it
in search of the way of eternal life. Most
of its readers sought liberty for the city,
"and not true freedom for the soul. Years
must wear away before the fire from. heaven
would kindle in their hearts. .

The people were not at rest; politics
threw them into wild excitement, and they
laid the word of God aside. Duke Charles
of Savoy tightened the reins of government
with an iron grip.. He entered the city;
his courtiers prepared to follow him. The
duchess brought with her “the Portuguese
tashions,” and even the Huguenots were
tempted by the love of display. Some of
the more wealthy vied with each other in
the follies of dress. Pernetta bad to ply
the needle almost night and day in the work
of decorating the ladies, who were ceasing
to talk of liberty. Then camg stage-plays
at fair-time, and the city was full of pre-
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cessions. The heads of the people were
turned; they neglected the word of God.
It was not the last time that fashion and
amusement robbed the soul of the riches of
the gospel. It may occur again in our
age. '

Jean Lullin felt himself to be of some
conscquence, as he kept the inn at the sign
of the Bear, where every Huguenot was
met with all the welcome of his honest
heart. One evening a poor Swiss carrier
was given a place in the stables for his
burdened mules. Soon afterwards there
rode up a train of richly dressed gentlemen
of Savoy. They noisily alighted, and de-
manded the stalls for their horses.

“There is no room,” said Lullin,
roughly.

“They are the duke’s horses,” replied
the courtiers.

“No mattgr for that,” returned the ]and—
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lord. “First come, first served. I would
rather lodge carriers than princes.”

* There will be six thousand of us here in
a few days,” angrily retorted a cavalier,
“and you may find out who your master is
while we stay in the city.” It was the
coming of such troops of men that had put
" Lullin in a bad humor.

When Charles heard of the affair, he
stamped his foot, glanced furiously over
the town, and exclaimed, with an oath, “I
will make Geneva smaller than the smallest
village of Savoy.” Many trembled at the
threat, and, to calm the rage of the duke,
the council sent Lullin to prison for three
days. Who, themn, was reading the Testa- -
ment?

“We must captivate the youth, if we
cannot capture their fathers,” said Duke
Charles.

Allurements were devised, — sports, balls,
masquerades, dinners, and tournaments.

4
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Berthie Chautemps, now about fifteen years
of age, was asked to take part ina play:
He was charmed with the idea of making
a gay appearance before the duke. It will
do you no harm,” saidc Pernetta, who had
made known to him, very cautiously, the
secret .of her having a Testament. “Do
you not remember that ‘when any one
heareth the word of the kingdom, and
understandeth it not, then cometh the wick-
ed one, and catcheth away that which was
sown in his heart’? Do you think who
said that? Now, Berthie —”

~ “Other people go,” said he, “and I will.
It is no worse for me than for them.”

“Will the Saviour be there ?”

“ Pernetta, if you do not cease talking in
this way, I will tell father that you have
that little book, and that you read it nearly
all the time, and try to teach it to me.
I am not a Christian, and I will take my
own time to be one.”
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This rudeness put Pernetta in fear. For
a poor sewing girl to assume to teach the
son of her rich patron his duty seemed out
of place. And what if she should be dis-
missed? Worse than all, what if she
should lose her treasure of truth? She
ceased to plead.

Berthie entered his father’s room. The
councillor strove to restrain his oldest son
from the enchantments of the tempter.
Madame Jacquema asked her proud boy,—

“When in your gayest dress, do you not
blush for the old manners of your fathers?
How ashamed they would have been, in
their plain suits before such a young gal-
lant as you!”

“I thought,” added the grave council-
lor, “that you had resolved to be a true
Huguenot, and yet as soon as these shows
come, you are off with the Mamelukes.”

“What would you have?” inquired
Berthie, for once impertinent. “I resolve
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to be studious, but my books grow dull
when the world is so charming. As soon
as temptation comes, my wishes carry me
away like unbridled horses.”

Berthie had his way. Scores of young
Genevans were indulged in folly. Many
sorrowing parents said: “To give advice
to our sons is like throwing water on a
ball,—not a drop stays there.” None of them
could run wild in gayety and still read their
Testaments in order to know the way of
life. None can in our day. Even liberty
was almost forgotten amid the scenes of
revelry. Sighing over the stupor of the
Huguenots, Bonivard wrote, * God only re-
mained ; but while Geneva slept, he kept
watch for her. ”

The spell of mirth was soon broken.
It was changed to mourning, and quite to-
madness. The patriot Levrier opposed the
duke. He was put to death. It was a
murder by torch-light in a prison, for
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Charles feared the people. Great sorrow
filled all Huguenot hearts. But in the
grief the Testament was neglected. Is it
ever thus in our day? Do tears quench the
lamp of life?

**One single barrier will check the duke,”
said one patriot to another, “and that bar~
rier is God. He uses the duke to chastise
us, that we may cease from our evil ways.”

An army was ordered to sweep down
upon Geneva, and drive away, or put to
death, all opposers of Charles. What
should they do? To fight was to lose life
and everything. To fly was to escape the
present danger, and to wait for God to re-
veal his power. These strong men were but
leaves before a blast of wind. Some would
have sold their lives dearly, but they took
the little advice which they had time to
hear. The foe was at the gates. There
was scarcely a moment for the Huguenots
to bid furewell to their families. From the
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streets, from shops and offices, they fled
into exile. Many went into the land of
Zuingli to hear him preach the Word, and
to Berne, where they heard the truth from
the lips of the faithful Haller. Charles,
the Pope’s friend, drove them into the
school of the gospel. Satan was outwitting
himself. A present evil was to prove a
" future good. Was not God watching over
Geneva?  If her sons would not read his
‘Word, when sent to their doors, he would
send them to lands where a breath of life
was in the air.

What of Chautemps? He had felt
ashamed not to be counted enough of a
Huguenot to be worthy of death if he re-
mained. He prepared to escape secretly by
night. ‘

“He will not fight on the duke’s side,”
said certain of his foes. “Drive him off.
For a long time he has harbored that insane
Lutheran, prophetess. He is tog good to
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be slain and not good enough to stay
here.”

“ He shall not be driven away,” answered
the Levet brothers, with Claude Salomon at
their elbows. It was he that hushed fthe
voice of the young woman whom you call a
Lutheran prophetess. Ingiving her a home
he has only done an act of charity.”

The councillor was entreated not to flee,
and safety was assured to him.

Pernetta saw the-hand of Providence.
“1 am the servant in the house of the cen-
turion,” she said to herself, as she read her
Testament, “and the centurion says to
Jesus, ‘I am not worthy that Thou shouldst
enter under my roof;’ and yet the good
Lord watches over this house. Would that
my kind master could see his hand !”

The exiles had not made princely marches
with grand ovations along their routes. “It
was no child’s play,” said Hugues, one of
their younger leaders. ** The archers of my



56 - Geneva's Shield.

lord of Savoy followed us like hounds. We
had to travel night and day in the woods,
through wind and rain, not knowing where
to find rest and safety.” '

At Berne, some of them met the pious
Thomas ab Hofen, one of the active laymen
of the Reformation. He was ready to adopt
their cause. The Bernese entered into a
new alliance with them. So did Friburg.
This alarmed the duke, who was advised by
the emperor, Charles V.., to beware of pro-
voking another war. He concluded to re-
tire from Geneva, and let the exiles return.

To their amazement, the bishop took
their side. Passports were sent them. As
they set out for their homes, we hear some
of them say to the Bernese senators, “If you
send an agent of the alliance to Geneva, we
shall be happy to welcome Thomas ab Ho-
fen in that office.”

Ab Hofen followed them. With the
'bishop as their advocate, they began to feel
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like victors. The duke’s party began to
fiee, “like birds of night before the first
beams of day.” Would they now read the
Testaments bought of the colporteurs?
Would they listen to Ab Hofen? He had
no intention of reforming the city. His
mission was diplomatic; but he could not
hide his light under a bushel.

“Come to my house,” said Baudichon de
la Maison-Neuve, the rising chieftain of the
Huguenots, and one of the returned exiles.
He was one of Geneva’s true noblemen, of
high birth, exalted character, generous na-
ture, and bold spirit. He hated oppression,
and sought to revive in the hearts of the
people the remembrance of their ancient
rights. Proud of having been the friend of
Berthelier, he toiled to overthrow a tyranny -
and found a republic. Everywhere wel-
come, he kept an open door for all who
might tell how to make Geneva free. In

“his house the young men often sang noisily,
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the wits hurled satires at the duke’s min-
ions, and the wise men discussed plans and
public measures. The invitation to the
Bernese gentleman was warm and urgent.
Sound advice was wanted. The good lay-
man went, and met other friends around a
January fire. It was the year 1527. Al-
though given to fits of melancholy, he now
felt the cheer of true piety.

“Your great want here in Geneva,” said
he, *is pure religion. You have fine
churches, but you lack Christ. You hate
to be ruled over with authority, but you
must be careful, lest you throw off the au-
thority of God.”

“Very true,” replied Hugues, “ and none
of us wish to overturn the Church while we
reform the State. We must have a relig-
ion.”

“From whom will you receive it? From
" the priests? They refer you to the Pope as
their authority ; his word is their law. To
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support him you must pay for the pardons
you seek. Or will you receive it from
" Christ himself ?  He is the Mediator between
God and man. There is no other. He is
authority in all matters of faith. His word
is your law. Go, then, to it for light. Go
to him for life. When you have his life
within you, then you will have the liberty
which you seek.”

Thus spoke the layman of Berne. The
Huaguenots listened, sought his company,
invited him to their houses and their assem-
blies, and he wrote to Zuingli: “I will not
cease proclaiming the gospel; all my
strength shall be devoted to it.” -

The priests and monks, at first, were
friendly to him. He did not attack them;
he let them expose themselves. One day
some of them, who imagined him to be of
their coterie, thought to excite his pity by
~ telling him of their sorrows. “We onee
had fine times here,” said they, “ when the
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people used to bring us, in white nap-
kins, their gifts of bread and wine, and
game, and tapers to burn in our houses.
Then we said to them, you shall receive a
hundred-fold, and shall possess everlasting
life. But now, alas! the faithful bring us
no more présents, nor do they run so ar-
dently after indulgences as they used to
do.”

Ab Hofen’s pity was quite small; his in-
ward delight at this news was very great.
Yet those who sought no indulgences from
Rome, gave too free indulgence to them-
selves. They did not repent of their follies
and sins. He kindly told them of their duty
to reform their lives. They grew colder;
his gospel was too holy for them. Some,
who were warmest in their first welcome,
now scarcely saluted him on the street.
Chautemps -was not so wanting in re-

spect.
“If the priests teach us some errors,” said
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say.”

“Very true,”” replied Ab Hofen, “but
why not go at once to Christ, who teaches
nothing but the truth?”

“It is the work of the priest to lead me to
Christ ; to secure for me his favor and for-
giveness; to confer God’s grace upon me
and my children ; to absolve me, and in the
last hour prepare me for death.

“Nay; it is the work of the priest to

teach you that Christ alone does these °

things for you, and to minister to you what-
ever Christ has to grant in his church. Else
why did Jesus say, ‘Come to me’ ? Go to
him and you are certain to find salvation,
for he said, ‘Him that cometh unto me, I
will in no wise cast out.””

Not yet was Chautemps willing to receive
the gospel. When the clergy proclaimed a
general crusade against heresy, he had ne
reason to take alarm. Wlhen they went
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from house to house, making war upon the
New Testament, and taking it away from
the few who were found reading it, he had
no fears; it was not on his table. When
they walked through the streets crying
down the Bernese envoy, and abusing the
doctrines he taught, the councillor did not
think the good Christian was longer needed
in Geneva.

By these cries the women were thrown
into a sad fright. “ Away with that here-
tic!” they exclaimed. “If you listen to him
the city will be ruined.” They were like
“the devout and honorable women,” whom
the Jews of Antioch sent scolding at Paul
and Barnabas, until they and the chief men
won the field for themselves. Certain small
rumors crept into their gaping ears, and
they ran to Madame Jacquema, saying,
“Do you know that you have an accursed
heretic in your house?”

“If you mein Pernetta, I only wish you
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all had such heretics in your houses,” re-
plied the wife of Councillor Chautemps.
“Your wondrous bills at the milliners’ shops
would dwindle to nothing. The stealing
from your pantries and closets would cease ;
and if you were sick, you would not be
likely to die of anxiety nor of neglect. In
a]l my illness after the terror that drove so
many into exile, she was like a ministering
angel unto me.” o .

“ Did she read to you from a strange little
book, which Father Bernard says is full of
poison?” inquired Claudine Levet. “And
did she talk of free pardons, and free grace, -
and all that?” :

“That is a private affair. What she read
and told to me was quite as Christian and
as comforting as any that Father Bernard
would have said, if I had sent for him.”

“ And did you not send for a priest, when
0 ill as you were?”

“That, too, is my own aflair. You know
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that my husband believes in liberty in such
matters. These are sad and evil times. We
all need light; let us get it from whatever
source we can. Only God is witness be-
tween myself and Pernetta. We must an-
swer to him, and that we are not afraid to
do.” )

The ladies looked at each other with a
kind of suspicion, which led them to dread
any further knowledge of the case. Must
their intimate, Madame Jacquema, be put
under their social ban, as one whose mind
was spotted with leprous heresy? With
sealed lips some of them wished they had
not set out, on a fine morning, to chase down
certain rumors about a quiet neighbor.
What if those rumors should not prove to
be bats in the night, but summer birds sing-
ing of heaven under their windows?

Claudine Levet broke the silence: “ We
‘do not wish to intrude into your affairs, but
we must warn you against evil in your own

L 4
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house. My sister-in-law, Paula, has de-
scended to sit at the feet of a sewing-girl,
and hear her expound a book that she calls
the New Testament, or the Gospel, the Bi-
ble, the Word of God, and I know not by
what other names it is called. The Bible
"is a very good book, as we all know, but
can a poor girl explain it? We have priests
to do that.”

“ Where do they explam it?” asked Mad-
ame Jacquema. “In the church? The book
is never read there, nor even seen. In your
houses? They enter them to take it away
from you; they curse it and burn it. At
your bedside, when you may be dying? -
Not a word of it do you hear. They hold
up the crucifix, but tell you nothing of
Christ. Is it at the grave? They read no
words about heaven and glory ; they talk of
purgatory, and ask money for masses.’

“Very well,” said Claudine, rlsmo' to go
with her companions, *if you and sister

5
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Paula choose to make a lady of Pernetta, —a
grand lady indeced ! — and take lessons in re-
ligion from her, ybu must make the best of it.”

She swept from the parlor in haste.
Two or three of the callers lingered, whis-
pered more kindly words, apologized,

hoped to see Madame Jacquema soon at-

their houses, and genteelly left. They did
not wish now to be counted on the commit-
tee of investigation. They had some notion
of minding their own affairs in future.
Madame Jacquema advised Pernetta to be
cautious about letting her light shine in dark
corners. It was not 'she that put the bushel
over it. ’

Ab Hofen saw many proofs of a general
hatred to the truth. He was discouraged.
* All my effortsare vain,” he wrote to Zuingli.
* There are about’ seven hundred clergymen
in Geneva, who do their utmost to prevent
the gospel from flourishing here. What can
I do against such numbers? And yet a wide
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- door is opened to the word of God. The
priests do not preach. As they are unable
to do so, they are content with saying mass
in Latin. 'What miserable nourishment for
the poor people! If any preachers were to
come here, boldly proclaiming Christ, the
papal doctrines, I am sure, would be over-
thrown.”

These words were to-go to the ears of
strong men, like the call from Macedonia
to Paul, * Come over and help us.”

Not in vain were the efforts of this faith-
ful layman. He went away “to die as a
Christian,” and he bore some unseen sheaves
with him. William La Mouille, the bish-
op’s confidant, seems to have been won to
the truth. "One thing was certainly proved
by the few who read the New Testament in
search of the way of life: it was, that * the
law of the Lord is perfect, converting the
soul ; the testimony of the Lord is sure,
making wise the simple.”
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“The Geneva programme must soon af-
ford a new scene,” said the sarcastic Fran-
cis Bonivard. “Will there be blood or a
laugh? What new man is coming to have a
taste of this spiced liberty of ours? Stran-
ger, be cautious!” '




CHAPTER 11I.

A NEW TEACHER.,

[oE——y . . . .
5 @‘ his arm-chair sat Francis Boni-
=W | '

£ ES

| vard, the prior of St. Victor,

¥ thinking of past events, and won-

" dering what was next to happen. He was
" one of the wittiest of men, the Erasmus of
Geneva. Upon all parties his sarcasms
fell; strangers winced, but friends were
content to laugh at his rebukes. He had

charge of a convent, and yet was almost a

Huguenot. He was not sorry that the

duke, Charles of Savoy, had been outwitted

by the bishop, who allowed the people to

elect their own magistrates. He did not

shed tears when the magistrates drove out

the canons, saying, as they went, *No
69
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more canons; ere long, no more bishop.” ~
Nor did he lament when the bishop got
himself into trouble. Peter la Baume
caused a young girl to be stolen from her
mother ; but, before she was placed in a
convent, the people clamored at the gates
of his palace, and forced him to let her
go free. In alarm and in shame he fled
one night into Burgundy, where he could
walk in summer among his “pinks and gil-
ly-flowers ;” in winter, have his ® beautiful -
fur robes, lined with black satin,” and all
the round year be able to say, “I am much
better supplied with good wine here than
we were at Geneva;” of which wine, one
who dined with him said, “He had some-
times more than he could .carry.”

The gate-bell of the convent rang, and
the janitor brought in certain Huguenots,
who came to give Bonivard a call. For
years they had spent evenings in his room,
talking of liberty. He had paid dearly for
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- his entertainment, by his sorrows in prison.
“Qur time has come,” said they ; “we have
expelled the tyrant.” '

“But you have not driven out the tyr-
anny,” he replied. “You seek license and
~ not liberty. Your leagues are not suffi-
cient. The gospel must come.”

“We wish to hasten its coming, that we
may have such laws as they have in Berne
and Zurich, of which Ab Hofen told us.
Let us order the priests and monks to fol-
low the bishop into the wide world, and
then we will invite ministers of the gospel,
who will introduce a true Christian reform
among us.”

Bonivard smiled; a sarcasm played on
his lips. “Gentlemen,” said he, *I think
your views are very worthy of praise. I
confess that the clergy, of which I am one,
have great need to be reformed. It will
purify me, no doubt, to have a sentence
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of banishment handed me some evening, '
that I may depart by night.”

“No, no; we want you, for you love the
gospel.”

“Yet you wish to reform us. Could you
not begin by reforming yourselves? If
you love the gospel, why do you not live
according to it? The fact is, we are
wrong, and so are you. We drink " and
gamble, and so do you. We are all horses
eating out of the same manger. You
would expel us, and put the Lutherans in
our place. Gentlemen, think what you are
about. Is this liberty?”

They saw their mistake. Not thus would
God have his Word planted in Geneva.
Months passed away, and another visit was
paid to Bonivard. It must be known that
St. Victor did not belong to Geneva. It
lay at the gate, a little outside, independent
heritage.

“We have a plan for promoting the gos-
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pel,” said the brothers Vandel. *Make
over your principality of St. Victor to the
republic of Berne. Then the Bernese will
send a preacher to stand in your church,
and declare the truth. Soon the Genevans
will press through the gates, and come in
crowds to hear Christ preached, and none
will be able to prevent it.”

“A good plan,” replied Bonivard. *It
may help me to get my revenues, of which
the duke has cheated me for ten years. I
am poor enough; only four crowns a

month, and that the gift of your council!
" Clear the way for the preacher!”

The scheme failed. The gospel must en-
ter Geneva in a more silent manner. Bo-
nivard was not to be its guest. He soon
went to visit his aged mother in Savoy.
The duke watched his chance, and sent
men to betray him into the net, when on
his road home. He was thrown into a
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dungeon, and the world has heard of him
as the Prisoner of Chillon.*

‘Who would come to Geneva, and take
up the work begun by the colporteurs, and
helped forward by Ab Hofen? None knew
but God, who sent Joseph into Egypt, and
Esther into Shushan, on missions which
they did not understand at the first.
When the man is needed, the Lord has
him in waiting.

Jean Chautemps saw his sons growing
up amid temptations, and without sound
knowledge. “What shall I do?” he asked.
“The mnew learning — such as Latin,
~ Greek, and history — has not yet come to-
our troubled city. Our schools are fit only
for owls, that prefer the darkness. If I
send them to the colleges, where the new
learning is taught, they may come back
ardent Lutherans. If I place them ‘in the

* The poem under this title must not be taken as history.
It is not true to the facts of the case. ’
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old universities, they may be turned into
monks, and never come back at all.”

“Bring a teacher to Geneva,” replied
Robert Vandel, with fervency. *“I can tell
you of the man. He is a Frenchman,
named Robert Olivétan. I heard of him
when at Berne. He is very learned. Com-
pelled to leave Paris, he seeks a place of
rest, where he may teach a school.”

“ A Lutheran, then, I suppose.”

“Hardly so, as he was educated in Paris;
a good Christian, I should think, and one
of the new style of thinking. He is not a
preacher ; and, if he read the Bible in He-
brew and Greek, he may tell us something
that we never knew.”

“Do send for him,” insisted Madame
Jacquema, with a hope more joyful than
her husband understood. *“Our sons are
running wild with the young men of the
city. The parties made for them at the
convents are far worse than you imagine.
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They are mere revels over wine and coarse
jesting. Luther himself would be a better
guide for them.”

Vandel smiled, for he had a high opinion
of Luther, and did not suspect that Mad-
ame Jacquema agrecd with him. The
scheme was fully discussed. The council-
lor invited the young scholar. It was
probably William Farel who had first

named him to Vandel. Peter Robert Olive- .

tan was of Noyon, and the cousin of
John Calvin, whom he had lately brought
to the fountain of living waters. John was
now going from his study to the homes of
the poor in Paris, and telling them of the
Saviour. Robert had fled from persecution,
and he now turned his face toward Geneva,
in the hope of being useful in the work of
Christ. Unawares he would help to pre-
pare the way for John Calvin to stand in
that city-as a powerful reformer.

“You will make your home with us,”
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said Chautemps, after he had welcomed
Olivétan, talked an hour, measured him,
and felt satisfied. “You will be expected
to teach my sons whatever you regard as
most important, and to watch over their
morals.”

The stranger did not venture to suggest

that the wisdom of God is the principal
thing, and that good morals must grow out
. of piety. He studied to know others be-
fore making himself fully known. Like
a wise fisherman, he would learn the
habits of the fish before spreading the net.

At first, he saw little evidence of true
Christian life in the household. All was
polite, kind, elegant. Love seemed to
reign. But there was no open family wor-
ship ; no blessing asked upon the evening
meal. Inno corner did his keen eye light
upon the Holy Book. “I fear I shall not
find it very pleasant,” thought he within
himsclf. *“These people do not seem to be
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Christians. But I must remember that
God sent Obadiah to live even with an
Ahab.”

“Excuse me,” said the host at dusk, “I
have" to sit in council to-night.”

This pleased Madame Jacquema and Per-
netta, for they might speak forth what was
pent up in their hearts, if Olivétan was the
Christian they had hoped. Their studied
reserve was thrown off. If the guest read
the Bible in Hebrew and Greek, as they
had been told, would he not be glad to
learn that they read part of it in French?

“I wish my sons to be taught the gospel,”
-said the hostess, soon after re-entering the
parlor. “My husband is not so intent
upon that ; but he will not oppose it.”

Olivétan was delighted. There were
roses blooming in the desert. “You mean
the Word of God, I presume,” he replied.
*You read it yourself, — do you?”

“We try to learn what the New Te‘lta.-
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ment teaches — Pernetta and I,” she an-
swered ; “but we have never had any one
to explain it. We put this and that truth
together, as best.we can, and yet we are
not sure whether our views are correct.
We are like Apollos, — we need some one
to expound unto us the way of God more
perfectly.” :

“If T can be an Aquila, I shall be most
happy. What Apollos lacked was a fuller
knowledge of Christ. He was mighty in
the scriptures of the Old Testament, but he
had not the New Testament. You have
what he had not. You have learned many
facts, many doctrines, many duties, and
many promises. Have you obeyed the
truth?”

“We have tried to obey, in our weak-
ness.” v :

“ And in obeying a command, do you feel
it to be right? Does your conscience ap-
prove it?” - - '
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* Most certainly, when conscience is en-
lightened by the Word of God.”

“Does it satisfy the soul, and make you
happy ?”

*“Ah! we are such sinners that we can-
not obey the gospel fully enough to be per-
fectly satisfied. Still nothing else makes
us so happy.”

“Then your views must be quite correct,
for our Lord said, ¢ If any man will do his
will, he shall know of the doctrine, whether
it be of God.” We may believe a truth just
because God declares it. We are sure that
it is correct, when we put it to the test of
our obedience. But what do you think it is
to obey the gospel ?”

“It is to put no confidence in ourselves,
or in our works, or even in our very love to
God, but to trust entirely in Jesus Christ,
and then do all that he requires, for his
sake.” . )

“ Why do you trust in him?”



Geneva’s Shi eld. 81

“Because we are sinners, and he bought
salvation for us by his death.”

Olivetan was not surprised to find that
these inquirers had sound views concerning
the Trinity, the Atonement, the sinfulness
of human nature, the need of regeneration,
repentance, faith, love, holiness, and, in
short, all the Christian graces. He expected
it, for they had diligently read the New Tes-

tament. When Pernetta brought him her.

copy, he was touched to see it worn, some
pages dimmed by usage, and upon others the
marks of tears. He read a few verses, and
the little company knelt in prayer. We
need not wonder that Madame Jacquema was
overcome with gratitude, and yet she could
not repress the fear that her husband might
intrude and be displeased.

*“ What !” said Councillor Chautcmps, as
he came near the door of his dwelling. “Is
it the voice of prayer that I hear?” He

. stood still and listened. Strange emotions
6
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ran through his soul; they were hardly of
anger ; they were not of joy. The tone was
earnest ; it was that of a man pleading with
God. “He is a good man, who thus can
pray,” thought the councillor. The voice
ceased ; he entered the door, and turned in-
to the library. Madame Jacquema soon
sought him, and began to make an explana-
_ tion.

“No apology is needed. Would I not
approve of prayer in my own house? ” said
he, with an effort to maintain his usual calm-
ness. “I shall deem it a privilege to be
present at these family devotions.”

He joined Olivétan, and found him to be a
man, who ever carried with him a lighted
lamp to show others the way of life.

“If every Testament in Geneva,” said the
guest, “had been read as well as this one has
been in your house, the work of reformation ‘
would be far advanced.” .

“How is that?” exclaimed Ct;autemps.
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“Who has read it?” He rose, took the lit-
tle book from the hand of Olivétan, and
looked at it with surprise. Pernetta trem-
bled, while its story was being told by
Madame Jacquema. I understand,” said
he, with a smile; “you feared my disap-
proval, and kept it hidden. I wondered
what it was that made both of you better
and better every day, and now I see the
cause.”

“Our lives ought to have given you some
reason to suspect us,” said Madame Jacque-
" ma. “Ourlight did not shine.”

“And all these many months, since Ab
Hofen was here, I have had a Testament
hidden in my drawer, taking it out and read-
ing it occasionally when alone. Our council
was requested to forbid the book, and of
course I must know what it was. Truly
our family has a marvellous power of keep-
ing a secret from each other.”

“Why did- you ‘hide it so carefully?” in-



84 Geneva’s Shield.

quired Madame Jacquema, whose mind was
relieved of the dread of telling her husband,
that very night, all that had occurred.

“I feared that you would become Luther-
ans, but I begin to think that they are not
such bad people as their foes declare them
to be.” '

The watchman was heard crying the hour,
and the household retired torest. The Lord
heard such thanksgivings that night from a
few unburdened hearts as had never before
risen from silent rooms in the house of the
cautious citizen. ’

Olivétan asked himself, “If such be the
power of a hidden gospel, what will it be-
come when openly revealed ?” He must win
others to it. In a few days he was guiding
his pupils in their studies, and gently seek-
ing to lead them into the school of Christ.-
What would Dame Claudine Levet and her
committee say now? Did she notice a
stranger walking with the councillor to
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church on the next Sunday? Did she ob-
serve that he despised the font ofe**holy
water” at the door, bowed to no images,
- crossed himself not once, counted no beads,
went to none of the confession-boxes, and
took no part in the services? Did she per-
ceive that he tried to catch the eyes of cer-
tain Huguenots, who walked up and down
the aisles, while the mass was being chanted ?
Probably not, for she was too devout, after
her manner of devotion.

Olivétan was deeply moved while listen-
ing to the errors taught to the people. He
returned to his lodgings in no slight agitation
of mind. Seated with his patron, he began
to refute the assertions of the priests with
the Holy Scriptures, and to explain the way
of eternal life. Such conversations became
frequent. Chautemps took delight in them,
and joyfully yielded to the truth.

“I was told, before coming hither,” said
Olivétan, one day, *that there were many in
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this city, who longed after true piety, and
who were meditating on the work of Christ ;
but I do not find them. They must be the
Lord’s hidden ones. Is there not some way

“to reach them, and bring them together for
prayer and instruction ?”

“ Pernetta will know of them, if there be
any. Send her out with an invitation to
meet in my house.”

The plan was approved. Never did she
go upon a gladder errand. All whom she
could trust were told of the good meeting
they were to have, and it was joyful news to
Claude Salomon and his wife, and to Paula
Levet, the daughter of a nobleman whose
family name had been honored for three
centuries. .

The word gospel meant “God’s good

" news.” Onthe evening of the little meeting,
Olivétan was surprised to see that all the
company had Testaments, and that every
copy bore the marks of good usage.
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*If w.e were not readers of God’s Word,”
said Claude Salomon, “it is not likely that
we should wish to be hearers.”

“Very true; and the rule will hold good
among all people,” replied Olivétan. “Then
tell me, if, in all your reading, you have
ever found one verse teaching us that we
are not sinners?”

“We never did.”

“Do you remember any that declares us
to be sinners?”

“There is this one,” said Pernetta: “*All
have sinned, and come short of the glory of
God.” And this: ‘There is none righteous ;
no, not one.” And this: ¢ Thereis none that
doeth good ; no, not one.””

“I see that you have read Romans.”

““We were by nature the children of
wrath, even as others,”” added Paula Le-
vet.

“I see that you have read Ephesians.”

“‘If we say that we have no sin, we de-

-~
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ceive ourselves, and the truth is not in us,’”
said Madame Jacquema. '

“You have also read Ist John. Three
witnesses are sufficient, and every soul bere
to-night is a witness against itself. Each
might look up, saying with the Prodigal
Son, ‘Father, I have sinned against heaven,
and in thy sight, and am no more worthy to
be called thy son.” If this were all that God
tells us, we might sit here in despair, and
weep and wail together, as the most wretch-
ed beings on earth. But is it al? Give us
a text to show that God has loved sin-
ners.” }

* ¢ Herein is love ; not that we loved God,
but that he loved us, and sent his Son to be
the propitiation for our sins.””

The teacher saw that other texts were
springing to the lips of his hearers, who had
become charmed with his method of interest-
ing them in the. great truths of Scripture,
and he gave Berthie time to add, —

-
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“*God so loved the world, that he gave
his only begotten Son —’”

“ Wait one moment. Why did he give
his Son? Was it that we might continue to
live as sinners, and yet be saved ?”

“No; it was ‘that whosoever believeth in
him should not perish, but have everlasting’
life.””

“Then God the Father loved us, and gave
his Son for us. Now tell us what the Son
did.”

“*While we were yet sinners, Christ died
for us.”” On this point a dozen texts were
repeated.

“How much has God given? Will he
give more?” .

“He will ‘give the Holy Spirit to them
that ask him,’” said Madame Jacquema, to
which Paula added, —

“‘He that spared not his own Son, but
delivered him up for us all, how shall he
not with hinx freely give us all things?’”
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“Yes, all things! Surely, then, there is
a free and full salvation for sinners! But,
after God has given so much, are we saved
if we remain in our sins? Who has a text
on this point?”

“‘Except ye repent, ye shall all likewise
‘perish,’” was Pernetta’s reply, and Salomon
said, —

“* He that believeth on the Son, hath ever-
lasting life, and he that believeth not the
Son, shall not see life ; but the wrath of God
abideth on him.”

Other texts were cited, showing the du-
ties of love, prayer, and holy conduct.

It was thus that Olivetan “drew water
from the wells of salvation,” for thirsty
souls. The little company became a Bible
class, not for debate, but for delving into
the rich mines of holy truth. He went to
other houses and talked of what God had
done for sinners, and what Christ expected
them to do for him. He saw. old and
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young on the benches before him ; some of
them were men of strong minds and hard-
ened hearts. They needed to be aroused
and alarmed. At one time he said to
them: *“When you shall hear the. Lord
calling you to judgment, will there be any-
thing in you but fear? Will you not seek
to escape and hide? But whither will be
your flight? Where your concealment?
God will be everywhere ; and sin will then
be exposed. Judgment will terrify the
guilty conscience. This is your time to
flee unto Jesus. Now he is the refuge for
the soul.”

This family tutor ventured to lift up ‘his
voice in the streets and in front of the
churches. Such zeal was dangerous to
him. “Be prudent,” said his patron and
friends, “lest harm come to you.”

“It is God’s will,” he replied, with gentle-
ness, “that his truth shall be proclaimed,
happen what r'nay.' Even if hell pour forth

) L]
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its rage, this salvation must be published.”
He was pained to find that many of the
Huguenots were immoral men. They hated
the papal religion, but they loved not that
of the Bible. “To simply hate error is no
virtue,” said the earnest man to a group of
Genevans, “for it may lead you to hate
those who hold to error. It may be the
persons, and not their principles, that you
detest. You despise the truth, because it
cuts to the heart. You do not wish to give
up your bad habits, your drinking and
carousing, your idleness, and your sins.
“You allow these to hinder your salvation.
YO8u fear that enemies will come and de-
stroy your city, but see to it that you do
not destroy yourselves. The worst enemy
is here already: it is unbelief. Let the
Holy Spirit come, and drive it away. Re-
ceive him into your hearts, and you will
begin to love better things, and lead new
lives. The Spirit of Jesus Christ burns
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gently, and sin dies little by little. Yes,
Jesus himself, who hung upon the cross,
will descend and dwell in you, and you will
be saved.” They listened, and some of
them began to reform their manners. The
reformation they. needed was Regeneration.

It was not long before .the tongues of
everybody ran upon a new wonder. Every-
body was talking about *the Pope’s par-
don,” and the great Jubilee. Children
began to think that a grand time was com-
ing. * 'What does it mean?” inquired Ber-
thie Chautemps.

“I will tell you the legend,” replied
Olivétan. “On the eve of the new year,
1300, there were many people in Rome
quite ready to believe any rumor that came
to their ears. A report was started that
all who would go to St. Peter’s the next '
morning should : receive an indulgence;
which means little less tham a permission
to commit sins. A great crowd of people
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hurried early to the cathedral, and among
them was an old man, bent and leaning on
his staff, who was said to be one hundred
and seven years of age. He went and told
the Pope that an indulgence had been
granted to all persons a century before; he
remembered it well. ‘Then it shall be so
again,” said Pope Boniface VIIL., ‘and
there shall be a plenary indulgence granted
every hundred years.” The sale of such
indulgences brought great gains to the
church, and the jubilee was made more
frequent. Now there is one every thirty-
three years. Geneva is to have one next
year.” ]

“Will you go to it?” asked young
Charles, whose mind was upon some gay
holiday occasion. '

“I shall have nothing to do with it,” an-
swered his teacher. *We can have a jubi-
lee all the time, if we have a pardon from
our Saviour.” The heart of this good man
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was grieved at seeing people more intent
upon an indulgence from the Pope, than
upon the pardon of God. The Pope sells
. you the one,” said he to his hearers ; “ Christ
gives you the other.”

“Then let us take this matter in time,”
replied some of them whose zeal outran
their prudence. “Since Rome advertises
ber pardon, let us advertise that of the
Lord.” .

They met together. Was it in Olive-
tan’s room?  We know not; but per-
haps he had something to do with the
paper that was drawn up. Maison-Neuve
took the draft, and hurried to the printer,
saying, “Set this up in large, bold letters ;
we want to post it up in the streets to-
night.”

In the darkness of the night of June 8,
1532, some of the Huguenots went cautious-
ly through the city, posting up placards
which would fill all Geneva with astonish-
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ment in the morning. It was the first
public act toward a reform. All at once
the substance of Olivetan’s teaching would
appear, in an outward form, to the eyes of
the people.




CHAPTER 1V.

THE GREAT PARDON.

1 YUNE never gave us a finer morn-
| ,1 ” ing,” said Berthie Chautemps, on
Rin=f il the way to market. “I thought
that we should be the first out, but over
there are some women, who have been to
confession already.”

“I fear that we Christians are not so zeal-
ous as they are,” replied Pernetta. *The
bells ring for mass long before daylight, and
they haste to church; but we do not rise to
pray and read our Bibles so cheerfully.”

“I think you often do, and are quite as
cheerful about it as those people. They
look very angry.” ‘

Berthie was soon to discover the cause of
7 97
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their frowns. Coming upon the Molard, he
saw a large placard posted up in a public
place, and a group of men standing in
amazement reading it. He went to the
spot, and read these words.

“GOD, OUR HEAVENLY FATHER,

. PROMISES
A general Pardon for all his Sins
TO EVERY ONE
Who feels sincere repentance, and possesses
a lively faith in the death and promises

Of JESUS CHRIST.”

Others came to the place, and stood star-
ing at the words so strange to them. *This
cannot be a papal indulgence,” said one,
“for money is not mentioned in it. A free-
salvation must come from heaven.”

“Some more of Luther’s heresies,” mut-
tered another. “Down with it.”

Rushing up, he struck at it with his staff.
A stanch Huguenot seized his arm: In the
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scuffle, Berthie heard the voice of Pernetta,
who had remained at a distance, calliimg him
away. He wished to stay and defend the
placard, but finally joined her, told her
what was written, and hastened to fulf# his
errand at the market.

On his way home Berthie overheard
something of the excitement in front of St.
Peter’s church, the largest one in the city.
He was soon off to the scene. There, on a
pillar, one of the great pardons had been
nailed. The clergy made an uproar when
they read it, and one of them tried to tear
it down. The Huguenots prevented him.
This caused a commotion among the people.
In a short time two parties were formed ;
one defending the placards, and the other
raving to pull them down.

Just as Berthie came, he saw a stout canon,
named Wernly, run from his house, work
his way through the crowd, and tear downthe
paper from the pillar, uttering a coarse oath,
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and flourishing his sword, for the canons wore
swords at that time. *That trouble is for
paught,” said Goulaz, who had nailed it there
the night before. He was a bold man, brav-
ing those whom he despised, and sometimes
he tried to be coolest when others were rav-
. ing mad. He went calmly, and posted up
another placard. Wernly, who was a Fri-
burger, lost all self-control. It was not
the paper, but the heretic, which he would
now attack. Rushing upon Goulaz, he
would have used the sword, but the Hugue-
" not drew his own, and in the fray, wounded
the canon in the arm. The uproar became
general ; a civil war, on a small scale, was
almost introduced under the shadow of the
church.

“That young man knows more about this
. than he dare tell,” said certain spectators
who were standing as a reserved force, ready
to fight when needed, and pointing out Ber-
thic Chautemps. “The affuir was gelten up
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in his father’s house, for the great heretic is
_ there.”

“It is false,” replied Berthie, quite willing

to show his proud bravery. “I dare you to
" accuse my father of any wrong. If he helped

post up the placards, he was right. It would
be better for you to read them and learn the
truth; you don’t hear it in the churches.”

He felt a hand laid upon his arm, and turned
suddenly to resist an insult. But he saw a
friend, and not a foe. It was the hand of
Claude Salomon.

“Your mother is very anxious about you,”
said the kind man.

“She came to my house, and asked me to
gearch for you. Will you come with me?”

Berthie could say nothing; his feet gave
the only reply by keeping step with his
friend. But his thoughts and fears outran
himself. What would his mother say, —
and his teacher?. He had broken several
promises, and been absent from the fam-



102 Geneva's Shield.

ily altar, where he knew a fervent prayer
had been sent up to God for him. He had
not studied his morning lesson. This was
not the worst; there was one thing which
he dreaded ta have his parents know, and
his breath would betray him. Entering the
door, he hurried to his room to avoid detec-
tion, and to think upon his ways.

“Your breakfast is waiting for you,” shout-
ed Charles, having gone half-way up the
stairs. “The rest of us finished ours long
8g0.”

“I don’t want any breakfast,” Berthie an-
swered, gruffly. “You can leave me alone.”

“Did you get into a fight?” asked Charles,
hurrying up the stairs, and keen to learn of
some new adventure.

“ It need not concern you, if I did.”

Berthie was angry. He met his brother at
his deor, rudely pushed him back, and turned
the key upon him.. Rough words passed
between them ; they forgot that they were
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brothers. Their mother came, and softly
asked Berthie to let her into his room. He
obeyed.

“My son,” said she, with tears upon her
cheeks, “that promise! Have you broken
it? Have you not been drinking at one of
the wine-shops? Oh, I wish I could be
mistaken ! ”

Berthie would not lie, however painful
was the truth. He was not so cowardly,
nor so regardless of God’s law against lying.
With sighs and broken speech, he said, “I
did not intend to go where people were
drinking, but young Lullin forced me to
take a glass with him.”

“Forced you? Why, I thought my son
was more of a man than to be forced to do
wrong.”

] mean he tempted me. He said there
would be some warm work in front of St.
Peter’s, and we needed something to nerve
us up.” »
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* And cannot you resist temptation ? Never
will you be a man if you do not.”

“I make good resolutions, and fair prom-
ises, but I break them when I forget myself.” ‘

“You forget God; that is the reason of
your trouble. You do ‘qot make your prom-
ises to him, pray for him to aid you in keep-
ing your resolutions. If you had begun this
day in prayer, and with some verse of Scrip-
ture in your mind, you would not have done
so many wrong deeds this morning. If
you had wished to remember your Lord, we
would have seen you at family worship.”

Berthie listened to his mother as she told
him of the dangers before him. Again he
made good promises. He saw her go into
the little room, where he knew she often
retired to pray “to the Father in secret.”
He heard the key turn, and he felt sure
that his mother was praying for him. Per-
haps some of his. sighs were prayers for
himself. '
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At the study hour he went to his teacher ;
but he had no lesson prepared.. He could
not apply himself to his book. Olivétan saw
that it was no time for _him to study, for
God was at work in his soul, and he said to
him, “Youneed the great pardon, my young
friend.”

“Indeed I do, but I am such a sinner,
was the broken reply. *“What shall I do?”

“Jesus calls sinners. Go to him. Ask
his pardon. Pray to him, asking that God
may forgive you for his sake. Let me read
to you the prayer of a man who had com-
mitted a great sin.”

The teacher took his Hebrew Bible, -
turned to the fifty-first psalm, and read it.
Berthie never had heard it before, and he
had no translation for his own reading.
How David had uttered just what he wished
to say ! “ Against Thee, Thee only have I
sinned. . Hide thy face from my sins,
and blp(Hmf all mine iniquities. Create in



106 Geneva’s Shield.

me a clean heart, O God, and renew a right
spirit within me.”

At the last meeting of the Bible class,
Olivétan had set forth the parable of the
Prodigal Son. Berthie did not then see its
meaning, but now it all came to his mind.
It hung before him as a mirror. He saw
himself in it. He thought — I am the prod-
igal. I have wanted to have my own way,
and do what I pleased with myself. I have
gone away into the far country of sin, and
wasted my powers in riotous living, and
then tried to live upon the husks of worldly
pleasure. Evil company is ruining me. I
must arise and go to my Father. But will
he forgive? )

It was an anxious day to the young stu-
dent. He could not learn his lessons, and
he was excused by his teacher, who told him
how to obtain “the great pardon.” He shut
himself up in his room, ang gave no heed to
the noises in the streets. While many were
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quarrelling over the placards, he was repent-
ing, and praying for the forgiveness of God,
and a new heart. Has the reader ever done
this? Perhaps you would be as ready to
defend the gospel as Berthie was ; but have
you obeyed it? Have you gone to some
place alone, and there bowed down, and
prayed, “God:be merciful to me a sinner”?

The night came, but Berthie felt that gen-
tle sleep would not close his eyes unless he
sought the forgiveness of those against whom
he had sinned at home. It was hard to go
to them and ask it, as many of us may know.
Is it not strange that one can more easily
kneel and ask pardon of God, than to seek it
of men, —even of the dearest friend? It
ought not so to be. Berthie at length sum-
moned up the courage, and went into his
mother’s room, where he thought she was
alone, reading her Testament. But his voice
seemed to fail him; perhaps his very face
craved forgiveness. His mother anticipated
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his request, and said, “My son, why are
you so long sad and heart-broken? Do you
not know that we all forgive you? Ido;
your father does, and so do your brother
and teacher.”

“I know you do; but will God forgive
me?” '

- “I was just reading those blessed words,
*If we confess our sins, he is faithful and just
to forgive us our sins, and to cleanse us from
all unrighteousness.” Take that assurance to
yourself; it is for you, if you will receive it.”

“But there are sins which we cannot con-
fess, one by one. I have been thinking over
my own. I once thought that they were
very few, and now I cannot count them.
Then there are many which I have forgotten,
and many which I scarcely know to be sins. -
Everything about me is full of sin.”

“Just confess all that to the Lord Jesus.
Tell him that your heart is ‘desperately
wicked ; who can know it?’ He does not
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require us to count our iniquities, so that he
may pardon only those which we can num-
ber.” :

“Will he forgive all the rest?” .

*“ Certainly, or not one of us could be
saved. He will surely pardon our forgotten
sins, and our sins of ignorance.” This was
new light to Berthie. It showed him the
way to make confession to Jesus Christ.
But lest he should make another mistake,
she added, *“ We ought to mention our evil
deeds one by one, so far as we are able.
This will cause us to feel their reality, and
also to know that forgiveness is a reality.”

Berthie was now convinced that God for-
gives all the sins of the penitent, when they
believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, who
bought the great pardon by his death. He
was not many days in sorrow and darkness.
He could not tell how it was, but one thing
he knew, that as soon as ke knelt alone and
poured forth his soul to his Saviour, he be-
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gan to have peace of mind. The more fully
he confessed himself a sinner, the more
clearly did he hope that he was a child of
God. Olivetan translated to him the thirty-
second psalm, and he was glad to find that
his case was quite like that of David. He
might say, “ When I kept silence, and made
no confession, God’s hand was heavy upon
me. My moisture was turned into the
drouth of summer.” But at length I said,
“I will confess my transgressions unto the
Lord ; and thou forgavest the iniquity of my
+ sin. For this shall every one that is godly
pray unto thee in a time when thou mayest
be found. . . . Thou art my hiding-place ;
thou shalt preserve me from trouble; thou
shalt compass me about with'songs of deliv-
erance.” Berthie had found the Protestant
confessional. It was the throne of grace.
There no price was to be given for a par-

don, because Jesus bought it w1th his own
blood on the cross.
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Was Berthie forgiven? No man could
tell him. Jesus would not whisper down"
from heaven, saying, “Thy sins are forgiven
thee.” But there were some proofs of the
fact. One was this, — he could say, “*I am
not now afraid to think of God. I love
him as my heavenly Father.” Another
was, that he showed forth a new life. He
seemed to have a new temper, a new heart,
a new will, and a new eherg . His tone
of voice was changed, so that he spoke
kindly toall. He was ready to take advice,
and he cheerfully obeyed his parents. His'
former companions said, “Some great
change has come over Berthie. He does
not seek our company as he once did, and
when he is with us, he does not talk and
act as we do.” His teacher now hoped to
see him become a good scholar, as well as a
devoted Christian. Berthie studied his
- books as he had never done before, recited
his lessons more promptly, and proved the



112 Geneva’s Shield.

truth of Luther’s saying, “ To pray well is
to study well.” When such changes appear
in one’s common life, there is some evidence
that he is forgiven of God.

Were there not others in Geneva who had
read “the great pardon,” and sought to ob-
tain it? No doubt it was blessed to the
few who had been reading their Testaments,
and inquiring how to be saved. But the
posting-up of the pldcards had not been
wise. It was not God’s method of having
the gospel proclaimed. Many were angry,
and, out of spite, bought the pardons of the
Pope.

The Canon Wernly made a great noise.
He reported the affair of the placards to the
Council of Friburg, and asked for ven-
geance. Fifteen days after he had been
wounded, the Friburgers sent Councillor
Laurent to Geuneva, saying to the scna-
tors in their hall, “ In the name of my can-
ton, I complain of you. Think what you
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have done since we made an alliance with
you, for your good. You have allowed Lu-
theran books to be read by your people;
you have permitted a certain school-master
to teach his doctrines in some of your
houses, and to preach in your streets; you
have not punished him, nor anybody else,
- for the placards; you have despised your
bishop and the Pope, and let one of your
Huguenots assault our good Canon Wernly.
Everybody says that you are Lutherans;
and, if this be so, gentlemen, we will tear
up the act of alliance, and throw the pieces
at your feet.”

“We are not Lutherans,” said the Gene-
van councillors, many of whom were Ro-
manists. They feared the threat of the Fri-
burgers.

“Then arrest Goulaz. Summon him be-
fore you, and punish him.”

*We had nothing to do with the placards.
We disapprove them. As for Goulaz, he

’ 8.
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only acted in self-defence, and yet we have
fined him.”

The Genevans were more than willing to
satisfy the Friburgers. They came to
terms. The next day a trumpeter was sent
through the streets, loudly forbidding any
papers to be posted up without leave of the
council. But this was not enough. Lau-
rent knew whom to strike, and he whispered
to the priests. They made a clamor, saying,
*Qlivétan is the heretic; his voice must be
stopped.”

“Not with my consent,” answered Jean
Chautemps. *He is doing more for our
young men than was ever done by their
fathers.”

The debate grew warm. The oppos-
ers of truth gained their point, and it
was ordered that, “for the present, the
school-master should cease to preach the
gospel.” The Romish party was in power.
The priests went to work right earnestly to
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drive the word of God out of the city.
They visited almost every family, and de-
manded that every copy of the New Testa-
ment should be surrendered.

One day, some of these fierce Bible-hunt-
ers came to the house of John Levet, when
he was away from home. Pernetta had
called to see Paula, and devise some way
of holding a Bible class in secret from their
enemies. “ We will meet at Claude Salo-
mon’s, and make garments for the poor,”
said Pernetta; “and the teacher will come
and talk to us more about the psalms. How
kind he is to translate them for us, and™
write them out for us on slips of paper!”

* But what if those bad men should come
down upon our little meeting, and find our
Testaments ?” said Paula, who knew how
narrowly they had escaped at their last as-

- sembly.
“We will not carry-our Testaments.

Berthie and I will make a good many cop-
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ies of the new psalm, and then we can
say that we have no Bibles with us. But
that would not be right, would it?”

A noise was heard at the door. Three
strong men demanded admittance.

“Run, Pernetta, with our Testaments, and
hide them. in the garden,” said Paula, who
went to the front door.

“In the name of the council we ask you
to give inta our hands all the Lutheran
books that are in your house,” said the in-
truders.

“There are none here,” Paula replied.
“You can look about, and search the house
for your own satisfaction.”

_“Have you no Testaments hidden away ?”

“If we have, it is your part to find them.
You want to rob us of the gospel of Jesus
Christ ; what will you give us in its place?
— Romish stories, fables, and legends? ”

“Bring the books instantly, or we will ar-
rest you.” -
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“You dare not seize me, and thrust me
into prison,” said Paula ; “ and if you should
take from me the best book in-the world,
you could not rob my memory of the holy
words which I have stored up in it. But
we will not have it said that we deceived
you. We will be honest, lest God should
charge us with a lie.”

She went to get the hidden treasures. It
was hard, but it was honest, thus to deal"
with foes. She thought that God would
overrule it for good. Perhaps some eye
might catch the truth, some heart be touched,
some soul be converted.

The Testaments were brought. They
were surrendered with tears. The men
took them, but seemed almost disposed to
give them back. They turned from the
door, and talked on their way. “I wish
our priests had read their Bibles half as
much as these women have-read these books.
See how they are worn!”
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“Ha! do you see?” said another; “there
is something written on the margins, here
and there.”

*Good ! ” exclaimed the third ; “ it is pure
heresy, no doubt. Let us give over the
books to the judges, and they may discover
something to condemn these heretics to se-
vere punishment.”

The first two men insisted upon keeping
in charge the new prizes. They felt
ashamed : something in the tone, the words,
the courage, the honesty, and the tears of
the innocent women strangely affected
them. They resolved to call at no more
doors on that day; they had done enough,
perhaps too much. They went home, and
had an intense curiosity to read the Testa-
ments. One of them was struck with the
verse marked in Pernetta’s copy, *Search
the Scriptures, for in them ye think ye have
eternal life, and -they are they which testify
of me.”
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*'Of me!” said the man to himself.
*“Who is this that speaks? I must see.”
He found that it was Jesus. He read of
the Saviour, and was astonished. The next
morning he went to his friend, saying, “I
shall take no more Testaments from the
people. I wish I had one for myself.”

“I am of your mind,” replied the other.
“This is a good book, and those who read
it are better Christians than we are. Thek
religion is not a new one; it is the old one,
taught by Christ and his apostles.” These
men still turned over the leaves of the Tes-
tament, and found something new and won-
derful at every page. They resolved to re-
turn the books to Paula Levet. They went
to her house, saying, These Testaments
show us that it is wrong for us to take them
away from you. Take them back, and tell

"us where we can get copies for ourselves.”

Paula feared that this was a mere trick, in

order to discover where the larger stores of
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truth were kept. There were men who se-
cretly brought packages of Testaments into
Geneva, to be sold or donated, and she did
not dare to reveal their names. There was
a wiser plan. “Come to-morrow,” said,
she, “and I will have a copy for each of
you.” To this they agreed.

In such ways as this the good word fell
into the hands of its foes. A few of them
Pead it, and believed that the Lord intended
it for all people. *This is the old religion,”
said they ; “it teaches a free pardon, and a
crucified Saviour.” Every day there were
new converts to the truth of the gospel.
Officers, citizens, councillors, and magis-
trates had the Testament brought under
their eyes for the first time, and they must
examine to see what it contained. Many of
them were won to the party of the * gospel-
lers.”

“ Show yourselves Christians,” said Bau-
dichon to Councillor Chautemps and his
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friends. I Speak out boldly in the council,
and insist upon the rights of the Word of
God.” ' .

“Yes,” added some of the moderate Ro-
manists, “it is Christian-like to read and
preach the gospel, instead of mere fables,
visions, legends, and sham miracles. Our
church will be purified by it.”

The council met. The great question
was, Shall the gospel be banished ? -

“No!” said Councillor Chautemps. “I
boldly declare that I will live according to
the Word of God, and defend its right to a
place in every household.”

*So will I?” said half a dozen others.

“Let the council forbid it to be sup-
pressed,” added a leading senator.

The point was carried. It was ordered
that the bishop’s vicar take measures to have
the gospel preached in every parish and con-
vent of Geneva. This was the first official act
in Geneva in favor of a reformation. It was
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not intended to banish the Romish worship,
but to purge it, and confirm the people in
the right to learn the Word of God.

Its dateis July, 1532. Not three months
later the city was turned upside down by
the visit of a notable man.




CHAPTER V.

A GENEVAN GUST.

(?" 4N a fine October day, in 1532, a
messenger came to Olivetan, say-
VA | ing, “There are two men at the
Tour Perce (the inn of the pierced tower)
wish you to call and see them.”

“Who are they ? ” inquired Olivétan.

“They are travellers. One rode a white
horse, and the other a black. The first is a
little man, with a red beard and a sun-burnt
who face.”

Olivétan made haste to the inn, and there
met William Farel and Antony Saunier.
Farel was a Frenchman, who had been
nearly five years in Switzerland, preaching

in the valleys and the towns, and filling them
123
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with his doctrines. He was an Elijah in
boldness, and a Paul in missionary labors.
No man did so much as he to introduce the
gospel in French Switzerland. Long had
his eye turned to Geneva, as he prayed for
the day to come when he might preach in the
streets ; and now two thoughts were in his
mind.

*“ We have been on a visit to the Walden-
ses,” said Farel, “and seen the manuscript
copies of the Bible, which they have kept
sacred for centuries. But those wonderful
Christians need a new translation of the
Word of God. You are learned in Hebrew
and Greek, and I have come to ask that you
will translate it for them. We will raise the
means to get it printed.”

“I am notable to do it,” replied the mod-
est teacher. “You can do the work better
than I can.”

“God has not given me leisure. He sends
me into another field. Think solemaly on
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what he would have you to do, and remem-
ber that if you refuse to do his work, you
must wither under his frown.”

“T trust that I am engaged in God’s work .
here,” said the school-master ; and the con-
versation was turned to affairs in Geneva.
How to promote the gospel there, was Fa-
rel’s second great thought. He drew from
his pocket several letters of introduction
to leading Huguenots. He and Olivétan
made calls at their houses, and they were
glad to know that a great man was in town.
“Certainly,” said they, “let us have a meet-
ing. We want to hear you tell us our er-
rors, and the way to reform them ‘Where
shall we meet?”’

* At my lodgings, in the Tour Perce, to-
morrow morning,” replied Farel. “The gos-
pel is not afraid of the daylight; see that
you are not.”

The good news was sent to other Huoue- ,
nots, Pefnetta sadly whispered to Paula
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Levet, “We cannot go; the women are
not invited.” :

In the morning, these chief citizens went
caufiously to the inn, quite as much in fear
of the priests as Nicodemus was in fear of
the Jews, when he went to Jesus by night.
One by one they entered the room of the
renowned preacher.

The landlord brought in benches, on which
they sat, and Farel had his chair by a little
table, on which he placed the Word of God.
*“You tell me,” said he, *that you wish to be
instructed in the way of salvation. You
must, then, take this divine Word to be
your source of all-saving truth. You must
obey it. You can never have true liberty
unless you serve God. You can never re-
form Geneva by posting up placards on the
streets ; apply the great pardon of God to
your own hearts and consciences, and be re-
newed by the spirit of Christ ; then you will
be reformed and made free.” They listened to
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all he had to say, rose, thanked him, and left
the room.

“ He believes what he preaches,” said one
of the Vandel brothers. *“The Bible must
take the place of all other teachings.”

“ And Jesus Christ must be exalted above
all men, be they popes or priests,” added
Councillor Chautemps. “For my part, I
acknowledge no other Saviour.”

*“And if we profess to be Christians, we
must live more as our Master did,” said
Claude Salomon. *“We must give to the
poor both the earthly and the heavenly bread.
We are trying too much to be a seloct class,
rather above the common people.”

Thus they talked on their way to their
homes and offices.

It was soon noised abroad that a bold
preacher had dared to expound the Bible in
a tavern. There was a great sensation
among the opposers of the gospel. The nun,
Jeanme de Jussie, wrote in her journal of
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*“this wretched preacher, who was beginning
‘to speak secretly at his lodgings, and to in-
fect the people with heresy.”

A second meeting was held. The Lord,
Jesus was proclaimed as a redeemer.
*Come to our houses,” said Chautemps and
other chief citizens, “and tell these glad
tidings to our wives and children.”

Thus the gate was opened into this new
ficld, and Farel was ready to enter it.
This alarmed the priests, who set about
frightening the women, for among the Gene-
van ladies were the main supporters of the
papacy. .

“Let us march forth and drive the here-
tics from the Tour Perce,” said some of the
women.

They raised a company, as if a war were
on hand. Claudine Levet had the spirit to
enlist, but she thought it would not be quite
proper for a lady to train with a mob.

She said, “If it were to drive away that

*
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seamstress Pernetta, who has befooled my .
sister Paula, and who is such a model of
piety for some of our ladies, I would join the
ranks in a moment. People think that her
prayers heal the sick, and they call her an
angel among the poor ! How ridiculous!”

But Dame Claudine was too angry to
laugh at Pernetta; she was more disposed
to curse.

“What does all this mean?” asked the
landlord of the Tour Perce, when he saw at
his doors a motley troop of men and
women.

“You are harboring the worst of here-
tics,” said one of them. “ We come to ask
that you will send them away.” v

“Really, that would be hard. They are
very quiet gentlemen. They talk more like
good Christians than any lodgers I have had
this many a day. If you would take them
to St. Peter’s, and put them in the place of

some of your carousing canons, it would be
* 9
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well. But, indeed, I cannot turn them out
of doors.”

“Then we shall do it for you.”

They called loudly for the two preachers,
who appeared boldly before them. “We
demand that you leave the city as hastily as
you rode into it,” said some of the women,
“or we will force you to depart.”

.Farel looked at the mob with his keen
eye. To him this was no storm at all;
it was a mere breeze that made Geneva in-
teresting to him. He was used to being as-
sailed and beaten. “We have only told a
few people the truth,” said he; “and, if we
cannot prove what we say, we offer ourselves
to death.”

There was a coarse muttering in the crowd,
like the raging of the waves when they are
about to dash against an enduring rock. The
rabble dared not attack the fearless man.
He wished to preach to them, but his friends
restrained him. They vented their anger in
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threats and curses, and fell back, one after
another, resolving to return home. The
commotion increased in the camp of the ene-
mies of the gospel. They hurried to the
magistrate’s, saying, “Farel has not ob-
tained permission of the bishop, nor of his
vicar, to preach. We demand his arrest;
seize also those who have invited him to talk
at their houses.” T

The order was given; Farel and Saunier
were led to the town hall, and into the coun-
cil chamber. One of the judges looked .
fiercely at the man whose voice had rung
through the Alps, and roughly said to him,
“It is you who do nothing but disturb the
world. Your tongue is the trump of sedi-
tion. You are a busy-body, and you have
come here to create discord. We order you
to leave the city instantly.”

Was this giving a man a fair trial? Fa-
rel was calmin the storm. He denied that
" he had come to raise a disturbance, and with
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a trembling voice, he said, “I am ready to -
prove from God’s word that my doctrine is
true, and to shed the last drop of my blood
for it.”

This was no vain boast; he had alrcady
shed some blood for the gospel. His judges
began to be softened. The Huguenot mem-
bers of the council took courage, and spoke
in his defence. But he had one argumcnt
which would tell upon their minds ; he kept
it to the last of his speech: “Are you the
allies of Berne? Would you offend them?
Know ye that my lords of Berne have given
me letters, setting forth my innocence, and
begging you to hear me peacefully ?”’

He placed the letters in their hands. They
grew wiser. “If you condemn me un-
heard,” said Farel, “you insult God, and,
as you see, also my lords of Berne.”

Fear made them more just, and the coun-
cillors said, “ We dismiss you, only asking
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. that you will not disturb the peace of the
city.”

The two ministers left the room. But
they had. trouble to reach their lodgings.
A crowd was in the streets ready to attack .
them. '

Meanwhile the bishop’s vicar called a coun-
cil of a different kind at his house. If the

" civil court let Farel slip, the church court
‘might have a firmer grasp upon him. Some
of its members had a secret plot, which they
would attempt to carry out. Let Farel be
summoned, and they would see that: he
never went out of the house alive. It isa
* pious nun” who records the conspiracy.and
approves it. Saunier and Olivétan were
also to be called before the vicar, who had
no hand in the secret plot. Three men, of
the better class, were sent to the inn. The
preachers and the school-master agreed to
obey the summons, when it was told them,
“No harm shall be done you; we pledge
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our word for that.” These were honorable
men ; they meant what they said. They left
the inn, but could scarcely make their way
safely through the streets. “Look at the
dogs,” cried certain women and cowardly
men.

At Jength they entered the house of the
grand vicar. Every insult was heaped upon
Farel that could be by words. He tried to
preach calmly to the clerical judges, and
touch their hearts by setting forth Christ as
his master and their Lord. But as he spoke,
their rage burned. At one moment they
gnashed their teeth, saying, “He blas-
phemes; he is guilty of death!” At an-
other, they rose to their feet, exclaiming,
“To the Rhone, to the Rhone ! kill him, kill
him !”

“Speak the words of God, and not those
of Caiaphas,” said he, in Janswer to the charge
of blasphemy.

“Strike! strike!” shouted a canon. His
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associates were willing to obey. They sur-
rounded the three reformers, beating, and
shamefully using them. Still the three per-
secuted men were calm and patient. There
were some who protested against this un-
just treatment, and those who had pledged
their word that no harm should be done, de-
clared that they would ring the great bell,
aud summon the general council. Farel
and his friends were led into another room,
¢ ¢covered with spittle, and severely bruised,”
says the historian Spanheim.

Not far off stood a violent man, with a
musket in his hand. As soon as he saw
Farel he levelled it at him, but the priming
flashed ; the ball was not sent forth on a
deadly errand. “I am not to be shaken by
a pop-gun,” said Farel, coolly. “Your toy
does not alarm me.”

The grand vicar and his clergy talked to-
gether of what was wisest todo. They, too,
fearcd sy *lords of Berne.” They came to
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a decision. The reformers’ were again
brought into the room. The vicar said,
“William Farel, leave this house, and if
you and your two companions are not gone
from the city within six hours, you shall
suffer death at the stake.”

It was useless to offer any plea, or beg for
any favor. The three Christian heroes hesi-
tated, but were thrust out with kicks and
blows. In the strect there were perils thick
along their way. An armed guard came to
their defence, but, in spite of them, an assas-
sin rushed at Farel with a sword, “to run
him through,” when a chief councillor seized
his arm, and saved the reformer. They
reached the inn, and a guard was placed
around it to kecp the mob from violence
during the night.

We return to the house of Councillor
Chautemps, where faithful souls had heen
lifting their prayers to God. Thus, in an-
cient days, “ prayer was made without ceas-
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ing of the church” for Peter, while Herod
was seeking his life. Berthie had remained
at home, lest he should enter into tempta-
tion. He learned how to pray for others,
when he pleaded alone with God for the
safety of his father, his teacher, and their
companions in peril. Paula Levet and
other good women had gathered at the
house, when the councillor came home to
tell of the results of the unjust trials.

“Let us bless the Lord,” said Madame
Jacquema, “that the three good men,
whom he sent to us, are delivered from the
hands of the mob. But what a wicked city
this is! I fear that the gospel will never
be planted here.”

“Do not despair,” replied Claude Salo-
mon. %It was thus at Jerusalem, where
the Lord Jesus was put to death, and where
the disciples were persecuted ; but the gospel
finally triumphed. And in how many places
was the Apostle Paul treated as Farel now
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is, yet the Christian church was established.
Our Lord said, °If they have persecuted
me, they will persecute you also.””

“Do you think that we shall be called to
suffer?”” inquired Pernetta, looking at her
friend Paula.

“I expect it every day. I do not know
where I should have been to-night, if the
two men who brought back our Testaments
bad not come along in time to send the rab-
ble from the door. I found out the name of
one of them. It is Ernest Lery. He was
once a policeman, and he wishes to come to
our little meetings.”

“The very man I want to-night,” said
Councillor Chautemps.

He looked around him, as if he had said
too much; but he knew his honest com-
pany.

“Not a soul of you must whisper what I
am saying, out of this house,” he continued.
“Who will go for this man ? It will not

r
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do to send Berthie, lest his track be fol-
lowed.”

“I will go,” replied Paula. *Can Per-
netta join me ?” After a little thought the
councillor gave his consent. The messen-
gers started, innocently disguised, and
avoiding the more public streets.

One by one came several of the Hugue-
nots to consult with the councillor, and form
a plan to get the three reformers out of the
inn, and away from the cily. “It must be
done very early, before a mob can be
raised,” said Chautemps.

“Trust me to be ready before daybreak,”
replied Goulaz. “And I propose that we
get the horses outside the gates to-night.
We will find a way over the walls for the
men.” .

*“T have another plan,” said the council-
lor. 'While it was discussed, Ernest Lery
appeared. He was a stoutly built man,
fearless of danger, fond of adventure, and
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proud of being trusted with a secret com-
mission. The councillor explained the state
of affairs, and asked, —

“Are you willing to run all risks, and
help deliver these three Christian gentlemen
from their enemies ?”

“I gm, sir; I would carry them on my
shoulders, one at a time, to Berne, if they
would tell me, while I sat down to rest, how
to become a better man. Iam now a reader
of that good little book, which you all hold
to be above all price. But why do you wait
until the morning? Why not bring away
one of them to-night?”

*Can it be done?”

“I will try it, and prove to you that I am
a true friend. Let me have charge of the
school-master. The vicar and his agents
wish that he was safe at your house. I
know it, for I overheard some of them talk-
ing on my way hither. - They dread your
influence in the general council.”
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“ Go, then, and bring him.”

It was perilous work, for the rabble still
lingered about the inn. Ernest was soon at
the door. It was not easy for him to gain
admittance, for the guards had once known
- him as a zealous Bible-hunter, and a hater
of its readers. But they had never known
him to break his word, and they took his
pledge as his passport. It was not.less dif-
ficult to convince Olivetan that he was act-
ing in good faith. ,

“You will trust me when, you see that
this is from your own room,” said Ernest,
showing him some beautiful Hebrew manu-
script, in the teacher’sown hand. Pernetta
bad furnished it, when the messenger asked
for some token by which he might prove the
good intent of his mission. Olivétan was
convinced. Bidding farewell to his friends,
and taking the arm of the strong man, he
went safely home, where he was received
- with great joy. The company looked upon

r
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him, bruised, and in torn garments, as al-
most a martyr. It is far better,” said he,
“to be hated in a good cause, than loved in
a bad one.”

*“ Will you trust me now?” asked Ernest,
in a tone of pride over his achievement.

“Certainly,” replied Chautemps. Can
you get a boat, and have it ready early in
the morning ?”

“I have one of my own, sir, and I will
promise you men to row it, who neverfailed
at the oar.”

The arrangements were all made; every
one knew the part which he was to perform.
The visitors took their leave.

“What an outrage!” said Madame Jac-
quema ; “the ministers have not been thir-
ty-six hours in the city, and now they must
flee for their lives | and we poor women had
not a sight of them, nor one word from
their lips.”

There was a glimmer of the dawn when
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Jean Goulaz and three other stanch
Huguenots went to the Tour Perce: The
other party was not asleep ; some of them
bad suspected a movement to rescue the
besieged ministers. A signal was given;
the four men entered the inn and brought
out Farel and Saunier. There was a mur-
mur among those that breathed out cruelty.
*“The imps are going,” said they. Farel
wished . to give them an exhortation as he
walked along, but Amie Perrin would not
permit it. At the water’s edge Ernest was
waiting. He took the ministers and the
four Huguenots into his boat, and it was
pushed away amid the hootings, hissing,
groans, and threats of the crowd. The
missiles hurled at them fell far short of the
boat, and the preachers were rowed up the
lake, and landed at a quiet point near Lau-
- sanne. They parted with their friends, and

took their way to towns where they had
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planted the gospel amid scenes almost as
discouraging.

If it be a sign of true greatness to persist
in thinking that a good work must be done,
to be made more resolute by defeat, to
turn failures to a wise account, to take diffi-
culties as the spice of labor and success,
to be fertile of resources and of new
wethods, to be so devoted to a cause as to
lose all personal glory in seeking to advance
it, and to discover an easy way to overcome
the stoutest resistance, then Farel was a

. truly great man. He had tact, skill, ge-
nius. He knew not how to give up in de-
spair. He had faith in God, and a sublime
expectation that the truth would prevail.
Geneva should yet be gained ; his visit had
taught him how to take that agitated city.
In the morning breeze on the lake he had
probably laid his plans, and chosen the man
for the mission. )

A council was called at Yvonand, on the
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southern shore of the beautiful Lake Neuf-
chitel. There a little Christian flock had
been gathered, and its pastor was the young
Anthony Froment, born in Dauphiny, the
native country of William Farel. The
great missionary of all that region, whose
tremendous voice had rung in almost every
valley, and on whose body were the marks
of rough usage, gave his brethren a report
of aflairs at Geneva. While all were star-
ing, Froment could not keep his eyes off the
bold reformer, and he pitied the Huguenots,
so grievously wronged by the papal clergy.

*You are the man,” said Farel to his
young countryman, with the authority of
one of the ancient prophets. “Go and try
if you can find an entrance into Geneva to
preach there.”

“I go?” replied Froment, quite startled.
*“How can I face the enemies from whom
you must flee?”

“Begin there as I began at Aigle, far up
10
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in the Alps, where I was a school-master at
first, and taught little children, and then
drew their parents, so that at last even the
priests gave me liberty to preach. True,
they soon repented, and even now I seem to
hear the curate exclaiming, ‘I would rath-
er have lost my hand than have introduced
this man, for he will ruin all our business.’
But it was too late for them to cry down
the gospel ; God’s work had begun, and the
mass and the images fell.”

* A pian needs experience to gain a foot-
ing in Geneva.”

**You have enough; you will get more
on the ground. Do you fear the Gene-
vans? Remember the fury which you have
faced in other places. Were you not with
me in many a conflict in the towns all about
us? Were you not at my side when I went
to Neufchatel, and preached in the streets
and markets? Did we not often receive our
pay in blows and abuse?”
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These remembrances were not the most
pleasant. Froment had no glowing ardor
for a dangerous enterprise. Some of his
brethren thought that a preacher of only
twenty-two years was not the right man for
the work. He turned again to his village
flock, and revolved the question whether he
should go to Geneva. A heroic soul was
needed.
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CHAPTER VI.
THE SCHOOL AT THE GOLDEN CROSS.

, Lord God! behold, I cannot
speak ; for I am a child,” said the
prophet Jeremiah when his minis.

try was set before him. *I am too young to
go to Geneva,” said Antony Froment.

“The everlasting God does not count upon
the years of a man,” replied Farel, still urg-
ing the matter presented a few days before.
“To Jeremiah the Liord spake thus : * Say not
I am a child ; for thou sbhalt go to all that I
shall send thee, and whatsoever I command
thee thou shalt speak. Be not afraid of
their faces; for I am with thee to deliver
thee.” Go to Geneva, fearing nothing. You

will find men there quite ready to receive
‘ 148
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you. Your very obscurity will protect you.
God will guide and guard you.”

In his room Froment bowed, praying:
“ O God, I trust no human power, but place
myself entirely in thy hands.” The case
was decided. Sadly the people of Yvonand
talked together about losing their pastor.
Praying for his success in another field, they
parted with him in tears. On his way he
sometimes stopped on the road, and asked
himself whether it was not sheer madness to
enter upon the mission proposed. “No, I
will not shrink back,” he said, “for God
hath chosen the weak things of the world to
confound the mighty.”

He tells us that he entered Geneva on the
third of November,—1532, a day he was
not likely to forget. He knew enough of
the late scenes to choose other quarters than
the Tour Perce. At a quiet inn he took
lodgings, hoping -that the morrow would
furnish him with a kindlier home. He set
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forth into the town thinking that he might
find some acquaintance whose welcome would
relieve his embarrassment; but all were
strangers, and very short with him. *“Oh
that Olivetan were here!” he sighed, when
almost in despair of finding a door open to
the gospel. But that good man was pre-
paring to visit the Waldenses, and for them
translate the Bible. “I’ll try some of those
gentlemen who Farel said would receive
me,” was the next thought.

“Glad to see you, Monsieur Froment,”
said Councillor Chautemps, as he showed the
stranger into the common room. “Glad to
have news from our dear Olivetan and the
excellent Farel. What a cavalier that man
is in his work!” The councillor went on
reading the letter of introduction, often
glancing at the bearer, and reading him also
quite as closely. Then, folding it up, he
scemed to have nothing to say. The young
man did not fill his eye. Very useful, no
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doubt, in a retired village, but what could
he do in Geneva? Did not Farel know that
it was a noble and learned city, full of rich
old families, elegant ladies, fine gentlemen,
‘keen wits, and shrewd observers? Why,
some of them once had an idea of permit-
ting Lauther to try his grand eloquence with-
in their walls, and make there his seat of
power, if he could! Great preachers were
no rarity among the Roman clergy, who
often visited Geneva, and it would require
a learned doctor to confute them. And did
Farel imagine that the Genevans would be
elated at the coming of a young man so poor,
_plain, artless, and unpromising? Really
_there was nothing to do but stare at the rus-
tic stranger, and avoid insulting him for his
presumption. ,

«] came hoping to have the way made
clear for me to preach,” said Froment, anx-
jous to break the painful silence.

«Tt will take very eloguent preaching to »
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draw the Hugucnots, and it must be very
moderate to suit the Mamelukes,” replied
Chautemps. “What Farel could not ac-
complish, scarcely any other man need at-
tempt. He who gains a footing here must
have uncommon powers.”

There was another silence after this with-
ering remark. ,

“You have no plan then to suggest.”

* Our plans have all failed; the reformer
of Geneva must be his own adviser.”

This was chilling enough, and the way
was soon found into the street. Froment
summoned courage, and called upon other
Huguenots, such as Goulaz and Baudichon.
His mean appearance gave them long faces;
their words were few, and they were polit-
est when bowing out the little man.

Again at his inn, he felt what he wrote in
later years : “I found them so cold, so timid,
and so startled at what had been done to

e Farel and his companions, that they dared
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not unbosom themselves, and still less re-
ceive me into their houses.”

Before running up a long bill at the inn,
he resolved to return to the villagers, who had
wept when he left them. There was no
farewell given to the Huguenot gentlemen :
why should they miss him, so insignificant
in their eyes? He passed through the city
gate, felt free for a moment, and — stopped.
Why? His conscience checked him. This
flight would never do. Success never comes
before an attempt. “I began with the great,
and failed,” thought he; “I neglected the
lowly. God’s mighty ones are the feebls,
the poor, the very ‘children.” He retraced
his steps.

*What !” said the innkeeper, “want lodg-
ings again?”

“I have remembered Jonah. Il try Nin-
eveh now.” .

In his room he sat down, I'eanedAon the
table with his head in his hands, and asked
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what the Lord*wanted with him. Courage
came by prayer. God had rebuked his
loftier aims through the Genevans, and now,
if they would not receive him as a preacher,
he would turn school-master.

~ Again in the street the air was fresher,
for he felt independent, and earnest for work. -
But soon he encountered a group of Hugue-
not gentlemen, who had heard with no little
relief that he had packed up and departed.
At the sight of him they uttered a word of
surprisc and apprehension.

“I am still here,” said he, “but do not be
affrighted. My presence shall not put you
in danger. Keep aloof” from me; do not
recognize me. Let what you know of my
first attempts here be a secret. I shall take
a new tack; I have another plan.”

“What is it?” they asked, almost trem-
bling in their shoes, lest he was preparing
for another social explosion.

“You will know in the morning. Be as-
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sured that it will be a work of peace. Have
nothing to do with me.” He bowed, and
took his way. Meeting a man of humble *
looks, he asked, “Can you tell me of a
place to start a school ?”

¢ Perhaps you may get Boytet’s hall,” re-
plied Le Patu. It is at the sign of the
Golden Cross, near the Molard.” '

They went there together and secured it.
The next step was to get scholars. Froment
had his plan, and he took his pen in order
to awaken again the Genevese.

At the next dawn there was a new won-
der on the walls, and on the blank side of
old houses. Since the morning of -*“The
Great Pardon,” the popular eye had been on
the gaze for placards. Here and there a
crowd gathered to read the proposal of a
stranger. It ran thus, — ,

«There has just arrived in this city a man
who engages to teach reading and writing,
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in French, in one month, to all who will
come to him, young and old, men and
"women, even those who have never been to
school. And, if they cannot read and write
witthin the said month, he asks nothing for
his trouble. He will be found at Boytet’s
grand hall, near the Molard, at the sign of

the Golden Cross. Many diseases cured

gratis. Axt. FROMENT.”

“The very man we talked with a day
or two ago,” said some, “and he talks well.”

“Rather too cheap learning,” muttered
others, “and given in too short a time.
Some trap, I suspect.”

“It is not a snare for money,” replied
Claude Salomon, *for, if you learn nothing,
you pay nothing.”

“He is a devil,” roared a priest in the
throng ; “he enchants all who go near him.
" Let ‘him take his own medicine to cure his
folly.””
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The school opened, and a Romish author
tells us that “ the sick and ignorant flocked
thither in crowds.” But healthy and well-
informed people also took an interest in it.
“Now is your chance, my lads,” Claude Sal-
omon, out of his kind heart, would say;
and, if the boys would allow him to intro-
duce them to the teacher and take lessons,
he would pay the bills.

My French is quite provincial,” said Paula
Levet, who soon understood that the school-
master’s French had a strong gospel tone in
it, *“ and, if Pernetta will join me, I will try
a few lessons.” This opened the way for
the good women.

*He is a charming teacher,” said Charles
Chautemps. “Such a man to tell stories was
never in this town ; and real good, true sto-
ries they are too. I just crept in this after-
noon, and heard him tell about Peter the
fisherman, and the man who sowed tares in
his neighor’s field.”

.
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The councillor thought it might be well
for his son to improve his handwriting, and
Froment’s style of French might do him
some good,— the gospel part especially.
Froment had his pupils copy texts of Scrip-
ture, which set forth the true way to holiness
and heaven. Rome was struck upon the
flank ; an army of children made the noise-
less charge.

After the chlldren had used well their
tongues and pens in the school, they gave
practice to their ears, for their teacher read
to them wondrous words out of a strange
little book that many of them had never
seen. If their friends were ill, he sent to
them a few simple remedies. They ran home
and told their parents what they had heard,
and, to be sure that all was right, the fathers
and mothers began to drop in just before the
closing hour of the school. *That sounds
- more like religion,” some whispered, “than
anything we hear in the churches!”
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“How these Huguenots are seeking wis-
dom ! ” said certain wits. *All at once they
set about improving themselves. It is well;
they need the diversion. 'What fine scholars
we shall soon have jogging us at every cor-
ner!” :

But irony could not check the growing
eagerness to hear the man who was so gen-
erous with his speech and his remedies.
Men, women, and children pressed through
the door under the Cross of Gold, while the
Jjesters jeered.

“Here’s where you get your Dauphmese
French !” cried certain followers of the baser
sort. “Think of that graybeard there tak-
ing writing lessons!” “There goes a lady
who has the sick headache !”

But no jesting, no sarcasm, no scoffs, could
prevent the number of hearers from increas-
ing day by day. Even the men who had so
coolly bowed the little man out of their
houses were seen at the hour in the hall
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when Froment had something new to tell
them.

*“ He does not attack the Roman church,”
said some of his admirers to certain priests
of the better class. *There are no philip-
pics, no invectives against the clergy, no
doom uttered upon our city. But we never
heard such doctrines. Jesus of Nazareth
must have been a wonderful teacher. And
how he suffered ! ”

A few of these priests went to the hall,
sat on the benches, leaned forward eagerly
listening, with mouths half open, and, with-
out knowing it, they often nodded assent
to the truths which made them forgetful of
the prejudices. They went away saying,
“Good doctrines ; we should do well to re-
ceive them.”

There were other priests and monks more
bigoted. They took alarm. They ran hith-
er and thither, entering private houses, and
saying, ‘‘Has that mean-looking Frenchman
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got you by the ears? How is it that he be-
witches you?”

“He shows us that we are ignorant and
needy, lost and perishing, and going blinded
into eternity.”

. “Is it such talk that charms you? We
can tell you all that.”

“Aye, but he has good news for us. Lost
sinners have a Saviour. If we only be-
lieve — ”

“It is enough for you to believe what your
church teaches. * What does that little fool °
know about it?”

“That fool can teach you to be wise. You
call him a devil; he might cast the evil
spirit out of you, if you would listen to
him.”

Yet most of these people had no thought
of forsaking the Roman church, the mass,

“and the confessional.
Great was the ridicule poured forth upon

Froment, his gogpel lessons, and his simple
11
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medicines, in the (irug-shop of Aimé Levet,
and Dame Claudine emptied the vials of her
wrath on his name whenever she heard it
mentioned. For it had crossed the Rhone,
and taken hold of the people of St. Ger-
vais, where she lived. She was an honest
women, influential, quick in her percep-
tions, but very superstitious, and devoted to
popery. With pain and pity she saw her
beautiful sister-in-law, Paula, led away by
the new doctrines, and made very zealous
for the Word of God. "One day Paula
called, saying, “For the love of me, do
come and hear about the new faith. It
pains me to have you refuse so often.”

“I’have a great horror of that man; he
is an enchanter. I wish neither to see uor
hear him,” replied Claudine.

“ He speaks like an angel.”

“I consider him a devil.”

“If you hear him you will be saved.”

“ And I think I shall be damned.”
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*“ At least, hear him dﬁce,” urged Paula,
who finally prevailed.

Dame Claudine took every care to guard .
her soul against magic and éorcery, by arm-
ing herself with holy wax on her bosom,
verbena leaves on her brows, rosaries about
her neck, amulets on her wrists, besides a
full supply of crosses and relics. “I am -
going to hear an enchanter,” she said to her-
self; “but I may expose his arts and lead
back my sister into the fold.”

She entered the hall, sat down in front of
“ the magician,” while he was holding forth
the word of life, and she repeatedly made
the sign of .the cross, and commended her-
self to the care of the saints. She felt
nothing at first but mockery and derisiop.
But she was soon surprised ; there was no
incantation, no mummery.- There stood a
plain, artless, sincere man, with a little book
in his haud, now reading from it the words
of Christ, and now explaining them, and
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sending them as arrows into the hearts of
the eager listeners. She lifted her eyes;
she looked at the book ; she stared into his
face; she caught the tender glance of his
moist eye, and scarcely knew that the tears
were gathering in her own. *Yes,” said he,
“the publicans and sinners drew near to
Jesus to hear him, and to wonder. They
heard him say, ‘I am the good Shepherd.’
I seek the lost sheep, and bring them back
to the fold. T restore them to their heav-
enly Father. I open heaven to them. I
give unto them eternal life. They cannot
purchase salvation. I give it to them.
Come, take it freely.” Then looking at the
children, he said, — ,
, '.'My little frieu&s, what was your copy
to-day?”

“ After darkness I hope for light,” an-
swered a score of voices, and the ears of -
such Huguenot patriots as. Goulaz and Auni
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Perrin were very attent. It was a text
which they held as a prophecy.

“Very good. But the darkness is past;
the true light now shineth. Jesus brought
it into the world. It shines wherever Jesus
is made known. Let it shine in Geneva.
~ Why cling to the darkness? It will deceive
and ruin you. For Jesus said, ‘ This is the
condemnation, that light is come into the
world, and men loved darkness rather than
light, because their deeds were evil. For
every one that doeth evil hateth the light,
neither cometh to the light lest his deeds
should be reproved. But he that doeth
truth cometh to the light, that his deeds may
be made manifest that they are wrought in
God.” And now, if you have got more light
by coming here, go and let it shine in your
homes and on the streets. Give it to the
poor and the ignorant. By giving all, you
lose none. Be like Jesus. He loved you;
then love everybody for his sake.”
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The hearers were dismissed, but many
lingered as if they had some question to ask.
Among them was Dame Claudine, much to
the surprise of all who knew her. No sign
of the cross was mai_le as she asked, “Is
what you have said true?”

“It is, madame.”

“Is it proved by the gospel?”

*“No doubt of it.”

“Is not the mass mentioned in it?”

* There is not one word about the mass.”

“And the book from which you preach,
is it the genuine New Testament?” .

He held it forth that she might examine
for herself.

She took it in her hand, began to read in
ity,and said, * Then lend it to me.”

On her way home she said little to her
sister, but thought much upon the great
questions of eternal life. She was not one
who sought to talk away her convictions, or
to seck some delusive comfort.
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Reaching her house, across the Rhone,
she gave orders that no one should rap at
her door, or be troubled if she did not ap-
pear at the table. She went to her room,
shut herself in, and resolved to devote her-
self to the Testament until she had found
the truth which would satisfy her mind and
conscience. She had the hard battle to fight
against her former pledges and superstitions.

For three days and three nights she fasted,
praying as she pored over the wonderful
book, and again kneeling to ask God for
more light. Often was there a struggle in
her mind. Could she renounce the religion
of her childhood? Could she abandon its
imposing rites? Could she give up the idem
that rosaries, penances, masses, and money
would save her soul, especially if she com-
mitted it to the priest, the saints, and the
Virgin Mary ? Could she give up the world-
liness that her old religion allowed? The
change would be very greaf. How much
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must she forsuke! How many things that .

she had loved and held sacred !

And what would the new religion give in
their place? Nothing of pomp, parade, or
ceremony ; nothing to satisfy her pride or
the love for outward services. Its worship
was so simple that no cathedral was nceded
for its holiest rites; it might be perfect in a
rude hall, or upon the grass beneath the
open heavens. Its one great principle was
faith. It had no images for the eye; no
host of saints for the imagination ; no indul-
gences for the heart. But it was full of
grand realities. It abounded in things un-
secn, spiritual, and eternal. It madc one
feel the soul within him, and the God above
him. The worshipper came directly to
Jesus and the Father, and held fellowship
with the Holy Trinity. Its one Saviour
was Christ; its one sacrifice was that on
Calvary. .

“I will take’as my religion just what this

N




Geneva's  Shield. 169

New Testament reveals to me,” said she,
after gaining her victory. Eagerly she
turned over its pages. No saint-worship,
no masses, no ritualism, did she find there.
All was simple, spiritual ; faith, repentance,
love, obedience, holiness, and the imitation
of Jesus Christ. “Yes, thou art mine,
blessed Saviour; thou alone art my salva-
tion. Let thy peace be in my troubled
conscience, and thy love in my poor and
vacant heart.”

Froment tells us how Dame Claudine sent
for him, after her three days of reading
and of prayer. She wished to see again
the man who had first led her to the foun-
tain of eternal life. He came, expecting to
impart knowledge, but really to be made
wiser. As he enteréd the room, she rose,
approached him, and “her tears fell on the
floor.” In no other language could she ex-
press her joy. When able to speak, she -
said, “Thanks be to God for the light he
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has given me, and for the knowledge of his
word !’* The preacher found her so resolute,
so strong in faith, so entirely devoted to the
Lord, that “he held her in great admira-
tion.” Not in vain had been the little ser-
mons. Not in vain will preaching ever be
to the hearer, who goes home to make a
thorough search for the truth in the Divine
Word. Dame Claudine uncounsciously set
out upon the great principle of Protestant-
ism, that the Bible is the only standard of
religious belief and practice.

If all the bells of the churches had been
able to speak, they would scarcely have
made more public the fact of Claudine
Levet’s conversion, than did the tongues of .
the Genevese. The very children of the
school told it wherever they went. * She is
enchanted,” said some of the devout Roman-
ists. “Why don’t the priests go and drive
- away the spell?” The priests needed no
urgent hint. They were awake to-the im-
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portance of retaining her in their fold. One
of the miost prudent of them was®hosen to
visit her. He was Friar Louis Bernard.
He resolved to take good company with
him.

* Your wife has had her mind troubled of
late, I am told,” he said to Aimé Levet in
the drug-shop. “I was thinking it might
be for her comfort if I talked with her a
little. - Will you go with me?”

The apothecary was glad to hear the*pro-
posal. He had been strongly opposed to
the gospel, the school, the little sermons,
and the whole movement. He had begged
his wife, while she was passing her three
days in prayer and reading, to come out of
her room, break her fast, cease making a
fool of herself, take the fresh air, ride with
him into the country, go to church, or do
anything that would drive away her deep
thoughts and her sorrow. And when she
came forth, calm, cheerful, her face aglow
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with a light that he had never seen upon it,
her step that of one that went softly, her
voice tender and affectionate, her entire
manner geutle, and her lips ready to tell of
the most glorious work that a soul can know
on earth, he simply wondered; it was to
him a mystery. But when she told him all,
—all she could tell of that three days’
struggle, — told it with tears, and thanks to
God, and earnest entreaties that he would
read* the blessed little book of Jesus,” his
heart sank within him. Was it all magic?
No ; she was not deranged, not deluded, not
befooled. He felt it. Here was the finger
of God. She was “sitting at the feet of
Jesus,” clothed with grace, and in her right
mind. What a superior being | How above
himself !

But was she not separated from him?
There was indeed a wide chasm between
their souls. Would her heart ever beat
again with his? Would she not regard him”




Geneva’s Shield. 173

as utterly lost?— a poor, blind, bigoted
papist, for whom there was no heaven? But
there was her love, stronger than ever; her
prayer to God for him ; her entreaty so fer-
vent, and her voluntary candor, as if she
must give account to him of all that she had
done. Only one thing was needed, and that
was for him to go over and stand with her
along with Christ. This he hated to do.
Her frank, full story touched him, but his
answer was cold silence.” A few days had
worn away, anq now he was glad to have a
priest convince her of her supposed error.

“We have not seen you at the confes-
sional this week,” said Friar Bernard, very
gently, after being kindly received, and
comfortably seated. ' “Perhaps your mind
has been so greatly burdened that you
hardly dared to come.”

“Yet I have been to the mercy-seat,
where I never was before, and wheré I con-
fessed more of my sins than I ever cared

"
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or dared to tell in human ears. The true
confessional is the throne of grace, as I hope
to prove from the Holy Scriptures.” Dame
Claudine had her Testament ready to show
the proofs.

“Are you not told, ‘Confess your faults
one to another’?”

“Yes, one lo another. Only the people
to the priest, you weuld say ; but why not the
priest also to the people? If I have offended
you, to you I should confess the fault; if I
have sinned against God, to him should my
sin be confessed.” '

Her proofs were at hand in the Lord’s
Prayer, and the Parable of the Prodigal
Son. '

Friar Bernard had tact. It was of little
~ use to argue such points with a woman
who had the New Testament in her hand.
He thought that he had one appeal which
would throw her into confusion. * Would
you reject the mass? Without that, how
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could we offer any acceptable sacrifice for
our sins?”

“Jesus offered himself once for all. Do
not let us  crucify the Son of God afresh,’
by imagining that he is offered up again
when the priest elevates the host.. Jesus is
not there. The wafer is not his body ; not
when you lift it up, nor when you give it
to the people. Your cross is np longer
mine ; my cross is that on which Jesus died
for our sins. I trust in that now, and if I
shall ever be so happy as to receive the
Lord’s Supper, I shall take the simple bread
‘and wine, remember him, and recciye Christ
spiritually, as did the early Christians. But

why do you keep the wine from the people ?” -

*Ah! your mind is perplexed with hard
questions. You need rest. You should
travel abroad a little. Go down into sunny,
smiling Italy, and recruit yourself.”

“If, on the way, I should fall among the

Waldenses, my health would scarcely be re-
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cruited to your satisfaction. No, my mind
is not troubled. It was mever so clear on
religious subjects. It has found rest in this
gospel, and in Christ. Nine times does he
say to me, ‘ Blessed, blessed,’ in his Sermon
on the Mount.”

The interview ended by her saying,
**What you think is error, I find to be
truth. Read this book, and you will be-
lieve me to be in the right.”. The day
was coming when Friar Bernard would prove
her a true prophetess.

Closely did the druggist watch his wife.
The change in her conduct was marvellous.
All were surprised to hear her talk as she
did, says Froment, yet her deeds more
strongly proved her faith. Once her
thoughts ran upbn fashion and finery ; now
upon self-denial and charity. In that room
where she had given herself to God, she laid
off “all needless ornament and bravery,”
fully resolved to be more plain in her dress
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and more humble in her life. Taking from
her wardrobe her rich trappings, elegant
robes, and costly jewels, she had them sold,
and the money given to the poor.

“Quite sensible,” thought her husband.
* She will not be so expensive henceforth.
After all, a book that teaches such economy, .
self-denial, and charity cannot be a bad
one. I must look into it.”

" He listened to her as she read it ; he went
with her to the school at the sign of the
Golden Cross. She won him to the Lord,
and now she was free to promote the gospel
in ways that gave her a lasting name in
Geneva.




CHAPTER VII.

THE GENEVAN LADIES.

— cle of her former friends. It was
fresh gossip for their coterie. These ladies
talked of little else thun her strange con-
duct in forsaking the mass in the church,
and the fashions and follies of society.
They had loved her; now they felt that she
was lost. Froment, however, was duly
honored - with their contempt: © She has
heard that creature, and has grown too good
for us!” said Madame Baudichon. “How
unfortunate for us that we learned how to
read and write, when we were young! We
might now go to school.”

178
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“As we are not the wives of druggists,
we can hardly expect our company to be
agreeable to her any longer;” said Madame
Baltesard, the wife of a councillor. *I
shall not trouble her with mine.”

“Nor are we dress-makers,” added Mad-
ame Perrin, whose husband was a violent
Huguenot of the political cast. * Pernetta
is just now the star in her sky, for she is
taking up objects of charity, inviting them
to her house, cutting, and fitting, and array-
ing them in her old robes, while she herself
goes dressed as plainly as a nun of St.
Claire. While that fit lasts, I shall not call
upon her. This excessive devotion to the
poor is not quite according to our dignity.”

“It is according to religion, however,”
said Madame Salomon, the wife of the
benevolent Claude. “I rather admire it in
 Madame Levet. Such charity and humility
are saintly.” ‘

“ A saint indeed! No more St. Agnes

s
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—no more Holy Mother! Now it shall be
St. Claudine !” .

These rich and lofty ladies were wrought
up to a high pitch of ridicule. They ven-
tilated their proud hearts and went home.
But they were not at rest, for each had
still a conscience. They knew that Dame
Claudine cared for them, loved them,
and perhaps prayed for them. Unwilling
to visit her, they watched to see what she
was doing. They heard the outcast speak
in her praise; they saw ‘poor exiles,
driven out of France for their Christian
faith, fed and clad at her expense. Her
house was ever open to these refugees.
They saw in her example “a constant pat-
tern of holy living.” A reaction began in
their minds. They sought the cause of the
great change-in their old friend. They
spoke to her when they met her on the
street. They could not help it.

One by one these high spirits calted upon
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Dame Claudine. She received them with a
new affection. They thought it quite saint-
ly. They made apologies for their neglect.
“ Neglect me ! ” said she ; “not at all. You
have been very much in my thoughts, and I
have wanted to talk with you, but I felt
unworthy to speak 'of what the Lord has
done . for me. You have heard, no doubt
—but perhaps I am making myself disa-
greeable to you —”

*“Oh, no! we want to learn all about it.”

“It is too great for me to tell. Tongue
cannot declare it. Yet it is so simple, — it
is Christ’s work in the heart, —it is only
trusting and loving the Saviour, —it might
be so easily your happiness as well as
mine.” She told how light and life had
come to her soul.

They listened as to a wonderful dream.
But Claudine was a work of God in their
eyes; they could not despise the new creat-
ure. "To be like her was worth the world.
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She gave them copies of the New Testa-
ment, begged them to read it, and do noth-
ing else until they were brought to the love
of the Saviour. .

They went home, and some of them took
the New Testament, read, pondered, wept,
and prayed, struggled, and gave up their
old errors, almost yielded, and wanted
more light. Should they go to Froment’s
school? It was already crowded. Meet-
ings were beginning to be held in private
houses. There were not teachers enough
to explain the Word of God in the little
assemblies. They went one evening to the
. house of Dame Claudine. But no evange-
list was there to open to them the Scrip-
tures. Upon her all eyes turned, and one
said, “ You must teach us; no one here has
received from the Lord greater gifts than
yourself.” '

“I explain this holy book?” She was
still entreated. I remember that it was
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a woman who went into Sychar, and told
the people that Jesus was at the well of Ja-
cob. And thither they all went. Perhaps
I can tell you that this same Jesus is at the
fountain of living waters; go thither and
drink. Only drink. How simple it is!
- Claudine read the heavenly words of Christ
and his apostles, and told what she had
found therein. In the church she would
have kept silence, but in her own hause she
became such a living, speaking light that
her rooms were often filled. '

She soon was happy in leading some of
these noble ladies to the fountain of living
waters, where they owned Christ to be
their Saviour. As she was their “exem-
plar of life and charity,” they ‘asked her
how they might be useful.. Had she not
lived down their ridicule? Yet she did not
assume the tone of triumph when she said,
«To be useful there must be self-denial.
Put sside your display. Your jewelry may



184 Geneva's Shield.

catch the eye of the poor, but it will not gain
the heart. It is their hearts that we must
win, or we can never hope to save them.”

“Save them? What do you mean?”
These ladies thought it quite enough to
give the needy food and clothing, treating
them as mere animals, and supplying their -
bodily wants. This was their notion of
charity.

“ Let us seek to save their souls,” replied
Dame. Claudine. All else is of less ac-
count. Small will be our charity if we
do not treat them as immortal. Did not
Jesus die for the poor? If saved, heaven
will make them rich. Go among them in
plain dress; give them what their bodies
need, and then talk to them of him who
was rich, yet for our sakes became poor.
Give them something to read. Here are
some tracts and Testaments which you can
take, and, when these are gone, we know
where to get more.” Farel was sending
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packages of books and tracts for the Gene-
vans. '
From that day, certain honorable women
went among the lowly. They sought to
rescue the outcast. They sent gifts to the
victims of the plague in the hospitals,
where Claude Salomon was by no means
astranger. Christian exiles were welcomed
to their homes. “It is not safe for a poor
wretch to walk on the streets,” said some

of the scoffers, “for one of these gospellers -

will pick him up and shove him into a Hu-
guenot house, and there feed him with the
awful heresy.” Froment relates, * that
there was not a Christian man or woman,
who did not have some poor foreigner in
. the house.”

But Madame Baudichon still clung to her
- dignity. Stoop thus to the lowly? Not
she ; it might spoil thewn; pride amid pov-
erty was not to be endured by the haughty
who had wealth. Her old faith was shaken,

v ——
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. but “the new doctrine ” had too many poor,
humble adherents to please her. Was there
not some middle course?

® A new preacher has come,” said one of
her sympathizing friends. *He is Christo-
pher Bocquet, and is preaching the Advent
sermons, in the Rive Church. He does not
believe much in popery, and utters almost
gospel enough to please these pauper-loving
disciples of Froment. It is respectable to
hear him. The fashionable Huguenots are
going there.”

Madame Baudichon was delighted. She
arrayed herself to sit with the noble ladies
of Geneva, and listen to the beautiful ser-
mons. Hasting thither, she found her place.
A strange monk, in the brown frock of a Cor-
dclier, with modest step and bowed head, en-
tered the pulpit. He saw before him a mixed
crowd, — people of all parties in Church and
State, — and he did not intend to give the
least offence to a soul among them. Avoid-
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ing Romanism he would not commit himself
to the Reformation. Intent upon winning
sinners, he told them of the Saviour, — his
love, his condescension to a manger in
Bethlehem, his resolute advance to the
cross on Calvary, and his right to the wor-
ship of all men. *“Behold the friend of
the poor ! ” said he ; “ most of his truest dis-
ciples were among the lowly. Ile taught
us to value the soul of an ontcast as of infi-
nite worth. And of what higher worth is
the soul of the richest, most noble, or most
royal? Bethlehem has a story to comfort
the poor, for Jesus was the child of pov-
erty. But it has a story to rebuke the rich
and the lofty, the proud and the powerful;
for Jesus was neglected by the nobility ;
indeed, a king sought to slay him.”

It was not Madame Baudichon who said,
*beautiful sermon,” on her way eut of the
church. Looking about her she saw a mul-

* titude of the poor, who had hungered for
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the bread of life, and heard that the new
preacher was offering it freely to all sin-
ners. She met many of the Huguenots in
the aisle, to her surprise, — such men as
her own husband, Chautemps, and Perrin.
“Very good gospel,” said certain of them.
“ No popish trumpery, no high-priced indul-
gences, no mumbled masses, no urging of
the women to make gossip to the priest in
a confession-box, no purgatory to make a.
man’s death fearfully expensive to his
friends, and no flings at us Huguenots.
This is the wise way; reform the old
Church, and not set up a new one.”

“It is very good so far as it goes,” said
Councillor Chautemps ; “these moderate ser-
mons may help on the reform. They may
cast into the shade the old superstitions,.
and remove the prejudices against the truth.
I shall follow it up by going where the
trumpet gives no uncertain souund.”

“The crowd is of your mind,” said Bau-
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dichon. “They are rushing to the Golden
Cross. We shall not get in if we do not
haste. Here, wife —”

The onward movement was like a solemn
charge of infantry. Many, of all parties and
classes, had heard it whispered that the monk
and the school-master preached the same
truths, and they were eager to judge for

‘themselves whether there was any difference.
~ ®You do not mean that you are going to
. that hall with all this rabble,” said Madame
Baudichon to her husband, who was extend-
ing his arm, and urging her to be in haste.
He did mean it, and she knew that when he
willed, he was likely to win. She took his
- arm, but her heart lagged amid excuses;
she was not dressed for such fast avalking ;
it was rough work cutting across the cor-
ner; it was not the thing for people of

their quality to be slipping through private .

alleys ; the whole business was not respect-
able, and, after all, they would be too late.
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*“Let us help bring up the other wing,”
said Councillor Chautemps, staying up her
left elbow, and thus making sure an en- .
trance under the Cross of Gold, and get-
ting their faces in at the door of the
crowded hall.

* Qur ears are in, and we can hear,” said
Baudichon, “let us be content.”

Madame’s panting was heard by a poor
man, and he persisted in having her seated on
the bench that he had occupied. She thanked
him, and was touched at seeing that he was
lan{e, and his look was weary and careworn.

Froment was cautious; he avoided all
appearance of formal preaching. He was
simply addressing his pupils at the close of
study homrs. He read from his Testament,
talking by way of covenant. *It matters
little,” said he, * whether our Lord was born
on Christmas, or not, but it is very impor-
tant for us to notice his advent. He did
come from his throne of glory; he did ap-
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pear as the babe in the manger; he did
reveal himself as the only Saviour of sin-
ners. Think upon these facts. But all
your thinking will not save you. Believe,
believe, and live. No matter who tells you
the truth, believe it. If a good monk
preaches Christ, believe him.”
© “That’s it,” said a Romanist just from
the Rive Church, speaking louder than he

intended. There was a rustle, and a turn-

ing of faces toward the door.

*Yes, that’s it,” continued Froment; who
had 'sometimes heard murmurings which ke
feared might cause a mob. “I am glad to

“hear that response. Go and listen to the
good monk, and. when he preaches a free

and full salvation to you, accept’ it. Then®

Christ will see the Church reformed.”

* A reform? What is that?”

*It is getting back to the doctrines and
practices of Jesus and his apostles. It is
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exalting Christ above all the saints, and faith
above all human rites and works.”

To this came the response, “ Very good ;”
even the Romanists “took a liking to what
they heard.”

Madame Baudichon gave much of her
thought to the lame man, who seemed ready
to sink on the floor, and yet listened as for
life. -When the service was ended, she
asked for his name and residence.

“My name is Paul La Platte, and my
house, —ah! I have no home in which I am
allowed to live.”

“Are you an exile?” She detected the
elegant French which he spoke.

“I have been banished, and I may thank
my Lord for that, because exile is better than
a dark, close prison, where a man’s feet are
almost wrenched off from him,” —he held
out the lame limb; *indeed banishment
would be bliss, if one had his dear wife and
children with him.”
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Madame gazed at him and read honesty
in his face. She began to feel Christian
charity. It did not occur to her mind to
ask for what he had been banished ; whether
for a crime, or for conscience’ sake. Enough
now, that he was in Geneva, a shelterless
wanderer, who, to while away a heavy
hour, had dropped in at the hall. . With a
divided look, as if trying to fix her eyes on
him and her husband at the same instant,
she said, ** Will you come home with us?
You shall find friends ; we want to hear your
story.”

He wept. Did this elegant lady perceive
in him any signs that he was once a man
of property, and was also a man of fair
learning? Did she see that even his tat-
tered coat was of fine cloth? Was it some-
thing in her eyes, that, however raggedly,
and scantily dressed, he was as clean and
neat as possible? Madame was not tearless.

Under an humble garb a great heart beat,
13
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and a great soul revealed itself ; she honored
him. “I have found my foreigner at last,
as you see,” she whispered to Claude Salo-
mon on the way home.

"I was watching to claim him as my guest.
We have room for one more at our house.”

That night there was much talk in the
town about Madame Baudichon and her
exile. Some ladies, who had been ipa-
tient of her want of charity, half suspected
that it might not all be right. What if,
after being so wary and pitiless, she should
find that the lame guest was a deceiver, and
that she was not entertaining an angel una-
wares? Dame Claudine too well knew that
roaming impostors took advantage of Gene-
van hospitality. She was not particular
enough to test them, whether they spoke
good French. If the brogue was Savoyard,
it was time to be cautious. Spies were
~ abroad.

There was another surprise to the Gene-
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van ladies, before a week had passed.
“ Madame Baudichon wishes to have one of
our Bible meetings at her house,” said one
of them ; “what does it mean? I hope it is
not in opposition to Madame Claudine.
‘Who will read and talk and pray?” There
was a mysteryin the case. The hour came ;
the rooms were filled. In one room necks
" were stretched to see what leader there
might be in the other. “Perhaps it is a
trick ; one of the councillor’s Huguenot par-
ties,” thought some, who knew his circles
were not of the sedate kind, for wine-col-
. ored wit abounded, and political schemes
were laid. At length the suspense was
broken.

Madame led in the lame exile, amid no
slight sensation. He took a central place,
by a table, on which lay a large new Testa-
ment. At his word, “Let us pray,” they all
knelt. His prayer was that of one who had _
learned meekness and strong faith in the
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iron furnace. How he entreated the Lord
for France, — the land wherein the wrath of
man fell heavy on God’s saints, — the land
whereof many an exile thought, weeping for
his dear ones left behind, and trusting God
to shield them from their enemies! He
rose. He read the Benedictions of the
Great Preacher, who spake them on the
mountain. He began his address. All
were eager to hear him tell of his experi-
ence. But there was not a word; nothing
about his first discovery of the gospel when
he heard Farel preach in Dauphiny ; nothing
about his efforts to proclaim the glad tidings,
nor his sufferings, nor his escapes, nor his
~weary walk from Lyons. It was all about
Christ, and the simple way to be saved.
The time seemed very short; there was a
regret when the meeting closed.

“Is that man a scholar?” inquired Mad-
_ame Jacquema.

“A quite learned man,” replied Madame,
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the hostess ; “ once was a professor in a col-
lege ; taught Latin and Greek; married a
rich lady ; settled down to enjoy leisure and

quietness ; got hold of the Greek Testament ; -

went fifty miles to hear Farel, whom we
could not keep in this city of intolerance;
set to work to tell his neighbors the true
way to heaven ; was hunted and lived in a
cave three months, and was there arrested
and thrown into prison. His wife bought his
liberty at such a vast price that she had not
a franc left, and when he was free, he was
told that he must leave the country or be
burned.”

“We want him to teach our son Charles.
‘Why cannot he teach in the hall? Froment
needs an assistant.”

* Why cannot we bring his family here?
I have sent them some funds already. It is
only charity ; no, not that, for I have my
reward. I am selfish; I want a whole fam-
ily of these exiles.”
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Madame Jacquema smiled, and wondered
if her friend would not be putting some of ber
jewelry and costly robes upon the poor as
their ” exemplar ” across the river had done.

There is a happiness in devising measures
for good. But while these Christian ladies
were planning so well, their foes were plot-

- ting evil. A layman raised the voice of
alarm. He cried out that the priests were
asleep ; that the herctics were gaining a
footing, by little and little, in the ancient
city, and that it was high time for them to
wake up, and gird themselves for a holy
war.

The vicar of the Madeleine was aroused.
He gave notice that he would preach against
the school-master and the friar Christopher.
The people must be drawn away from the
hall and the Rive Church. “Let us hear
Lim,” said Councillor Chautemps. With
him went such Huguenots as Claude Salo-
mon, Ami Perrin, and Claude Bernard. The
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vicar exalted the Pope as the representative
of God, glorified the Roman Church, and
- set forth the beauty of all its rites and rules.
It was the true fold. But lo! what wolves
were prowling around it, devouring - the
sheep! He was content to cast no more
than a fling at Friar Christopher, for there
was a more detested rival. “That school-
master creeps in; the fox plays with your
childen, but you will soon find him. to be a
wolf among your lambs. He is ignorant.
He is a liar, a thief, a robber.” .

This was too much for these four Hugue-
nots to endure. These men, who had at
first been so cold to Froment, were now
warm in his defence. They left the church
and took counsel together. They went to
the vicar. They said to him, “ Froment is
a good'and learned man. You say that
he has lied. Prove it by Scripture.” This
was the court of appeal with all true Prot-
estants. It was apostolic.
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“TI'll prove it,” replicd the vicar. But ke
refused to do so in public; it must be at
the parsonage. It was agreed that the dis-
cussion should come off on the last day of
the year. The cornered priest went to his
room, and began to search his unworn copy
of the Vulgate, to find some texts which
would prove Froment to be guilty of false-
hood. For once he pored over the Bible,
but he read it with prejudice. It was hard
work, for he did not easily find what he
sought. The Huguenots were not alarmed.
Had they been, they might have read the
Scriptures very diligently and profitably.
Froment was now their hero ; they were ea-
ger to put him forward more publicly, and
thus make the gospel the servant of political
liberty. With some of them, Christianity
was but the means of a higher civilization.
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CHAPTER VIII.
A NEW YEAR’S DAY.

2R HE last day of the year 1532 was
A¥ passing away. In the afternoon
[ 199 Chautemps and his three friends
went to the parsonage of the Madeleine,
with their swords belted at their sides, as
brave cavaliers of the truth. The vicar was
still shut up in his room, wearied in his
gearch for texts of Scripture to make good
his point. A few of his invited brethren re-
ceived the visitors, who laid off their
swords, sat down and made themselves
agreeable. The priests were quite willing
to drink wine with the Huguenots, if Perrin
ordered and paid for it. Party rancor was
drowned for the timec; but vinous friend-

ships are apt to be easily disturbed.
201




202 Geneva's Shield.

At length the vicar appeared, with a
bhuge old volume under his arm. The
Huguenofs rose as he entered. Perhaps
there was left a glass of wine for him. The
conference began. The vicar opened his
big folio, its top thickly set with paper
marks to guide him in selecting his argu-
ments. He read an extract to prove that
Froment’s doctrine was false. “Let me
give you another, still stronger.”

*Hold, if you please,” said Perrin, whose
head would have been hot enough if he had
not drained a glass. “What book is that?
It does not sound much like a Bible. For
my part I am not very well versed in Scrip-
ture, but if it is all as dry and heavy as that,
it needs a Froment to explain its meaning.”

The vicar was confused. *Come, now,”
said the Huguenots, “you have not been
able to find one word in Scripture to prove
Froment a liar.”. They began to laugh.

* What do you say ?” answered the angry
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vicar. “This book is the commentary of
the illustrious Nicholas Lyra.”

“But we want Scripture. You promised
it.”

“Lyra is the interpreter of Scripture.”

“ No matter for that. You must stand or
fall by the very Word of God.” The dis-
pute waxed hot. "The parties abused each
other. It had been wiser to have obeyed
the Scripture than quarrelled over it.

Suddenly a band of priests entered, led
by one who bore a sword pointed in front
of him. “What!” exclaimed Claude Ber-
nard, “we came in good faith, we four only,
to your own house; we laid off our swords
and drank with your friends, and now you
have sent for a band of armed men. Itisa
trap; it is a treachery!”

The four Huguenots grasped their swords,
made away out of the parsonage, got into the
strect, and took ground to defend them-
sclves. One priest ran to the belfry of the
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church and began to ring the alarm-bell.
Everybody scemed to be hurrying to the
Madeleine, almost in the centre of the city.

A riot was in prospect. “The Hugue-
nots are rising,” was the cry. *They wish
to get possession of the church, and set up
that babbling school-master to preach in it.”

“The Mamelukes are rising!” cried the
other party. “The priests are exciting the
citizens to kill each other.” They saw the
four Huguenots standing against a wall,
holding out their swords, and ready to give
a sharp reception to any who dared venture
upon them. Their friends joined them,
until a little army was drawn up against
the wa}], facing another which was every
moment reinforced. A word, a shake of
the head, and the parties would have come
to blows.

A voice. of authority was heard. Two
members of the high coancil had come to .
~ the spot. I have before me an edition of
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the public Register of Geneva, which says,
*“When Ramel and Savoye saw the furious
enterprise of the priests against the citizens,
they put forth their batons of justice be-
tween the parties in arms. God well aided
them in terminating the affair so happily.
No blow was struck; no blood was shed.”
There was peace at the Madeleine. But
the street was not without its frays. A
priest hung on the outskirts of the crowd,
stirring up a tumult. He levelled his mus-
ket at the officer who came to silence his
noise ; a friendly hand turned it aside, and
the brawler ran away. The other priests
dispersed. The Huguenots went to their
homes. Quiet reigned in Geneva.

The council met in the evening. In it
both parties were strongly represented.
The chief friends of the reformer were in-
vited, and Froment, also; but he probably
did not attend. *We exhort you,” said the’
ruling councillors, *to make Antony Fro-
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ment cease from disputing and preaching,
as well as all others who teach in private
houses. We conjure you to live as our
fathers did.”

The reformed took their leave, saying as
they went, “ Live as our fathers did! That
is the exhortation, as if we were rebellious
children. That doctrine is death to all
progress, if our ancestors were in error. If
our fathers were living in our stead, they
would do just what we are doing. It was
for us they hoped for light after darkness.
Let us have the light. . . . We will hear the
Word of God wherever we can ; nobody has
a right to hide it.” Then going to Fro-
ment they said, “Do not heed the prohibi-
tion. Go right on teaching the Word.” He
was quite ready to take the advice.

They were called to account. Their de-
fence was ready. The council once decreed
that the Word of God be preached in every
parish.  That is the law. It bus not been
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observed. We are only carrying out that
very decree. And if we cannot hear the
Word of God in the churches, we must hear
it in the hall.”

Thus the civil law gave defence to the
gospel, and the wiser councillors repljed,
“Your position is a strong one.' We will
require that there be trustworthy preachers
of the gospel in every parish. The Francis-
cans have already brought you the friar
Christopher Bocquet. = The Dominicans
must place as sound a man in the Made-
leine.” Such were one day’s battles for the
Word of God. That very night there were
meetings in the houses of the reformed.

The New Year came. Friar Christopher
drew crowds to hear him. He made many
allusions to the late events. He dropped
certain words about the necessity of search-
ing the Scriptures to find the truth. He
opened the gate to liberty, and scores of peo-
ple were ready to use their freedom. His



208 Geneva’s - Shield.

sermon was scarcely ended, when there was
another rush to hear the man whom the
council had requested to keep silent. The
friar was sending them to the school-master.
The hall was soon filled, the stairs thronged,
the street crowded. “It is quite a crush,”
said Froment, coming from his lodgings,
and trying to make his way to the door.
The “gospel ladies ” saw no chance at all.
The outsiders thought of claiming the
preacher for themselves. One man shouted
out, “To the Molard ! ” and the cry was soon
on every lip. To the Molard everybody
was ready to run.

Froment hesitated, but it was of no use.
He was carried along in the sweeping tide,
and was not free even when he reached the
market, on a corner of a public square.
Finding no other pulpit, the Huguenots
placed him upon the stall of a fish-woman,
and as soon as his face was seen by the
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eager multitude, a loud cry arose : “ Preach
to us, — preach the Word of God.”

“Yes,” loudly replied Froment ; *it is the
word that shall endure forever.” He made,
a sign to them with his hand to keep silence,
and they were still. “Pray to God with
" me,” said he, kneeling on the ground. As his
fervent soul rose into communion with the
eternal Father, his tears flowed down his
cheeks. *“Thou knowest now what is the
need of this people better than they or I do.
This need is chiefly to hear thy Word. . . .
How can thy servant stand in the presence
of his advérsaries unless thou strengthen
him? Show, then, that thy power is not
like man’s strength.” '

¢¢ His heart and the heart of the people were moved
As the trees of the forest are moved by the wind.”

The first sermon in Geneva, by a reformer,
was about to be preached from a rude stall,
in the open air. It was a New Year’s day,

the beginning of a new order of things in
14
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that old city. Froment took his text, —the
choice was not happy. It too clearly
pointed out those who had recently attacked
him. It was Matthew vii. 15: “Beware
of false prophets, which come to you in
sheep’s clothing, but inwardly they are
ravening wolves. Ye shall know them by
their fruits.” The sermon * was full of
truth, but it was ill-timed, severe upon the
priests, and yet clearly defending the rights
of the people to the Bible.

The Apostle’s Creed was partly inter-
woven with his first sentence. *Our God
does not desire to have a foolish, giddy peo-
ple,” he continued, “but a people greatly
wise, who know the difference between the
doctrine of God and that of man. They
who know it not swallow everything and go
astray. . . . It will be useless to hear the
gospel if we do not change our wicked in-

# The sermon, as written out by Fromeat, fills about sixteen
_pages, octavo, in the Actes et Gestes.
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tentions. . . . Christ desires us to be
“harmless as doves.” . . . If we walk in
such simplicity, we shall overcome all our
enemies, as Jesus Christ overcame his ene-
mies by his meekness. Let us not begin
fighting, killing, and burning, as tyrants do.
The child of God bas no other sword of de-
fence than the Word of God; but that is a
two-edged sword, piercing even to the mar-
row.” The Huguenots might have taken
this to themselves.
Just then came an officer, who ordered him
to cease preaching. Froment turned and
said, “ We ought to obey God rather than
men. He commands me to preach his Word ;
you forbid it. I am not bound to obey
you.” Then, to still' the people, he said to
them, “Be not disturbed, my friends, but
listen to what our Lord declares.” He then
- lifted the veil, showed who were false proph-
ets, and stripped them of their mask.
He went deeply into the priestly sins.
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“Verily a wonderful holiness is theirs! I
make you the judges. You have loug
known them better than I have.” There
was much positive truth in the sermon.

Meanwhile there was a great stir in the
city. Canons, priests, and councillors were
putting their heads together to stop the
preaching. An armed body of angry men
was on the march. Claude Bernard gave
his ear to the preacher and his eye to the
foe. Ho saw a force of soldiers coming.
There was not a moment to be lost. Spring-
ing forward, he shouted aloud, “All the
priests are in arms; the city officers are
coming; you know your fate if you fall
into their hands. For the honor of God,
get off from that stall, and let us save your
life. Make your escape!”

Froment could not bear the idea of ceas-
ing to speak to a people whose souls were °
moved by his words. His heart burned
within him to tell them more, — more of
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Christ and the way of salvation. He had
only ploughed up the soil of their hearts ;
he now wished to cast in the good seed.
He would not leave the stall.

“We will stand by you; go on,” said
certain of the Huguenots. They grasped
their swords and prepared to resist the in-
vading gang. o

“ For the honor of God and in mercy to
men, let us avoid the spilling of blood,”
cried Bernard. The dread of a bloody fray
moved Froment. He yielded. Some of his
friends helped him down from the stall.

“This way,” said Jean Chautemps,
*“ through the crowd, where he will be out
of sight amid the confusion, and then through
the alley to my house.” The- soldiers ad-
vanced ; they ran hither and thither, but the
search was in vain. They ordered the mass
of hearers to disperse. Many of them went
home, but it was not for some months that
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they discovered how they had received a
rich New Year’s gift of truth.

To get upon the track of Froment was the
one thing desired by his enemies. They
pried into all corners. At last one of them
found out the hiding-place. It was the very
house where he once had been treated with
such genteel coolness. Now every respect
was shown him. Madame Jacquema could
not provide too elegant a dinner, nor Per-
netta be too busy in seeing that every dish
was well done, nor the councillor be too
lavish of encouragement. ‘‘You are right,
sir,” he said, *“and with God on 'your side,
you can withstand the world.”

At night a noise was heard under the win-
dows. It was evident that a band of men
was prowling about, listening and spying.
Others came, and an uproar was made.
* Must we lose you?” said Madame Jacque-
ma. “Yes, or you will lose your life.” The
councillor went to his front door, parleyed
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with the armed men and kept them at bay.
Berthie led the school-master through the
garden to the house of Ami Perrin, who
was more dreaded than the honest and quiet
Chautemps.

“T'll manage them,” said Perrin. “ We
have some laws yet in Geneva. If there were
not so many of them, I would make those
lurking priests so merry with old wine that
they would dance while you whistled, or so
drunk thattheir followers would have enough
to do to get them out of the ditches before
morning. Froment, consider yourself in
my employ. You shall have fair wages.”

Soon a boisterous gang was at his door,
crying, “Ami Perrin, send away that Lu-
theran, or we will pull down your house, or
burn you in it.” )

He opened his door and stood boldly be-
fore the rioters, who had the advantage of
the thick darkness. *You know,” said he,
“that we have liberty to keep an honest ser-
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vant in our houses, without being molested
by anybody. The man you seek is my ser-
vant; he is to begin work for me to-morrow.
Mind the law, gentlemen.”

And still the law had few terrors for these
men. It was force that they dreaded. The
Huguenots were not asleep. They gathered,
marched up the street, and drove away the
rioters.

There was no more school at the sign of
the Golden Cross. The plan of having the
lame exile, La Platte, teach there, failed.
But he taught Huguenot children in the
houses of Baudichon and Chautemps. In
due time his family joined him at Geneva.

On the 2d of January the greater council

_~ met. Peace atany bloodless price was their

desire. The oldest senator proposed that all
preaching of the gospel, in private or in
public, should be forbidden, except by spe-
cial consent of the council, or the vicar-gen-
eral. Also, that if any one knew-ef such
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preachers holding meetings, and did not in-
form against them, he should receive three
. stripes with the rope.

At these proposals the Huguenots ex-
claimed, “We demand the Holy Scrip-
tures.”

“And we desire that sect to be utterly
rooted out,” was the response of the other
party. To compromise the matter it was
resolved to allow Friar Christopher to con-
tinue his sermons until the next Lent.

“Let us now have peace,” said the oldest
senator. “Let all citizens forgive one
another.” :

“Yes, yes,” answered the more impulsive
Huguenots, lifting up their hands. “Wewish
to love those who may not think as we do.”

Opposing councillors walked home side
by side. Men. of different parties paraded
the streets arm'in arm. Yet, for all that,
the old hatred may have burned in their
hearts, and bitter curses may not have dared
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to creep to their lips. They were smother-
ing the volcano.

At a loom in Perrin’s house sat Froment,
every day, weaving ribbons. “How do you
like yourservant?”’ asked some of the taunt-
ing papists. Perrin knew how to answer a
fool according to his folly, and they left
him with this advice: * See that he does
not go out to do gospel jobs in Huguenot
houses.” They watched him, hoping to

waylay him when venturing to call upon
some of the gospellers.

“Can you talk of the gospel without
preaching ?” inquired certain friends of Fro-
ment. He thought he could. He supposed,
also, that “his master” would not care if he
lost some time in that way. “Then we
will come, hold your threads for you, and
hear youtalk.” Thus he continued to weave
the truth into their minds. But only a few
could be reached in this manner. He con-
sidered whether he should not venture a lit-
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tle out of his hiding place, and promote the
good cause. His mind was soon made up.
He crept out and knocked at certain doors.
He was welcome. He thus began to falk
from house to house. But he knew not that,
wherever he went, a few friends, armed
with stout canes, followed him at a distance,
to defend him if insulted. He thought it
rather strange that Ernest Lery should hap-
pen to be going his way so often, and should
need so large a walking-stick.

“You vile wretch!” said a vulgar wom-
an, one day, to him. “Perrin’s meanest
servant! If you dared to be manly we
should drive you away as we did Farel.”
At this a violent Huguenot rushed up and
smote her on the face.

_ “My good sir,” said Froment to his rash _
and rude defender, “it is not by violence
that we shall géiu friends, but b} gentleness
and friendship.”

- But he tells us that he was not long safe -
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at the house of Perrin, where “his host
held him as a servant, for otherwise he
could not have subsisted, laboring with his
bands, making ribbons.” He must seek
another refuge. He found it at the house of
Aimé Levet, the apothecary. Dame Clau-
dine was heroic enough to shelter the man
who had first directed her mind to the.
Word of God. Yet there was danger, as
was evident from the occasional hurling of
a stone through the windows, or a threaten-
ing yell in front of the drug-shop.

One day Froment was crossing the
Rhone, little thinking that an assault was
preparing. It was a holiday. He met a
procession of Roman Catholics on the
bridge, carrying relics and mumbling lita-
nies to the saints. He was indignant at the
superstition and delusion of the people, but
he resolvedsto keep calm. He stood still,
but did not bow to the images. This was
an offence to the priests, who ceased their
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chantings and shouted, “ Fall on him!
Throw the dog into the Rhone !”

Certain devout women, bleakmO‘ their
ranks, rushed upon him to fling him into
the river. But there was a stout body-
guard a little way behind him. They ran
up and rescued the reformer from the fu-
ries. They hurried him away to the Levets,
whose house was near the bridge.

“Teach that heretic of a druggist a good
lesson,” shouted the priests. Willing to
obey such spiritual fathers, in such fleshly
work, the people besieged the house. They
threw mud into the shop, hurled stones
through the windows, and rushing in broke
the vials, and scattered the drugs over the
floor. The Huguenots rallied and drove
the rioters from the bridge, until not even a
furious woman lingered on the scene to
wag her irrepressible tongue.

These outward acts of the Huguenots
were not Protestantism. It did not consist
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in mere protests; much less in deeds of
warlike resistance. Its true battle was
spiritual ; its weapons were not carnal; its
power lay in the Word and in the Lord,
wh'o said, “ Preach it, believe it, live it, and
by it conquer.” It was, at the first, and
still is, a system of positive truth; not the
invention of a new order of things, but the
restoration of what was as old as the apos-
tles. Only in regard to the Roman Church
was it a reformation ; in regard to Chris-
tianity it was a restoration.

That night Froment returned to Perrin’s
house, and told his friends that he felt it to
be his duty to leave the city. *It distresses
us,” said Chautemps, speaking for all the
rest, “but the violence of our enemies
makes it necessary for your safety.” Upon
a dark night, attended by a friend, he
slipped away from Geneva, went to Yvo-
nand, and rested from the conflicts of the
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most heroic part of his life. But "he will
again appear upon the scene.

“Our comfort is net all gone,” said the
evangelicals. “We still have the good
Friar Bocquet.” And now, having no
avowed Protestant to fight, the priests set
upon the monk more fiercely than upon the
reformer. They asked that he be speedily
silenced. This fired his soul. More boldly
and clearly than ever did he preach Christ
and free grace. But, six Friburgers came,
demanding that the friar should cease to
preach. “For the love of peace, ” the coun-
cil decided that he should leave the city, —a
proof that the gospel itself was hated and
not merely the reformers.

« One comfort remains,” said the lovers
of truth. “We have the Holy Scriptures
left us.” They read the Word more than
ever beforey and it grew. It was the Bible
that reformed Geneva. It was God, and
not man, who gave light.



CHAPTER IX.
THE CAP-MAKER.

JHE school at the Golden Cross
was closed, and the teacher driven
away. The sermons in the Rive

ished. But the Lord remained in Geneva
with the little band of his “hidden ones.”
In secret they met in each other’s houses by
night. “The number of the faithful in-
creased from day to day,” says Froment;
they looked for “ some man full of grace and
learned in the Scriptures,” who might be to
them as a shepherd, feeding the flock of
God. Who would appear?

We have not forgotten Guerin, the cap-

maker. Years had passed since he had put
224
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a feather in the cap of Berthie Chautemps.
Working in his shop, he had heard much
said about the evils of popery, and of a little
book called the New Testament. Whispers
of a reform had reached his ears. Hugue-
not as he was, he was far from being a
" Protestant. But he had good sense, and he
was disposed to think for himself. He
only needed something to_think upon, for
the mind must have food, or it cannot have
ideas. Tracts fell in his way, as if the
wind had brought them, and he eagerly read
them, not suspecting that they were part of
the large packages which Farel was sending
to Geneva. Let Guerin’s heart be touched,
and he would become heroic for the truth.
A note is handed him one day, and he
reads: “ Twenty caps are wanted, for boys
of all sizes. Can you furnish them? If so,
look for a troop soon.” :
“That I can,” he says to himself, * when
Dame Claudine wants them. Aud they
15
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shall be made of the very furs she sent me
to make up for the poor.” All hands were
set at the job, and it was soon dene.  *This
new religion is rather full of good works,”
he thinks, ** even if people are not saved by
them. Where there is so much charity
there must be some truth. I’ll'look into it
still farther.”

At the right time came Berthie at the head
of twenty boys, most of them sons of refu-
gees. “We take you by storm,” said he,
marching them into the shop, one by one,
and the little fellows so gleeful that the
larger lads felt quite ashamed of them.

“Well, my little men,” said Guerin, “I
suppose that each one of you would rather
have a fine cap than anything else in the
world.”

“No, sir, I wouldn’t,” answered one of
the brighest of them, but most scantily clad.

He looked as brave as if he was about to
defend his faith.

-
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-

*“What, not such a cap as that? Such
fur is not to be had every day.”

* Very fine, sir; but I would rather have
a Testament. Once I had one, but a priest
burned it up.” :

“ A Testament! What good would that
do you?”

“It would tell me of the Saviour, and the
way to heaven.”

Guerin went on with his questxons while
laying out the caps, and thinking * these
children know more than I do. T must get
a Testament.” The work of fitting was not
difficult, for, if a boy was trying on a cap
that was too small, he said that it would
stretch ; or if it was too large, he insisted
that he would grow into it. Berthie at-
tended to the ** Thank you, sir,” which was
due to somebody.

When the lads bowed themselves out of
the door, and seewmed -ready to fly shouting
to their mothers, Guerin said, “Those are

~
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the boys who will make the freemen we
want in Geneva;” and such were some of
them to be. .

“I must drop into the school at the
Golden Cross,” thought the cap-maker, for
this was before it had closed. He had asked
the boys all about it. He went, and the
words which he heard went right to his
soul and quenched the thirst which he had
felt. He began to read the New Testament
day and night. He let his light shine in
the shop, and debates grew up among the
workmen. Dame Claudine was surprised
to find that her account for the caps was so
small. Berthie was requested to bring
more boys to take some of the old stock
long on hand. Claude Salomon knew
where to send a bare-headed refugee.

Jean Guerin had lent a hand in bearing
Froment to the Molard, and there he heard
himn say, holding up the New Testament,
“ Here are the sealed letters, signed with
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the precious blood of our Lord, and the
cloud of martyrs who were put to death in
order to bear this testimony. These show
our right to believe in Christ alone for sal-
vation.” He had been distressed at the
flight of the zealous school-master and
preacher. He did not dream of taking a
leading part in the work that must be done
by the faithful. He grew into it unawares.

How a new voice delighted the people at
their little meetings! Into every convert’s
experience was woven some new truth of
Scripture. They often met at the house
of Baudichon, greeted each other kindly,
sat down in a large room, and for a few
moments were silent. At one such meeting
Guerin arose, »timidly, tremblingly, yet
having to tell of what the Lord had done
for him. Striking the Scripture vein of
faith vworking by love, he brought up
golden thoughts. * If we want more faith,”
said he, “let us show more charity. That



230 Geneva’s Shield.

will persuade others to believe.  Our
preachers are gone. We have none to
teach us the good and great doctrines.
Perhaps one reason why the Lord permit-
ted them to be sent away was that we knew
more than we practised. May we so live
that he will say to us at last, ‘I was hun-
gered, and ye fed me ; I was a stranger, and
ye took me in; I wasnaked, and ye clothed
me ; I was sick and in prison, and ye visited
me.””” Such was the spirit of the reformed
Christians of Geneva. Claude Salomon,
their treasurer, had funds given him for the
works of benevolence.

The cap-maker was thenceforth in de-
mand. “He talks like a preacher,” they
said. “ Where one tree is cut down another
grows up.” But he did not assume to be
a pastor. One day he heard good news :
* A minister is in town, —a traveller, —a _
foreigner.” :

“Who is he?”
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“Peter Maneri. He is at Claude Salo-
mon’s (Pasta’s). He will preach to-night.”

The wonderful secret was soon whispered
to the faithful, and Claude’s rooms were filled
at the hour. Peter Maneri, whom Froment
calls *another learned man,” spent a few
days aiding Guerin in the good work.

The zeal of the unwise cannot always be
turned to good account. Itdid harm in Ge-
neva. Guerin had a servant who was a great
talker, and such an admirer of his master’s
sermons that he put forward his talent. At -
an hour when there were many persons in
the street he began to address them: “ Why
do you go to mass? You are idolaters.
Instead of worshipping God, you adore a
wafer.”

* And who are you?” shouted one of the
crowd. The poor orator was at his wit’s
end. He was seized, led before the judges,
and banished from the city.

Olivétan was again in Geneva, laboring
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day and night upon a translation of the
entire Bible into French. His friends were
delighted to think that they should soon
have the Old Testament in their hands.
But who would publish it? The printer,
De Vingle, asked the council to dllow him
to print it, but some were so ready to cry
out “ Protestant Bible,” that he must be
content with republishing the version which
had been made by Le Fevre, the good man
- who preceded Luther in declaring the way
of salvation by faith. He had been Farel’s
teacher, but had not left the Romish
Church.

Olivétan worked on and waited his time.
He took no very active part in the quiet
meetings. His labors were of another
kind. He felt so humble that he spoke of
himself *as one of the smallest toes on the
lowly feet of the church.” Yet his heart
was full of pity for that church. Alone in
his room he sighed, saying, “I love thee;
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I have seen thee a slave under hard masters.
I have seen thee coming and going, worried
‘and plagued ; I have seen thee ill-dresscd,
ill-treated, chilled, bruised, beaten, and dis-
figured ; who would have taken thee for the
daughter of heaven’s King, and the bride of
his only Son?  Listen; thy friend calls
thee. He would give thee thy watchword,
and teach thee thy rights, that thou mayest
regain thy perfect liberty.”

The beating and bruising had still to be
endured. On a winter’s day a part of this
little church was assailed in the streets.
*“ Are these disputes to be settled by the
sword or by the Scriptures?” asked Guerin,
looking into the faces of the armed priests. '
Kind words secured a calm. The crowd
dispersed. Turning to his friends, he added,
“This is not a time to be angry. Let us
forgive and pray for our enemies.”

The cap-maker had anxious thoughts
upon an important subject. He was going
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one evening to the house of Chautemps to
attend a meeting of the faithful, when he
overtook Olivétan. “I have been reading
about the Lord’s Supper,” said he. *Jesus
says, ‘ Do this in remembrance of me.” But
we are not doing it. We cannot go to the
Romish mass. We want the Lord’s Sup-
per as the disciples observed it. What
shall we do?”

“That question has troubled me,” replied
Olivetan. “I am hungering for this means
of grace. But we have no organized church,
—mno pastor, no elders and deacons, no
membership.”

“And yet are we not disciples of Jesus?
‘Would he not allow us to meet together and
take bread and wine in remembrance of
him? It is not the minister that makes
them a sacred means of grace.”

“Very true. Perhaps our necessity would
justify us in taking the sacrament in the
best way we can.” o
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The door of the house was now reached.
They went in, and had a new proposal to
lay hefore the little band of believers.
They discussed it. They brought for-
ward Scripture. They prayed over it.
They resolved to celebrate the love of
Christ in the Lord’s Supper. But who
should preside? “Let us elect some one
- of our number to act as minister,” said
Olivetan.

All eyes were turned upon Guerin. He
was highly esteemed among all parties in the
city. He was not an ardent political Hugue-
not. He was chosen to the office. It required
moral courage to administer the sacrament
among a people who venerated the mass.

“ Where shall we meet?” inquired Jean
Chautemps ; and Madame Jacquema won-
dered why he did not name his own house.

* At Baudichon’s,” said oue of them.

*No,” replied the more prudent.. *Not
anywhere in the city, for the priests will be
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more angry than ever if they detect us.
A riot may gather at the doors.”

“I have a little garden near the city gate,”
said Stephen D’Adda, one of Farel’s first
hearers. “It has a wall around it. No-
body can disturb us there.”

The place was chosen, the day and the hour
were named. Who can tell the delight of
these simple-hearted people? For the first

. time in their lives they were to have the
Lord’s Supper.

Upon a morning in March, 1533, while it
was yet dark, “a great number of people,
good citizens and bourgeois,” went softly to
the garden. In the open air a plain table
was set. The eyes of the faithful were
eager to see what they had never seen before,
— that bread — that cup of the Lord! How
wonderful to those who had known only the
mass, that sad perversion of the sacrament !
Some of them could scarcely get rid of the
idea of their childhood, that the bread was
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the real body, and the wine the real blood of
the Saviour. Others were not quite free
from fears lest some awful thing should
happen when they touched the sacred
emblems. The solemn moment came. The
rising sun cast his light upon them, as if .
it were the token of a heavenly Father’s
siniling countenance.
. Guerin rose from his silent prayer, and,
lifting his eyes to heaven, he said, “Lord,
thou knowest all things; thou knowest if
we lovethee. 'We would be faithful to thee
even unto death. Give us grace to eat this’
bread and drink this wine, and receive
strength from thy body broken and thy
blood shed.” He took the bread ; it passed
from hand tohand. Then the cup passed to
the lips of all the penitents. They sat in
silence communing with the Lord. Then
rose with stronger hearts to endure the new
trials which awaited them.

Nor had they long to wait. They had
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dared to restore the Lord’s Supper in place
of the Pope’s mass. In remembering Christ
they had forgotten the Roman Churck. The
priests, full of anger, went about saying,
“We must imprison, excommunicate, and
banish these heretics. They are not fit to
live. They despise the rites of the church.”

“We seek to restore the ordinances of
Christ,” said Olivétan and Guerin. “Heis -
the Shepherd and Bishop of our souls. He
leads us in green pastures —”

“The pastures are in his church,” replied

“the priests. “Is Christ to be found in a
garden?”

“He often prayed in the garden of Geth-
semane. IHe was buried in a garden, and
there he met Mary Magdalene, assured her
that he was risen from the dead, and that his
Father was her Father. Not one of us will
deny the Lord, if you ask, ‘Did I not see

thee in the garden with him?’> We found
him there.”
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* Away with your heresies 1” cried the

. priests, who were especially enraged at the
cap-maker, for whom no vile name was’ too
reproachful. Guerin was no longer safe in
Geneva. He fled in haste, taking his family
with him, to Yvonand. There he seems. to

" have studied with Froment, and been or-

dained to the work of the ministry. He
preached for some time at Montbeliard, over
the French border. He endured persecu-
tion. Driven thence by the enemiies of the
gospel, he died in 1549 at Neuchatel.
Rome had her vengeance ; he had a blessed
reward. '

Already was the priest’s party reinforced.
A new Dominican monk appeared. He
came to preach the Lent sermons. *Deliver
us from this heresy,” said the priests to him,
and he was proud to undertake thie business.
While he was preparing his fine discourse,
his friends were saying everywhere, “He is
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a great orator, a fervent Catholic, — just the
opposite of that gospelizing Bocquet.

A day or two after Guerin’s flight there
was a great rush to the church of St.
Dominic. Many of the evangelicals helped
to-crowd the aisles, not to make a disturb-
ance, but hoping to hear some truth. The
monk began his sermon. He cried down
the Bible, he exalted the Pope, and, if noise
were argument, he had the best of it. As
for the heretics he said, **I will blacken
them so that they shall never be washed
white again.” When he ceased he thought
his triumph complete.

A man rose upon one of the benches,
where he sat scarcely able to control him-
self, and said, calmly, *“Master, I wish to
show you honestly, from Scripture, where
you have erred in your discourse.” There
was a stir in the crowd. All looked and
saw Olivétan trying to make his voice heard.
But what an offence! A layman pointing
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out the errors of the clerg gy ! It was not to
be tolerated. The priests and their fol-
lowers abtsed him, pushed him off the
bench, and threatened to give him a
beating.

“Hold there!” cried Claude Bernald?
rushing up along with Councillor Chautemps,
and a strong force of Huguenots ; “ hands off |
We will be surety for our friend. If he be
injured we shall demand justice.” They
rescued him, Froment tells us, “from the
monks and people who desired to kill him.”

The council met to take up the case. The
majority were ready to blame the reformed
party with all the evils in their city. They
saw only one remedy ; that was to banish
Olivetan. The decree went forth. No ap-
peal was allowed. He must leave or be
subject to * their good pleasure.” Knowing
well how good that was, he soon departed,
taking away his-large collection of manu-

scripts and editions of the Bible — “ all the
16
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translations, ancient and medern, from the
Greek down to the Italian and German.”
He found refuge near Neuchdtel. While
the reformed held nothing but tfe Bible as
their rule of faith, they wished the whole of
4t in their own language. It was Olivétan’s
work to give to the Church the first French
version of the whole Bible. It began to be
printed at Neuchatel; in 1534. The Walden-
ses furnished most of the fudds. The Gene-
vese Christians obtained it through De
Vingle.' At a later day it was revised by
John Calvin, the cousin of the translator. It
became the authorized version of the French
Reformed Church. : '

A veil hangs over the later life of this re-
former, who did so much to introduce the
gospel at Geneva. Soon after his transla-
tion was sent forth from the press he went
into Italy. Did he wish to come to closer
quarters with popery, and find even in Rome
some councillor who had sons to be taught?
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We know not. In 1538 he is at Ferrara.
There he disappears, some say by poison.
But this is doubtful. No more is his namne
mentioned. But his works lived after him.
* Who will next appear?” asked the papal
party after the cap-maker and the translator
had been banished. They watched closely
every little meeting of the Bible-readers, to
learn whether a new leader would arise.
“We have no teacher but Jesus,” said the
reformed; “we must sit at his feet and
study his Word. The Holy Spirit will lead
us into all truth.” They met every day in
houses or gardens to pray to God, sing
péalms and’Christian hymns, and to talk of
‘the Holy Scriptures.
A little girl of eight or nine years showed
a wonderful knowledge of the New Testa-
ment. She was the daughter of Claude
Bernard, who led her early to the fountain
of living waters, She had been in the school
o« 0f the Golden Cross. She had talked and
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prayed with Pernetta, who now made caps
for poor children, since Guerin was gone.
All began to hear of little Genevieve.

® Ah, my child,” said a friar to her one
day, putting his hand on her head, “I read
the Bible once, and it almost ruined me.”

* What did you read that was so bad?”
she inquired.

*1 read” —he hesitated as if he were
greatly puzzled — “I read that Peter denied
his Master.”

*“And did you go and deny him? You

ought to have read about his weeping bit-
terly. You should have marked that verse
which he afterwards wrote: ‘The Word of
the Lord endureth forever. And this is the
‘Word which by the gospel is preached unto
YOu

“Yes, but the priest alone can preach it.”

“No; Peter says the gospel preaches it,
and I think he knew. Also he says, ‘We
have not followed cunningly-devised fables.””

L 4
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The friar did not care to talk longer in this
vein, and went on his way. -

The “little controversalist,” as #he was
called, was one day in a shop, looking at
some toys. As the price was too high she
did not purchase, and, putting her money in
her purse, she went into the street. A
priest saw it all, and asked, * Are you going
to give your money for the release of sfme
poor soul out of purgatory? ”

“ What if there be no purgatory ?” she re-
plied. “If there be one, and if any man
needed to go there, surely he was-the thief
on the cross.”

“ What thief ?” :

“The one to whom Jesus said, ‘This day
shalt thou be with me in Paradise.”” Thus
she silenced even ignorant priests by quot-
ing certain plain passages of Scripture,
which had struck her mind with force, and
which told against the superstitions of
Romanism. No doubt the discussions in her



246 Geneva’s Shield.

father’s house had supplied her with many
arguments. The papists spread the report
that she was possessed of the devil. .

Many visitors came to try her skill in
answering questions. Among them was the
ambassador of the King of France.* Imag-
ine him sitting for three hours (as we are
told he did), and asking her what she
tlggught of the church and its rites, of the
gospel and its doctrines,‘of Christ and his
salvation, and then saying, “You must
have some happy way of settling difficult
points of Scripture. How isit? If I read
the Bible I soon find something that trou-
bles me. Itdoes not teach me all that the
church teaches. I must go to the priests
and have it all made clear.”

“Perhaps the church teaches you too
much,” was Genevieve’s reply, not aware of
the full meaning of her words.

® Ruchat, Ref. de la Suisse, IV. 814,
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" Too much!” exclaimed the ambassador,
who had received a new idea. “The church
teaches us too much?. I should rather say
not enough.”

*®* Well, I mean —” Genevieve took time
to think — “I mean too much that is nof in
the Bible, and not enough of that which ¢
in it.”

* What is not in the Bible?” -

“There is nothing there about praying to
the saints, adoring relics, paying money for
pardon, sprinkling ourselves with holy
water, using the sign of the cross, and all
such things.”

“ What is in it? ”

“ Everything to show.us how to be saved.
But you know all about that, don’t you?”

* Ah, my little friend, when you are the
teacher, you should not take tos much for
granted. I am your scholar now.

“You my scholar!” Genevieve was
quite puzzled to know what to say. But he
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insisted that he was the learner. Perhaps a
little irony was intended, as if he meant to
give a .hint that she was putting herself in
place of the Church. But she was not
to be entrapped in this way. After a mo-
ment’s thought she said, “Then, if you were
my scholar, I would give you this book, and
have you get all the lessons. No, you
should have a2 new. one, just like this.” She
was quite diffident about showing him her
copy of the New Testament, it was so worn
and soiled by constant usage.

The ambassador’s heart was touched.
When he took in his hand that wondrous
book which had made a child so wise, and
which was working such mighty changes in
Geneva, and in all Europe, it seemed more
marvellous than any of the relics in the
shrines of the Romish ecathedrals. “If I
could carry this little volume to my king,”
said he, half hoping that the proposal would
so please her that she would part with it, -
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“and tell him how a Genevan child had
worn it almost out by reading it, he would
place it among his curiosities. The cour-
tiers would look at it with great interest,
and cease to wonder that you who read it
are so firm in your faith.”

Genevieve could not spgre her Testa-
ment. She thought that the French king,
and everybody else ought to have one as
well worn as her own. The ambassador
went his way, not thinking it strange that a
new order of things was coming in Geneva.
When the word of God moves a people
they will take firm steps to banish errors
and to establish the truth.

a "L \uﬁl’tv
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CHAPTER X.

HOW THEY FASTED- IN LENT.

% %ﬂ Lent, 1533, on a Saturday, some
]a.s\, #74 Huguenots went into a pastry-
Qe BN <lop, and asked for a plate of
meat, in order to show their contempt of
the fast enjoined by the Roman Church.

“Impossible ! ” answered the waiter, with
a blank look of surprise, if not of horror.
* “Who ever heard of meat in Lent?”

“Not so much ceremony,” replied the
Huguenots. *If people fast, why do they
eat pastry?. If they do not fast, why not
eat mutton?”

Their rudeness alarmed the servants, one
of whom ran to the magistrate to inform
against them. They were fined fifty sous
250
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each and lectured upon keeping the fast-days.
Fiery strifes were again kindled. Neighbors
could not meet in the streets without mutual
abuse. One party shouted, *Lutherans, Hu-
guenots, heretics!” The other responded,
“ Pharisees, Mamelukes, Papists!” These
Huguenots were of the political class. Those
of the religious class were not so disorderly,
and yet they may have sometimes over-
stepped the bounds of wise moderation.
We must remember their times. They
were not always the aggressors. They
were frequently compelled to act in self-
defence. : )

A plot was forming in Geneva against
the followers of Christ, at the very time of
year when one was laid in Jerusalem against
their Lord, just fifteen hundred years

"before. In each case there was a council
of priests and chiefs among the rulers; in
each there-was a rabble ready for the des-
perate work committed to their hands.
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Under cover of the night certain priests,
canons, and councillors met at the palace of
the bishop’s vicar. One after another they
crept in, armed and breathing vengeance.
The house was full, and some stood by the
doors and under the windows. A few
Huguenots were slyly watching them. The
proceedings began. “The number of the
rebels increases daily,” “said one of the
speakers, “and the power of the priests
decreases. If things go on in this way
who will take care of the church?”

“Let us not lower ourselves to argue
with heretics,” said another. *It dégrades
us, and exalts them. Do not wait for the
councils to act; they will parley and hesi-
tate, and do nothing. We must act- with-
out the government. We are stronger
than the heretics. If it comes to fighting,
we shall be ten or twenty to their one.
When we conquer them we will-invite back
our bishop, and banish the rebels. . . . Let
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us fly to arms, ring the tocsin, and march
against these dogs, and if we kill them we
are doing God a good service.”

*“ That is the Way'to talk,” shouted the
crowd. “Bravo! We are ready.v Let us
bind ourselves by an oath to keep secret the
plan, and to execute it.”

The oath”was administered. The con-
spirators went to their homes. Vengeance
was to be taken upon Baudichon because he
and Claude Saloman had recently gone to
Berne to renew an alliance for peace.

There were other meetings in the cathe-
dral and on the Molard. There were skir-
mishes, the shedding of blood, the wound- *
ing of the gentle young Huguenot Vandel,
and frightful rumblings of the social vol-
cano. Easter was coming on, and with it
the awful omens of another Sicilian Ves-
pers. But we have not space for the vivid
pictures drawn by the Protestant Froment,

“* and by the Sister Jeanne de Jussie, the nun
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of St. Claire, who shared in the terrors of
her veiled companions when some kind
women ran to the convent, saying, “If the
heretics win the day they will make you all
" marry, —young and old, —all to your per-
dition!” The poor nuns crossed their fore-
heads with ashes, and stood together in the
form of a cross, weeping, invoking the
Virgin Mary, and praying, “Give victory
to the Christians.” They meant the Ro-
-manists. Yet let us give them due credit
for adding, “and bring back the poor wan-
derers to the way of salvation.”
The great bell had rung; the restless cit-
izens had grasped their arms and rushed
forth, not knowing where to go; the peas-
ants of the neighboring country had hurried
- into the city, some crying “ Fire!” and
others, “Down with the dogs!” the six or
seven hundred clergy and devoutest laymen
had put themselves * in order for fighting ; ”
about two thousand men had joined them, *
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not counting the old men, women, and chil-
dren, who wept and shouted and gave the
best aid they could; and still three other
armed bands were expected, — one of them
from St. Gervais, across the Rhone.

“Shut the gates of the city,” was the
order, “so that no one can escape.”

“Forward !” was the general cry. “Lead
us to Baudichon’s house.” :

“Not yet,” said the commander Baud.
“Let us wait for the three other corps.”
This answer did not satisfy the violent men.
They were impatient to move. * Wait,
wait | ” he cried. “We need artillery. Go
and get it.” This gave them something to
do, and allayed the uproar. Did he hope
to avoid the shedding of blood by delay?
Perhaps he thought that when the Hugue-
nots saw the force against them to be over-
whelming they would surrender.

Baudichon had a daughter who had mar-
ried a Roman Catholic. In religion she
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agreed with her husband, whose name was
probably Bernard Combet. But she had a
filial heart. At the ring of the great bell
Bernard sprang up to put on his armor,
uttering savage threats and cursing her
father. Shuddering and weeping, she
begged him to remain at home. **Spare
my father, even if he be a heretic, and a
leader of that deluded sect.”

* Wife,” said this fanatic, “cry on as much
as you please. I am going. If we come to
blows, and if I meet your father, he shall be
the first whom I shall attack. I will slay
him, or he shall slay me.”

“For'my sake spare him! Yes, for God’s
sake!”

“Heisabad Christian, arenegade, the worst
of the worst, — this wretched Baudichon ! ”

To the murderous work went this bar-
barous son-in-law, and sister Jeanne cites
it as an example of the sad divisien in famn-
ilies. She calls him ** a Christian.”
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Not so humane were all the daughters of
Geneva. Many of the women envied and
. hated their old friends, such as Dame Clau-
dine and Madame Jacquema, who had for-
saken the altar of Mary, where all once
knelt together, and had sold their jewels,
fed the poor, taken refugees to their homes,
and ministered to the sick in the hospitals.
These women gathered into one place an-
other force, of which the nun of Jussie says,
“There were full seven hundred children,
from twelve to fifteen years old, firmly re-
solved to do good service along with their
mothers.” :

They gave them hatchets and swords, and
when there were no more of these to give,
they filled their caps and aprons with stones,
greatly to the delight of the priests.

Aud now the plan was to march to the
house of the Baudichon, set it on fire, and
as the people rushed out of the doors, or

leaped through the windows, to fall upon
17
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them and murder them. Eager for such
barbarity, the rioters still shouted *For-
ward!” But the commander restrained
them, saying again, * Wait for the men of
St. Gervais.”

Who were in Baudichon’s house ?

It had become the refuge and the citadel
of the Huguenots. There, too, were wom-
en and children, made brave by a better
spirit. There wives expected to be parted
from their husbands, and mothers from their
sons. Young men were there, whom noth-
ing could keep away. All knew their dan-
ger. Ina moment an avalanche of inhuman
wrath might sweep down and crush them
all.” “Be of good cheer,” said a young ap-
prentice. *Icame here in spite of father,
mother, and the priests. I take my stand
with the followers of Christ. If they must
die, let me die with them. But we believe
in God ; why, then, should we be-afraid ?”

“Yes, the Lord will be our defence,” re-
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joined the older men. *The most furious
tempests are in his hand.” They looked
upon young Vandel, wounded not long be-
fore at the cathedral, and could not resist
the gloomy thoughts of death. And some
began to say, “We are few; our foes are
many. If God be not for us, we are un-
done.”

“ But if God be for us, who can be against
us?” said one. The voice was that of Per-
netta, who was calming the fever of young
Vandel.

Baudichon was bravest of all. Never had
he appeared so cool, so forgetful of self,
so like a Christian. Naturally fiery, rash,
and impetuous, an enthusiast for liberty,
and a second Berthelicr, he seemed now to
have a sublime faith in Jehovah. *The
triumphal arches of the enemy are only in
the air,” said he. *“God does not look to
numbers, -but to the cause for which we
fight. If we are under the banner of gur
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King Jesus, God will be a wall of brass to
us.”

At once those who stood around this
noble leader fell upon their knees, and one .
of them thus prayed : “ O Lord, thou givest
reinto the wicked only so far as is necessary
to try us. Restrain them lest they hurt us.
Change their hearts. Make our cause thine
own.” What scenes! Romanist nuns pray-
ing for “the poor heretic wanderers;”
Protestant heroes praying for their enemies.
The first appealing through Mary in vain,
for these “ poor wanderers ” would never re-
turn to the papal fold. The prayer of the
second band should be answered, so far as
to stay the fury of the enemy.

The friends of the reform arose from their
knees, gave each other their hands, and
said, “ We swear to die in God’s cause, if
need be, and to keep faith and loyalty with
one another.” Then, like the early martyrs,.
they waited for the blow.
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It was a pugnacious canon who was to
fire the house, and stifle or drive out *the
‘heretics.” He fretted, and said of the Hu-
guenots, “ They keep themselves as still as
hares; they must be started.” He pre-
pared his match. :

“Hold!” cried certain wiser ones, who
had property of their own. *“If you fire
one house you may burn down a whole
street. This was not to their taste. The
canon was foiled.

We must speak of another movement.
There was one man who was to change the
entire face of affairs, and in fear of him the
canon and his pack had not ventured to set
Baudichon’s house in flames. This man was
the ex-councillor, Jean Philippe, a conserv-
ative who leaned to the reform because it
might bring liberty. He was now captain-
general, and it was his duaty to repress all
disorder. . .But how could he? The rioters
had most of the armed guards under their
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sway. It seemed utterly in vain to march
against the mob. He chose a wiser method.
He would keep the St. Gervais men from
crossing the Rhone. Was there an under-
standing between Captain Baud and General
Philippe? Was the one to restrain his men
until the reinforcements came, and the
other to keep them from coming? The re-
sult favors this theory.

While the heroes of the reform were
praying in Baudichon’s house, one might
have seen from the windows the captain-gen-
eral taking his stand near the bridge. The
neutrals and peace-seckers rallied at his
call. Soon the St. Gervais men came upon
the bridge, under the lead of the swearing
Bellessert, “a stout fellow, and like a mad-
man.” Let these desperadoes into the city,
and all law would be at end while they
swept through thestreets, yelling, swearing,
burning, plundering, and murdering as they
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pleased. The very priests who had sown
the wind would have reaped the whirlwind.

“Halt!” shouted Jean Philippe to the
advancing band. “You have come far
enough. The Genevans on this side will
take care of themselves. Return to your
own quarter.”

“I'll take care of you,” said Bellessert,
with horrible oaths ; and dashing forward he
struck the captain-general to the ground.

“Now at them,” cried some of Philippe’s
men. Their commander sprang to his feet
and wounded his braggart foe. They
charged upon the opposing ranks, and, hit-
ting right and left, drove them back across
the river, scarcely giving them time to
breathe. These fierce men went to their
homes. The bridge-gate was closed; Ge-
neva was almost saved.

But Dame Claudine must suffer. Hear-
ing the uprear, and pitying her St. Ger-
vais neighbors, who might be wounded, she
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came into the street, ready to help any suf-
ferer, whether Papist or Huguenot. Just
then the disabled Bellessert was borne
along, and, as the warlike women of that
quarter uttered a lament for their shattered
idol, they caught sight of Claudine Levet.
Upon her they rushed crying, ®She is the
cause of this wickedness. Vengeance.on
bher! Let us begin by throwing this dog
into the Rhone.”

" “Help! help!” she cried, and Sister
Jeanne de Jussie treats lightly her shrieks,
and says that, “being tricky,” she ran into
her house. We all approve of the trick. It
‘was not the first attack she had endured.
She barred the doors, and the besieging
women could not break it down. But they
vented their rage upou the shop-windows,
and the drugs upon the shelves. Yet these
medicines did not cool their fever, not even
after stealing what they wished, and- throw-
ing the rest into the street. Standing in
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front of the house, they flung their insult-
ing speeches in at the upper windows, near
which Dame Claudine found a throne of
grace, and gained strength for the time of
trouble. She abode under the shadow of
the Almighty.

‘We return to Baudichon’s, *the citadel
of the reformed,” who still expected the
torch to be applied to the house. * Shall
we longer wait,” they asked, *to perish by
fire and sword? Let us rather march out
and repel force by force. It is a defensive
war.”

“Must Vandel be left?” inquired Per-
netta, who had no thought of forsaking
him.

“If we die together,” said he, “neither
will remain to mourn the loss of the other.
Read me again that psalm which Olivétan
translated for us, ‘God is our refuge and
sttength:’” .

‘'What meaning in the words: “The hea-
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then raged ; the kixigdoms were moved ; He
uttered his voice, the earth melted !”

Others took it up: *“The Lord of hosts
is with us.” And with holy psalm and glit-
tering sword the little band sallied forth,
a calm, solemn, resolute brotherhood, who
felt that their only help was in God. In
a street they drew up in a line of battle five
deep, according to the Swiss practice. The
front rank was but two hundred and fifty
paces from the enemy, on the Molard.
“Here we stand,” said they; *“we will
not be the first to fire. But, if we be at-
tacked, we will die rather than retreat a
single step.” '

It seems that another Huguenot force was
drawn up not & hundred paces from the foe.
Was it Jean Philippe who had sent them
some pieces of cannon? These guns were
pointed toward the Molard, where a )
stronger artillery was planted in resentment.
It was an awful moment. All was ready
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for the onset; a massacre seemed unavoid-
able. There were angry mutteringé, ter-
rible threats, lifted weapons, and matches
ready to set all the guns roaring and hurl-
ing death from their ghastly mouths.
(Clamor, saxa, mince, furor, says a MS.)
Would merciful Heaven hold forth the
olive-branch, or whisper *“Peace, be still!”
A trumpet was heard, — not the signal of
battle, but the prelude. Even war has its
formalities, and the maddest passions could
wait for them, so that the innocent mighi;
have time to retire from the field. The city
criér shouted, “Let every foreigner go to
his lodgings, under pain of three lashes
with the rope ! ” The ground was cleared.
The trumpet ceased; the crier’s shrill
voice died away. And what a silence ! —
deathlike, and yet it gave men time to
think. On each side were noble souls, who
could somewhat measure the woes of such
a war. . Brothers looked at brethren, and
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could they slay them? Neighbors cast an
eye across the public square, and saw their
fellow-citizens, and that eye grew damp
with the dews of peace. But they dared not
whisper their wish to the priests, who
breathed out slaughter and shook the deadly
steel.

Then arose a cry, a loud wail of pity and
sorrow. It came from the women, young
and old, who had been so eager for the fray.
Weeping and moaning they exclaimed,
“Alas! what are they going to do? It is
kin against kin. They are all ready to kill
one another!” They dropped their rude
missiles, they begged for a truce. The
emotion became universal. Every moment
of delay was calming and melting the hearts
of the people.

A new force appeared. Seven merchants
of Friburg had come to attend the fair, but
not to engage in this bartering of human
lives.  They were standing near the Mo-
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lard. The crier’s voice did not send them
to their lodgings. They were Roman Cath-
olics, but men of peace. <They went to the
Huguenots and said, “Look at the great
multitude against you. This matter must
be settled before the worst befalls you.”

* We are ready to settle it. ~We did not
begin it,” replied the reformed party.
*We seek peace. We only ask the liberty
of living according to God’s holy Word,
and obeying our rulers as the gospel com-
mands. But we must defend ourselves in
God’s name. Why are so many monks
and priests in arms? Let them disperse,
and we will go to our homes.”

These good laymen had a short 'sermon
for the clergy. Crossing the Molard, they
said to the priests, “Is this your office to
excite people to slay each other? Not thus
do we think in Friburg. Itis your duty to
e in ‘your houses and churches, praying to
God for peace. If you must fight, let it be



270 Geneva’s Shield,

with your prayers. You should be peace-
makers.” But all this pleading was in viin.
The clergy only thirsted the more for the
blood of “heretics.”

The seven merchants went to the Roman
Catholic laymen, saying, *“If there be
slaughter, all the blame will rest upon you.
. . . . You have sons and brothers on the
Huguenot side. Do you want to kill them,
or have them kill you? We advise you to
retire to your homes. Let the priests fight
it out for themselves. They pity nobody ;
they have very few to pity them.”

“We are very foolish,” said the citizens.
Why should we get killed for the priests?”
They shouted to the clergy, “You must
restore peace.”

“No truce with heretics,” answered the
monks, who- thought that papal Friburg
would never desert them.

“Do mnot be so high,” replied the Fri~-
burgers, wishing to frighten them. *If it
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come to fighting, we prefer to be on the
side of the Huguenots than on yours, sir
priests. They are better soldiers, and in a
better cause. We have seen them. Think
what you are about.” They did think and
fear. They found themselves deserted.
Their crests drooped.

The Council of State assembled on the
Molard. They came to an agreement.
Then Captain Baud and others advanced to-
ward the Huguenot leaders.. Some thought
the battle was to commence, and were pre-
pared to fire into the centre of the group.
But the swordless hand was offered to
Baudichon, and the shout rang forth,
“Peace is made!” It was only begun.
But the parties separated and went to their
homes. ’

And what sort of a peace was the result
of one night’s deliberations? Next day the
- people were called together to hear it. An
officer read it to the crowd; a few articles
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ran thus: *All anger, grudges, and insults
between the parties, as well as all battery
aud blows, shall be pardoned.”

“ We forgive,” was the general response.

“No one shall speak against the holy
sacraments. In this respect every one shall ’
be left at liberty according to his own
conscience.” ,

* Liberty and conscience!” whispcred a
Huguenot. “Just what we are secking.
Give us this, and all is gained.” Another
thought that he saw a trap. Did not the
papists claim to have seven holy sacra-
ments ?

“No one shall preach without the license
of the vicar, the syndics, and the council.”

“ Just what the Sanhedrim decreed against
Peter and John,” the reformed were think-
ing, “for they were commanded not to speak
at all, nor teach im the name of Jesus.
Shall we not obey God rather than men?”
One suggested that the papists themselves
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would soon break down this  barrier, and
open the way for gospel preaching.

“And the preacher shall say nothing that
ts not proved by Holy Scripture.”

“Good !” said the Huguenots; *we can
live by that.”

“Good!” whispered the papists; *the
authorities will contrive to let no heretics
preach.”

*And now,” said the officer, when the
reading was finished, “let all who desire
peace- and love hold up their hands, and
make oath before God.”” Up went a forest
of hands. T

“I refuse,” stoutly declared a Huguenot,
who perceived that the papists had triumphed
after all. The fine words about conscience,
liberty, and Scripture were mere decoys
which were set to catch the unwary.

“To the Rhone with” him!” cried the
priests’ party.  “ Throw him into the Rhone,

like a wad dog.” Yectno one was drowned,
18
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and on the next day joyous processions
marched through the city, returning thanks
to God for peace. And what a peace !

Such is a specimen of the conflicts which
were almost every-day affairs in Geneva.
Nor was this the last. There was not one
month of calm. Eight days did not pass be-
fore a foreign monk preached to a vast
crowd in the open air, and spoke in great
contempt of the Word of God. “Is this
obeying. the new law, that ‘the preacher
shall say nothing that is not proved by Holy
Scripture’?” asked the Huguenots. All
protests were unheeded. No faith was to
be kept with heretics.

The spirit of piety was not entirely lost
amid these political scenes. “Holy Thursday
is coming,” said some of the reformed. It
is the anniversary of that day on whose even-
ing our Lord gave his-Supper to the church.
Onthat night he was betrayed in Gethsemane-.
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Shall we not meet in another garden, and
renew our vows of fidelity ? ”

“ Oh for one hour of Guerin’s presence !”
sighed some of the faithful. On that day
eighty men and a goodly company of women
assembled in the walled garden of D’Adda,
and wanted not **a leader,” for the Lord
came down as they remembered him in the
holy sacrament.

Three months after the processions of
peace, there was another procession, which
seemed to the Huguenots like the funeral of
all their liberties and hopes. The bishop,
Peter de la Baume, entered Geneva amid the
roars of artillery, the clangor of bells, and the
chanting of litanies. His admirers were not
slow in reminding him that his first great
duty was “ to root out the Lutheran sect and
heresy.” .

Nor was he slow to attempt it. He re-
enlled the names of those who.were to be
put under the ban. The work of. proscrip-
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tion began. “Ah, yes,” said he, coolly,
*Jean Chautemps, —we can spare him.
And that druggist over the river, Aimé
Levet, —he can go, and quite easily, since
his wares have been thinned out so recently.
And Claude Salomon, the treasurer of the
gospellers, —he may find it convenient to
have a full purse. And Ami Perrin, — aha!
he may need to hire Froment again.” Others
were proscribed, but all was kept secret.

“But you don’t intend that they shall
slip away !” exclaimed one of his advis-
ers.

“Not if we can catch them. Take the
list, call on these happy gentlemen, and hon-
or them with an invitation to spend an even-
ing with their prince-bishop.” On that 4th
of July there was no declaration of independ-
ence for the leading Huguenots.

‘The next day these. men got their invita-
tion. When they showed surprise ‘the-offi- -
cer said, “It is in good faith; our good
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bishop seeks to bind all the people to him-
self.” )

Ami Perrin and several others, arrayed
in their best suits, and with swords girded
upon them, went to the Episcopal palace.
“We must not drown our senses in wine,”
said Perrin, who knew his failings, “or we,
may make conpessions which will bring us
to grief. The more giddy Le grows the bet-
ter. Be firm, make strong proposalsv, and if
we bring him to terms it will be glorious.”

The gate swung open as if they were
kings, and they entered the hall. “Rather
military here, — servant all rather too well
armed,” thought young Vandel, whose dis-
like of a dagger was the result of a late ex-
perience. Just then a hand was laid upon
each of them, and they heard their welcome
in the word  prisoners.” It was too late;
they must yield to force. They were led
~down- into the dungeons of the bishop’s
house! What a shepherd’s fold! Cords,
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iron doors, locks, and bars were not enough.
Their hands were manacled ; their feet made
fast in the stocks. * This is the good bish-
op’s wine,” said Perrin. “How it intoxi-
cates — him ! ”

“ Delightful news ! ” exclaimed La Baume,
when the report was brought to his room.
“*But where are the others? You have
" not got the worst ones. Keep up the mu-

sic; they may come yet.”

A woman’s quick wit often sees through
the meshes of such a net, and love gives
her the alarm. Madame Jacquema guessed

“the bishop’s plot, although she knew noth-
ing of the proscription. Do not go,” said
she to her husband. “Flee this very hour,
leaving wife, children, house, country,
everything. Because Canon Wernly was
slain the other night in front of our house,
by a poor carman, you will be marked for
vengeance. No matter if he was -at-the
head of a mob; no matter if you knew
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nothing of his death until you opened the
door in the morning; no matter if you
brought the body into the house, and treated
it decently. You remember how the great
numbers of men and women who came and
knelt around it spoke of ‘the blessed mar-
tyr,” and then glanced at you with a look of
suspicion. Poor blasphemer and rioter as
he was! we could not praise him nor shed -
tears, and they say that you rejoiced !”
“Surely, I have nothing to fear from that
sad event,” said Jean Chautemps. “My in-
nocence has been made clear enough.”
“Yet you know that it has strengthened
our foes. They have made capital of it
against the reform. It has prompted them
to bring back the bishop, and he means no
good to you. Flee, I beg of you. And,
Berthie, you will take care of us.”” It was
no weakness in Madame Jacquema to give
way to tears. ’
The strong man felt as if he needced some
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one to take him up and carry him to a place
of safety. How to escape was the question.
If the bishop had set a snare, he had shrewd
men to watch the game.

“T will manage it,” said Berthie. Ernest
Lery was engaged. Taking his boat, he
fished for an hour in the lake. It was easy
for Chautemps to go with his son to buy
some fishes. Berthie took them home; his
father took the boat, and Lery pushéd for
the opposite shore.

Baudichon had escaped to Berne. If
asked the reason, he might bhave said that
the bishop bad slighted him; he had no in-
vitation to partake of his deep hospitality.
But what if he should bring down a Bernese
army? The bishop was alarmed. He must
deal severely and act with promptness.

No other guests entered the bishop’s
doors. “Bring me -Madame Jacquema,”
said he to his officers, when he learned that
Chautemps was gone. “She shall suffer
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for her husband.” Into the dungeon she
was cast. The elegant lady, the wife of a
chief citizen, was thus torn from her com-
fortable home, her children, and her many
friends, thrust into a narrow cell, and treated
as a culprit. But she had a courage like
that of the heroines of the Old Testament.
When thinking of her husband she might
have asked, 3

¢ Who beside me
Can claim the right to die for thee ? ”

*“Take this list,” was the bishop’s order,
*and seize the men named. Take horses
and hunt them down. Scour the country .
especially along the road to Berne. By all
means secure Aimé Levet.”

Dame Claudine’s safety depended upon
the arrest of her husband. He did not risk
the northward road. Taking his course up
‘the-Arve, and striking into the wild region
toward Mount Blanc, he wandered about,
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with less admiration for the grand Alps than
anxiety to elude his swift pursuers. Hun-
gry and footsore, he must have thought pro-
foundly upon the great change in his condi-
tion. A few months before a zealous pa-
pist ; now persecuted for Jesus’ sake. Then
happy at home where ignorance was bliss;
now a shelterless fugitive, made wise unto
salvation. And his wife had led him to all
this! Yet he could thank God, and, like
Jacob, pillow his head upon a stone and be
resigned. .

" A canon had watched him when he left
home, followed upon his track, got help
from the castle of Gaillard, and come al-
most upon him. He heard the steps of sol-
diers ; he saw no way of escape, and he was
arrested. The canon had him scourged,
without any form of trial, or any reason but
hatred. Levet was-thrown into the Guail-
lard castle, whither the bishop was- about
to send some of his “guests,” that the
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keeper “might do as he pleased with
them.”

The liberty of Dame Claudine was as-
sured to her by her husband’s captivity.
She could hear little from him. She could
only imagine his sufferings, and thus add to
her griefs. Yes, she could pray for him,
and thus increase her own faith. He was
harshly treated ; insults were heaped upon
him, and some horrible mode of death seemed
almost certain. But his faith gained a new
life. *I here vow to God, that if he ever
deliver me, I will do more than ever for the
triumph of his gospel.”

Upon this vow great events were to turn.




CHAPTER XI.

THE CHIM.NEY-PREACHERS.

things occupied the mind of

udichon, who was now at

ne again. One was the reap-

irvest (it was the middle of

and the other the release of

the prisoners. “ What means such a strong
guard at the city gate?” he asked, one Sat-
urday night, upon returning from his fields.

“The bishop is going to send the pris-
oners away to a stronger place, — Gaillard
Castle, perhaps,” was the reply.

“I will see about that,” thought the
Huguenot chieftain. It must be done by
law, — by the magistrates, — not by Peterla.
Baume. Rome shall not rule in Geneva.”

284
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He called together fifty of his most resolute
friends and gave them instructions.

Later at night, when the streets were
quiet, the bishop had reason to think of
Gideon (if he knew of him), and his
lamps, and the sword of the Lord. To
his palace came a band of men, each carry-
ing a sword in his right hand, and in his
left a staff tipped with iron, and branching
out from its top five blazing torches. So
noiseless was their approach that his sur-
prise made him angry at his guards: “ Why
did you not warn me, so that I could es-
cape?” ' ’

“We shall enter,” said the leader to the
porters, and they dared not resist. They
knew the man. He led his company, with
their two hundred lights, into the hall; he
entered the bishop’s apartment. La Baume
was terrified when he saw Baudichon. He
thought -his"last hour had come. The real
danger was imaginary.
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*We are here, Monseigneur, to demand
that you surrender your prisoners to the
lawful judges. Let them be legally tried,
and, if guilty of any crime, legally pun-
ished.” S

“Yes, yes,” replied the bishop, staring
in affright, and supposing that he must
yield or be slain on the spot. “Yes, it
shall be done.” '

“ Write the order and give it to the prop-
er officer, for we want no repentance of a
good promise.” - ’

It was done. With their *good-night”
they left him, and Froment says, “Those
at the chateau did not sleep any all that
night.” “The vision of fire” disturbed the
bishop; at daybreak he was quite un-
manned. :

“I shall leave the city,” he declared.
When fear was the -motive, and an escape
was his safety, he was one of the mwoest res-
olute of men. Nothing could turn his
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mind. Canons, priests, councillors, all rea-
soned with him in vain. To shake them
off he said, “I will return in six weeks
~without fail ;”” but his secret thought, was
never to be seen in Geneva again. So
fearful was he of being waylaid by the
Huguenots that he resolved to steal away
cautiously, the next morning very early,
and he asked for a force of sixscore mus-
keteers to cover his retreat. They were
~granted by the council, who were roused
out of their beds to consult for his depart-
ure.

*No, that will never do,” said he, struck °
with fresh terrors. *“So many men will
awaken the Huguenots, and they will rush
forth, and I shall be sent out of the
world ;” an event for which he seems not
to have been prepared. Did he think that
every threatened Huguenot had such hor-
Fors? If he measured their experience by
his own, he knew what wretchedness he
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had caused. But the  heretics’” had a
faith in God, and a hope of heaven.

“I must hasten, pack up, and slip away
by daybreak,” he finally concluded. It
was an awful night in his room: no sleep,
no peace, no courage. He wrote a few
lines to the council, saying, “Be firm.
Oppose the evangelical meetings with all
your zeal. Maintain our religion with holy
boldness.” Fine advice to come from
him! .

By a neglected street and a secret gate in
the wall this prince-bishop reached the
shore of the lake, while every dreaded
Huguenot was asleep, and yet he expected
one at every corner. A boat, a galloping
horse, and finally a castle, made him a hap-
pier man.

Yet not so happy as Baudichon, who
smiled as he thought of the torches and
swords which had so terrified the oppressor.
Froment put it thus: “ As at the sound of
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the trumpets of Gideon, and at the sight
of his lamps, the Amalekites and Midian-
ites fled during the night, so did the bishop
and his followers flee away at the sound of
arms and at the sight of fire.”

The Genevans soon cared nothing for
" him, nor asked about him. They put his
name in a proverb, — one that to this day is
used when they speak of a man for whom
they have no regard: “I care no more for
him than for Baume,” — that is, not af all.

The prisoners were soon released ; Aimé
Levet, however, was not until September,
when Jean Lullin brought him from his
dungeon, to fulfil his solemn vow.

“I shall have Froment here again very
soon,” said the apothecary to his wifé, when
he told her the story of his wanderings and
captivity. He wrote to him-at once, and
the reply gave delight to the reformed.

- In a few days two men called at the
house, and Dame Claudine met them with
19
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tears of joy. One was Antony Froment,
that “charmer and magician ” who had first
opened her eyes and showed her a New
Testament. To no human being did she
feel so indebted. The other was Alexander
Canus, or Dumoulin, an exile from Paris
for the truth’s sake, and who would one
day be burned in her streets as a martyr.

“You, Monsieur Froment, are to be our
guest,” said Dame Claudine, " if you are
not afraid of being pelted through the win-
dows.”

“ Why fear what man can do unto us?”

“But the women! They are the hurri-
canes. Yet some of those very women have
been won to read the gospel. After my
own conversion, I can despair of no one
else. ButIforget. You, Monsieur Canus,
are to lodge with the excellent Claude Salo-

_mon on the other sideof the Rhone. You

see, we are planning to gain over the whele R

city.”



Geneva’s Shield. 201

The good work began agaifx in private
houses. The preachers often stood, it seems,
by the mantel-piece over the large fireplace,
and proclaimed the Word of God. This gave
rise to the nickname, *Chimney-preachers,”
— precheurs de cheminées, as Froment has
it. The rooms filled ; then more space was
sought in the open air. As soon as the
messenger of the glad tidings took his stand
anywhere, a crowd gathered, “insomuch
that they trod upon one another.” The
results were very cheering. Froment says,
“These preachings in houses, streets, and
cross-ways, are great means of advapcing
the Word, and a detriment to the papacy,
but not without a serious risk of life. For
the bishop, the priests, and the city council
are strong enemies against us, always ready
for any outrages Yet the number of the
faithful increases, .and they can defend
Alemsélves.”

A new wonder appeared, — “a venerable
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preacher, ” Sister Jeanne calls him, “a great
theologian, very fervent and fearless, speak-
ing boldly against all vices, and above all
against the Lutheran heresy ; whereforc the
sectarians were wide awake as when the
cat is among the mice.” The exciting
question was, “ Have you heard Dr. Fur-
bity? If they know anything in Paris he
can tell it, and when he preaches the deafest
can hear. Just come to St. Peter’s and be

convinced.” )

Early in December he drew crowds to the
cathedral. I shall cry out pretty loudly
against the modern heretics,” was his prom-
ise ; and he kept it, “ roaring without rhyme
or reason.”

We give a few choice morsels from his
sermons : *“ All who read the Scriptures in
the popular tongue are gluttons, drunkards,
blasphemers, thieves, murderers. . . Those
who support them are ju'stA as wicked, ‘dand
God will punish theEn all.  Those who will
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not obey the Pope, the cardinals, the bish-
ops, the vicars, the curates, or the priests,
are the devil’s flock. They ought to be
"hanged. All who eat meat on fast-days are
worse than Turks and mad dogs. Have
nothing to do with these heretics.”

A little man named Janin,-or Le Col-
lonier (because he made pikes, arrows, and
Jjavelins), was among the many *“ Lutherans”
present. He was a second Guerin, well
versed " in Scripture, very active, a good
talker at the meetings, and one whose ex-
ample gave force to his words. What he
said was tremendously backed up by what
he did. ‘

This little man could not sit calmly under
such insults, and he nervously remarked,
*That monk does not know what he is say-
ing, or else he does not care for the truth,
and he is disebeying the council, who have
often told the priests to preach nothing but
the gospel, and say nothing which cannot
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be proved by Holy Scripture. What is the
use of law —”

“Begone !” roughly said those near him ;
“one preacher is enough here.”

*“Let him preach the gospel then. You
invited us to hear it, — not to be abused.”

* QOut with him!” was the cry. He was
obliged to kéep quiet, as we think he ought
to have been from the first. Impatient for
liberty himself, he should have allowed
others the right of free speech, even when it
" was abusive. It was the work of the law-
ful authorities to repress the evil. Besides,
the monk was overdoing the matter, and in-
juring his own cause. ’

On another day he shocked.even the
papal mind by assertions which seem to us
too blasphemous to quote. He talked about
the priest béing able “to create the body
of the Lord Jesus every day, as often as he
likes,” by uttering the sacramental words
over the bread and wine. “Ah! the majesty

.
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of the priest! You should kneel and do
bim reverence.”. . .* And where are these
wretched heretics, these rascals, worse than
heathens? Where are these fine chimney-
preachers? Let them come forward, and
they shall be answered. Ha! They take
good care to creep into the chimney-corner,
and there be very brave in deceiving poor
women, and such as know nothing.” '
One of them was in the audience. He
felt that he was challenged. The people
had scarcely smiled at the rude wit of the
monk. They were aware that if the re-
formed preachers accepted the challenge
they would carry the day, when the Scrip-
tures were the weapons. When Furbity
sat down with an air of triumph, they turned
their heads, and wondered what would hap-
pen. They saw some one rie up, beckon
with his hand, and they were silent.
- "*For the love of God, messieurs, hear
what I have to say,” cried a young man
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(jeune gargon, is Sister Jeanne’s term),
and the people saw Froment. “Sirs, I
offer my life, and am ready to be put into
the fires, if I cannot show that what this
man has said is pure mendacity, and the
language of anti-Christ.” He went on to
make his points and prove them. “In his
account of the Lord’s Supper, the Apostle
Paul says not one word about the priest’s
changing the bread and wine into the very
body and blood of Christ. The people are
to take them, just as they are, and re-
member the Lord; not see him. They are
to do this *till he come ;’ for he is not bodily
present. He is spiritually present, and we
receive him spiritually. . .And as to casting
ourselves down before the priest, it is
enough to say as our Lord said to the great
tempter, ‘Thou shalt worship the Lord thy
God, and him, only shalt thou serve.””

“Jt is the truth,” said = the - reformed.
Huguenots, and glancing at Dr. Furbity
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added, * Let him answer that.” The mounk
hid his head in the pulpit; he had nothing
to say.

Froment tells us that the clergy, *‘seeing
their case badly managed, and their doctor
speechless, and being astonished to see that
little man have the advantage, began to
shout, “ Strike the Lutheran!’ They drew
their swords, crying, *To the Rhone with
him! Ha, the wretch! He took our good
father to task.’”

This was a mode of debate more to their
taste. By it they might prevail. Yet
they were disagreed on one point. It was
whether to end the controversy by sword,
or by flame, or by water, for many cried,
“To the fire; the Rhone is too good for
him!” The women, says Sister Jeanne,
rushed up with their argument, — that of a
stone hurled with force. .
- ®It was certainly no small commotion,”
Froment tells us, and he had some reason
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to know.: “All crowded up to see this
man ; some to beat him, and others to carry
him off.”

At the great door of the cathedral stood -
the man who was so often needed, and so
rarely wanting. Flourishing his sword and
facing the crowd, Baudichon cried, “ If any
one lays hand on Froment I will slay him.
Let the law judge him. If he has done
wrong let him be legally punished.” '

The Romanists fell back. Already Fro-
ment had a body-guard of such men as Per-
rin and Janin, and he was safely led away.
His course had not been wise; the reform
would lose by it. So thought even better
men than Ami Perrin, who said, “We
have spoiled the business; all was going on
well; now all is lost by this hour’s rash-
ness.” e ,

© All is won,” repliéd-Froment. True,
there was a victory, but even the victors
must retreat, reinforce themselves, and wage
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the same battles over again on a future
day.

Arrived at Baudichon’s house, Janin took
Froment into a barn-loft and hid him deep
in the hay. *Too thin a sham,” said Cap-
tain Baud, as he came in pursuit, and en-
tered the barn with his officers. They
searched everywhere; they thrust their
spears into the hay ; they heard no groans,
and gave up the chase.

The Romanists had one victim. They had
seized Alexander Canus, while he was jus-
tifying Froment for taking up the challenge
of the Dominican monk, and led him to the
town-hall. “He has broken the peace; he
is guilty of riot,” said certain counsellors ;
let him be put to death and that promptly.
An example is needed.” This opinion
seemed likely to prevail.

“I object,” replied the sage Balthazar;
“and for these reasons: First, it was not
this man who caused the disturbance. He
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did not take the unwise doctor to task.

Secondly, it is unjust to punish him for ~

what another has done. Thirdly, he is a
Frenchman, and the King of France may
bring this city to account if we inflict death
on one of his subjects for so small an affair.
And, fourthly, our good allics of Berne may
have an expensive reckoning with us, for
they have warned us to be careful how we
treat these Lutheran preachers.”

“Rather serious business,” thought the
councillors; “but we can banish French-
men, or anybody else, if we choose.” And
so they decreed that “these two Mabomeb—l
" ists,” as Sister Jeanne calls them, should be
banished from the city, never to return.
They gave them twenty-four hours of grace,
reserving the right to catch Froment if they
could. N

The guards led Alexander out of the city,
but just after he was through the gateof St: -

Gervais he turned to the crowd of people . -
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following him, saying, “I am not yet a
discharged soldier, nor shall I take my rest.
This day is fulfilled in me that word of
Jesus my Lord, ¢ Ye shall be brought be-
fore kings, princes, rulers, and magistrates ;
ye shall be scourged and put out of their
synagogues, for my sake.” But it shall be .
a great gain to our Lord.” For two hours
he preached. Many were won to the gos-
pel.

At night Froment came out of the hay-
loft. Baudichon went with him, took up
Alexander on the road, and -hastened to
Berne. The French preacher afterward did
heroic service at Lyons, and in all that
region. Arrested and led in chains to Paris,
he was the means of converting the officer
who had him in charge, and his voice was
heard by multitudes along the way, wher-
ever he dined or lodged. And he preached
‘to thousands more in the streets, on the day
that he left the earth in a chariot of fire.
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The Bernese listened to Baudichon as to
one who brought sorrowful tidings of a de-
feated army. “You shall have reinforce-
ments,” they said ; “not large battalions of
veteran soldiers, but a man who has proved
himself a William Tell in the battles of
God.”

We return to Geneva. The papists were
restless, looking for the Bernese to send
some sort of aid to the Huguenots. If they
saw a stranger in town they tracked him
to his lodgings. One.day their chief men
went to the bishop’s palace to thank Dr.
Furbity for persevering in his abuse of the
hereti¢s. He could now indulge his irony,
and raise a langh about the shyness of the
chimney-preachers. “They have only that
little armorer left, and he is so small that
you will hardly catch him.” :

“Most reverend fathew,” said a Captain
Perceval (but he forgot to kneel)':“"lif'mr\\
crusade you are Peter the Hermit, and we
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thank you from the depths of our hearts.
Fear nothing ; you shall have a host about
you to drive the infidels from our holy
city.”
~ “Most worthy descendant of a famous
" crusader” (the monk knew the captain’s
pride of blood), *you shall be our Godfrey,
wielding your sword for the recovery of the
cross. Keep it sharp for the next brawler
who may dare to silence me with his French
Scripture, and on my side I will give them
tongue enough.” v
The league was formed between the knight
and the monk, the militia and the clergy,
the sword and the pulpit. War and oratory
should now do their utmost to crush the
gospel and liberty. The thankful visitors
withdrew. Scarcely had they tarned away
from the palace when a stirriag report came
- to their ears. -
_ ~-"That officious Baudichon has returned
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from Berne, bringing with him the notorious
William Farel !”

“ What, that wretch? That devil whom
we drove out so cavalierly !” (The gentle
Sister Jeanne calls him Sathan.)

The crusading Perceval was to see for.

himself. In a few hours he saw the two
hated men on the street. He and his com-
panions in arms ran upon them, and there
might have been a dreadful slaughter had
not some Huguenots come to the rescue.

“We must expel this preacher with the
sword,” said Perceval, in the evening.
New plots were laid. The next day nearly
a thousand men gathered at the bishop’s
palace. The cellars were opened; wine
was freely dispensed ; all were “ burning for
the cause of God,” and every man promised
to do his duty.

Baudichon was in the council-room pre-

senting the letters from the Protestait-lords

- of Berne. The councillors were giving heed
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to these sentences: “You drive away our
preachers and the gospel, and yet you
cherish a blaspheming monk. Your Doctor
Furbity has attacked us as readers of the
Bible, calling us vile names. We ask you
to arrest him. We desire you to provide a
place where the renowned William Farel
may preach the Word of God.” Quite bold
requests, thought the councillors. Just
then the news came of the wine-drinking
and the preparations for a riot.

Baudichon hurried away to defend his
house. His first care was to hide Farel.
Did he try the hay-loft? He soon found his
friends gathering at the citadel of reform.

The agony was soon over. The council
ordered the rioters to lay down their arms ;
and, notwithstanding the vicar’s wine and
the crusading fever, they did it. *It ended
in smoke,” said Farel, who was free again.

“Monsieur Farel will preach now, will he
not?” said Aimé Le.vet,. half in doubt, and

20
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' yet remembering his vow. Of course he
would, and Dame Claudine’s rooms should
be the place. Being on the St. Gervais side,
it would not be so near the crusader’s field.
He went; but what a sight! An audience
of warriors with swords at their sides,
helmets shading their faces, and a grand
show of halberds and arquebuses. It looked
like hearing the gospel in earnest. Over
the assembly Baudichon watched, wearing a
light breastplate, and having a staff in his
hand. “He set them in order,” and, if he
heard any talking, “he bade them be
silent.” And Farel preached, *with none
to molest him or make him afraid.”

New Year'’s day came, and Dr. Furbity
closed his farewell sermon by invoking
Heaven to convert the Lntherans, or send
upon them the quartan ague. Did he live
to learn that Calvin_suffered very much
from that infliction, while thanking Heaveu_
for the triumph of the reform? If so, ho N
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may have been a little comforted after his
own failures.

“With what devotion he leaves us!” said
the Romanists. The monk was about to
start, when the guards reminded him that he

. was a prisoner. The council had given
heed to the Bernese demand, and placed
six guards over him. He must remain.

“I am under restraint,” he murmured,
*on account of a set of people who are good:
for nothing.” They had been good enough
for him to abuse, and hence his trouble.

This doctor of the Sorbonne had yet to
come face to face with the man whom Calvin
called * the father of the church in Geneva.”
Froment had been quite enough for him ; he
dreaded Farel. He had first to eat his own
words of abuse, served out to-him by a
Bernese nobleman in the countil-room ; and
then hold a discussion with Farel, whose

~_ -arguments went far to settle certain great
_ questions relative to the church. But a
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favewell to Dr. Furbity; we have quite
enough of him.

Farel soon had help, and the reform went
on so grandly that huge stories were invented
to frighten the people. * There are three

devils in Geneva in the form of men,” was

one of the milder tales. “They are Farel,
Viret, and Froment. And there are many
demoniacs. If you ever listen to one of
those three'goblins you are done for.”

The wits put a rude song into the mouths
of the papists, who sang it in the streets.
'We give a specimen of its rhyming patois,
and translate part of a stanza from the
chronicle of Froment, whose name means
“corn.” He had already been through the

mill.

¢¢ Farel farera,
Viret virera
Et Froment mouldra ”—

¢ Farel shall leave us,
Viret no more grieve us, .
And Froment shall be ground in the mill.
The Lord will relieve us,
When the devil takes all at his will.”
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The mud upon the garments of the travel-
ler may show the sort of roads through
which he has plodded; so these specimens
of vile abuse show the reproaches cast upon
the reformers. We shall not soil our hands
by raking the old Genevan streets to gather
more of it. Those three heroic men waded
through it all. v ‘

“Ha, you chimney-preachers ! ” cried the
rabble when the ministers passed on the
pavements ; “ you dare not appear in public.
You mutter in holes and corners. Why
don’t you come out and sun yourselves?”

*“We have put up with this long enough,”
said the ministers. “We now ask the
council to grant us a church.” .

The petition was sent in. The councillors
hesitated. Only give the reform an equal
footing and the papacy must yield. It could

‘not endure the rivalry.
~ " The Bernese gentlemen took up the case.

“No one shall be forced to hear our
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pfeachers; the people can come if they like,
or go elsewhere.”
“This is really the bishop’s affair,” replied

the council. “We have no power to grant a-
church to a Lutheran preacher, — never did -

such a thing, — don’t know about it; still,
if you, of your own accord, take some edi-
fice,—you are strong, you know,— why

then, then you have got it, you know, and

we dare not put you out.”

The reformers did not want a mere license ;
they wanted liberty. Farel went to Father
Courtelier, who had charge of the Rive
Church; but it was in vain to ask him for
the use of it.

On the 1st of March, 1534, after Farel
had preached in one of the houses, a council
of notable Huguenots was held. *The
council will wink at the matter,” said one
of them. *“Suppose we take one of the

churches.” A peaceable plan was adopted. —~.

Baudichonand his friends went to the Rive
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Church. The Roman Catholic service was
ended ; the people were going home. He
said to some monks of the adjoining convent,
to their great surprise, William Farel is
to preach here to-day. The bells will be
rung at once.”
T By whose permission?”

~ “Werefer you to the great council.” - The
monks looked blank.

Into the belfry went two or three Hugue-
nots, and rang three peals during an hour.
The citizens asked what all this meant.
They soon understood, and there was a gen-
eral movement. People of every class
went; the bigoted and the liberal, the
lowly and the lofty ; Huguenots political
and Huguenots evangelical ; those who lis-
tened to the noisy Dr. Furbity, and those
who had believed under the preaching of the
gentle Father Bocquet. A vast audience

- -~ was now waiting.
Farel entered and took his place in the
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cloister ; not in the part for preaching. It
was called the Grand Auditory, and held
four thousand people. If there was a sus-
picious rustle, a wave of Baudichon’s hand
brought silence. This first Protestant ser-
mon in a Geenevan church was to decide the
fate of the reform. Every hearer was at-
tentive, while Farel’s words roused the soul
and then calmed it, broke it, melted it, and
left it for God’s Spirit to renew.

James Bernard, a Franciscan monk of the
Rive Convent, was touched. No one had
been more devoted to the worship of Mary ;
none had felt more bitter hatred of the re-
formers ; none were more angry when the
bells were ringing and the crowd filling the
church. He was then on the road to Da-
mascus ; now an Ananias was shaking the
scales from his eyes. He had new ears;
God would give him & new heart. A cham-
pion was gained for the reform. This nman- _
was yet to be the friend and helper of Calvin.
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The service ended, and what would the
council do? As they had said, they dared
to do nothing. Farel continued to preach
there. The papists made a noise, but
Madame Baudichon wrote: “We have
bad no prohibitions; nobody contradicts.
Our affairs prosper greatly.”

Farel could say, some weeks later, *“ What
now shines in this church is not the flame of
human candles ; it is Christ the great Son of
righteousness.” After one of his sermons
the Lord’s Supper was administered, — the
first time in a Genevan church. When the
disciples were taking their places a priest of
noble stature came forward in his robes.
Would he say mass? Did he mean to dis-

- pute with three preachers? All were anx-
ious for the result. He was Louis Bernard,
brother of James.

“I come to confess myself a believer in

_.~Christ,” said he, with an emotion that
brought tears of joy to other eyes. * Will
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you let me join your happy brother-
hood?”.

“The Lord be praised!” replied Farel,
and extended his hand.

“I now lay aside these vestments,” said
Bernard, flinging away the robe, alb, cope,
and all priestly trappery, “and throw off
the old man. Brethren, I will live and die
with you for Jesus’ sake.”

“It is a miracle,” thought some; but
Dame Claudine, who remembered his visit
to win her back to blind popery, knew the
power of redeeming mercy.

Farel and Louis Bernard, once adversa-
ries, now brethren, taking of the same bread,
drinking of the same cup! No wonder, for
they believed in the same Lord. All the
evangelicals, men, women, and children,
went with great joy to greet the new con-
vert, says Sister Jeanne, who pours her rid-

icule upon him. s
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On one of these days a young * knight of
Rhodes” came forward. “I was born at
St. Cloud, near Paris,” said he. I heard
the gospel. I chose-the glory of the cross.
For that I was driven away.  Having an
uncle in your neighborhood, I have taken
refuge with him. But I felt the want of
Christian fellowship, and now seek it among
you.”

*“Most welcome are you,” replied the
believers. This man, Peter Gaudet, was to
be modern Geneva’s first martyr to the truth
of the gospel.

Thus grew the Word and prevailed.
From that day the reform was established
in Geneva. The tree was firmly planted, to
stand through all the storms. Rather, there
was a garden of trees; we have amed some
of them; we have seen their growth while
of tender age. We cannot farther see how
~ ~ "they were often pruned, nor measure the

goodly fruitage.
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We pass over several months of strife,
during which the light struggled with the
darkness. It would be interesting to see
how Baudichon and Janin were thrown into
prison at Lyons; how they went through a
long trial, continuing steadfast in their faith ;
how they were condemned and awaited
death ; how the French king delivered them,
and how great was the joy at their return
to thir homes. Francis I. said, I send
you back two prisoners; return me one.”
The two were the Huguenot chief and the
little armorer ; the one was Dr. Furbity.

Three events claim a brief space. One
was the bishop’s work. *The head-quarters
must be changed,” thought he. “It is get-
ting unsafe in Geneva. Better retire than
be expelled.”

The vicar was ordered to move his seat
to the small town of Gex, and from that
base of operations make hot the war, and~
crush the heresy. But he was outwitting
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himself by this strategy. “Let us do with-
out bishops, and govern ourselves,” was the
growing thought of the wiser citizens. The
day of freedom was coming.

The second noticeable event was a new
conspiracy. The three preachers were bring-
ing the gospel into power. There must be
short work with them. They were now liv-
ing in the house of Claude Bernard. A
young woman named Antonia Vay came one
day saying, “I am a refugee driven from
France on account of my religion. I love
the Bible and the reform. Who will take
me as a servant?”

“You are just the person we want,” said
Claude Bernard. “ We have our good pas-
tors to serve.” In a few days Madame Ber-
nard died in a strange manner, yet no sus-
picions were aroused. Antonia had more
command of the house.

‘The next week at dinner she brought in
the pottage. Farel declined it, for some
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weighty affair was in his mind. Froment
was reading a letter announcing that his
family were on the way to the city, and he
only tasted it. Viret found it pleasant.
Hearing a deep sigh and a groan, he turned
and saw that the girl was pale and in tears.
He asked, “ Why do you weep?”

“ It is nothing,” she replied, “only that
the death of my mistress troubles me.”
Was it conscience at work, or had the ar-
row failed to reach the intended mark?

The next day Viret had the same strange
symptoms. “It is a case of poisoning,”
said the physicians. He writhed with pain.
None thought he could live. Soon the gate
~of the house was thronged with those who
came to express their sympathies. He sur-
vived, but to the end of his days he suffered
from the effects-of the poison. Antonia had
fled. She was arrested, tried, condemned

by the magistrates, and executed. She had-. _

murdered her kind mistress, and attempted
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to destroy the three preachers. On her
trial she accused a priest and a canon of the
plot. They did not suffer —not in Ge-
neva.

“The three ministers will henceforth lodge
in the convent of the Franciscans,” ordered
the council. What a change! These “ her-
etics ” in the Convent de Rive! and that be-
cause the council felt responsible for their
safety !

“It is a trick,” thought some of their
friends. “They will find it a prison. Per-
haps there are deep dungeons there. We
may never hear their voices ::tga,in.” But
the bells again rang; the Grand Auditory
was crowded ; and Farel preached as if he
had been well entertained by the monks.
Most of the inmates soon declared them-
selves for the reform, and .the convent be-
came its stronghold. -

- —The  third great event was a victory.
James Bernard brought about a calm and
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fair discussion of the chief points of doctrine
and practice. It was not a Council of Trent
on a small scale ; it was a candid debate on
a large scale. Learned men of both parties
attended ; eight councillors presided ; clerks
wrote while doctors talked, and it lasted
through twenty-five days. It was a grand
affair for Geneva. Almost the whole city
went over to the reformed. The council
decreed that the idolatries of popery should
cease, and the gospel should be free.

“Now let us have money of our own,”
said one of the council. *“ We have had the
Savoy coin long enough. The duke is
about to fight us, and compel us to take
back the bishop.”

“ He cannot do it,” said another. * What
shall we put on the coin?”

“That old motto on our shield, ‘Ajfler
darkness I hope for light.’”

“Nay, the light has come. The gospel.

.
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shines. Let it be this: * After darkness,
light! Post tenebras lucem.””
And thus it appears on the engraving of
a coin now before me, bearing the date of
1536. But the first was issued in the pre-
vious year, having on the reverse side,
“Our God fights for us.”
Here our story properly ends, — perhaps
we should say Aéstory, for we have not wan-
~dered from the best authorities. The aim
has been to portray the rise and growth of
the Reformation in Geneva before John
Calvin entered it, in 1536. He came sim-
ply to lodge for a night, but William Farel
would not let him depart. It became his
home. There was still very much to be
done ; the elements of the reformed church
were to be organized, and that little city
made the wonder of Christendom. It was
well done.- Not only-did the light shine in
_ .-~Geneva, but it went forth from it into every

wide region where the name of ** Calvinism
21
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was given to the doctrines of the gospei.
To Calvin has been given a crown. To the
lowly Christians, who endured the first and
the sharpest conflicts, let due honor be paid ;
they gave to God the glory.

Of Anthony Froment it may be added,
that his noblest work was done. His char-
acter shines brightest at the time when he
was the school-master at the sign of the
Golden Cross. Peter Viret had only begun
the work of his earnest life. He became the
friend and co-laborer with Calvin at Geneva.
Thence he went into France, preaching elo-
quently to thousands at Nismes, Lyons, and
all through the South. He died in 1571 at
Orthez, in Navarre. William Farel con-
tinued in his work, untiring, and indomita-
ble, dying at Neuchatel, where he long was
pastor, in the year 1565. He outlived, by
about one year, his- devoted friend Calvin,
who called him “the father of the -reformed
church in Geneva.” -
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But Froment did not leave behind him so
bright a record. He had passed “the heroic
part of his life, after which he seldom ap-
pears but in the second or third rank. He

" was eclipsed by teachers who were superior
to him. Inthe briefness of his ministry, he
resembles those heavenly bodies which at-
tract all eyes for a few weeks, and then dis-
appear ;- but he resembles them also by the
influence which the people ascribe to their
ephemeral passage. Froment's stay in Ge-
neva shook the Romish traditions, secured
the Holy Scriptures from oblivion, began to
shed a few rays of light in the city, and laid
the first foundation of the church.” *

Calvin on his death-bed, spoke of him as
“that fine preacher Froment, who, having
laid aside his apron, got up into the pulpit,
then went back to his shop where he talked,
and thus he gave a double sermon.” For

* D’Aubigne.— Puauz.
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some time Froment was pastor of a church
in Geneva. But his wife was imprudent.
She declaimed against the vanity of the la-
dies in their mode of dress, and became vain
as a reformer of the fashions. He became a
notary, then a member of the “ Council of
Two Hundred.” He figured as a politician
. and chronicler. He lent assistance to Boni-
vard, the Prisoner of Chillon, after his re-
lease from a captivity of nearly six years.
A cloud falls over Froment. He passes
from our view. The Lord had employed
him in a great work when heroism was
needed. We may thank him for telling the
story of the conflicts through which the first
reformers of Geneva won their success. Per-
haps we may learn this profitable lesson, —
not to give up our work when it ceases to
be heroic. Though one cannot be chief, he
should still persevere in what God has given
himtodo. Theambitionto™ be greatest” may
bedisappointed, and thenone maybe tempted
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to throw. up his commi'ssion, and try his
hand at other toils. This is wrong. The
Lord hath need of humble workers. All
should continue steadfast. None should be
“weary in well doing.” An apostle has
said, “Be ye steadfast, unmovable, always
‘abounding in the work of the Lord, foras
much as ye know that your labor is not in
vain in the Lord.”

THE END.
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