
THE MARTYR' S WIDO W 

Page 
I. Dange r 9 

II. Martyrdo m 2 0 
III. Victor y 2 7 

SUNSET I N PROVENC E 

I. Th e Tw o Path s 3 7 
II. Th e Page' s Stor y 4 4 

III. "Th e Hol y Wa r 5 5 
IV. Conclusio n 6 9 

THE CARPENTE R O F NISME S 

I. Wh o H e Wa s 8 5 
II. Wh o Wer e Hi s Friend s 9 3 

III. Th e Us e o f a  Fil e 10 1 
IV. A  Priso n Scen e 10 5 
V. Conclusio n 11 2 

A CHILD' S VICTOR Y 

I. Th e Shado w o f Deat h 12 3 
II. Th e Voic e o f th e Pas t 13 1 

III. Th e En d 14 3 



I 
D A N G E R 

Do NO T FEAR , Liesken . Ou r Fathe r care s 
for me. " The speake r was an intelligen t 

and prosperou s artisa n abou t thirt y year s o f 
age. Th e roo m i n whic h h e sa t wa s plainl y 
but comfortabl y furnished , no t withou t tha t 
air of sober and cleanly quaintness usually as-
sociated with the interior o f a  dwelling in th e 
land o f dike s an d sandhills . I t wa s lat e a t 
night, an d a  lam p burne d befor e hi m o n th e 
table. His young wife, Lisa , stood by his side, 
her blu e eye s filled  wit h tears , an d he r fea -
tures shadowe d b y a n expressio n o f anxiou s 
care. 

"I a m sur e H e does , Carl ; bu t yo u kno w 
He lets those H e care s for suffe r s o often. H e 
lets the m b e imprisone d — tortured. Oh , 
Carl," she adde d wit h a  look o f anguish , "H e 
does no t now  'quenc h th e violence o f fire,'  a s 

9 
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He di d i n thos e ol d day s o f whic h you rea d 
to me i n th e Book. " 

"No, Lisa, " replie d Carl , hi s fac e li t wit h 
faith an d courage . "But ther e stil l walks wit h 
them i n the furnac e On e like unto th e So n of 

9 99 

man. 
His loo k a t tha t momen t seeme d t o Lis a a 

stronger confirmatio n o f he r fear s tha n an y 
expression o f alar m woul d hav e been . Sh e 
went on almos t wildly . 

"You ar e doomed , Carl , an d yo u kno w it . 
Since yo u attende d thos e fiel d preaching s 
last summe r twelvemonth , ou r Burgomaste r 
knows yo u fo r a  Calvinist , an d ha s ha d hi s 
eye upo n you . Go d help us ! In al l this blood -
stained country , th e Kin g o f Spai n an d th e 
terrible Duk e hav e no t a  servan t mor e will -
ing t o ai d the m i n 'wearin g ou t th e saint s o f 
the Mos t High ' tha n th e Burgomaste r o f ou r 
poor unhapp y Gouda. " 

"He cannot harm me," Carl answered , "un -
til m y hou r ha s come , fo r I  serv e a  mightie r 
King tha n Phili p o f Spai n — even th e Kin g of 
Glory, th e Lor d o f Life , wh o hat h th e key s 
of hel l an d o f death . Se e here. " H e dre w a 
little boo k fro m beneat h hi s leathe r doublet . 

But a t tha t momen t a  lo w cr y proceede d 
from a  roo m overhead , arousin g Lis a t o a n 
anxiety mor e nea r an d pressing , i f fa r les s 
awful, tha n th e horrible apprehensio n whic h 
had jus t befor e fille d he r mind . 
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"It i s ou r littl e Franz, " sh e said . Lightin g 
a smal l lamp she hurried upstairs . 

Left alone , Car l opene d th e volum e h e 
held i n hi s hand . I t wa s tha t treasur e o f th e 
persecuted Reforme d Churche s i n Franc e 
and th e Lo w Countrie s — "The Psalm s o f 
David, translate d int o Frenc h vers e b y Cle -
ment Marot." Although Dutc h wa s his nativ e 
language, Carl , i n common wit h man y other s 
of hi s class , understoo d French . 

In thos e times i t was death , without merc y 
and withou t appeal , "t o print , write , copy , 
keep, conceal , buy , o r give, " an y o f thes e 
books, o r an y par t o f them , a s wel l a s "t o 
converse o r disput e concernin g th e Hol y 
Scriptures openl y o r secretl y . . . o r t o read , 
teach, o r expoun d the Scriptures. " The Wor d 
of th e Lor d wa s preciou s i n thos e days , an d 
every dro p o f th e wate r o f lif e whic h wa s 
borne t o thirsting soul s was lik e tha t brough t 
to Davi d fro m th e wel l o f Bethlehe m — "the 
blood o f th e me n tha t wen t i n jeopard y o f 
their lives. " 

Yet Car l coul d no t rea d thi s night . H e wa s 
well awar e tha t Lisa' s words wer e true . Fo r 
months h e ha d gon e t o hi s dail y wor k an d 
returned, sa t b y hi s fireside,  at e an d drank , 
slept an d prayed , i n th e consciousnes s tha t 
any momen t h e migh t b e summone d fro m 
his peacefu l hom e t o th e dungeo n an d th e 
stake. Wa s tha t a  strang e lif e t o lead ? A 
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solemn on e i t certainl y was , ye t i t wa s suc h 
a lif e a s thousand s le d i n hi s country . Fo r a 
brief space , afte r year s o f grindin g oppres -
sion, th e Calvinist s o f Hollan d an d th e adja -
cent province s ha d enjoye d a  measur e o f 
toleration, the y ha d bee n permitte d t o live , 
under th e powerfu l shado w of th e Princ e o f 
Orange. No w thei r protecto r ha d himsel f 
been force d t o flee,  an d th e year s o f Alva' s 
tyranny ha d begu n — those terribl e years , 
marked evermor e i n history "wit h bloo d an d 
fire, an d vapour o f smoke. " A grea t cr y wen t 
up fro m th e bleedin g countr y t o Heave n — 
such a  cry a s that i n Egypt , whe n "ther e wa s 
not a  hous e wher e ther e wa s no t on e dead. " 

Carl wa s amon g thos e wh o receive d th e 
truth i n th e lov e o f i t durin g th e interva l o f 
comparative quiet . No w h e ha d counte d th e 
cost, an d hel d himsel f prepared , i f necessary , 
to sea l hi s fait h wit h hi s blood . Yet , wer e i t 
his Father' s will , h e woul d gladl y b e spare d 
the fiery  trial . And wh o coul d blam e hi m fo r 
this? Ha d h e no t Lis a t o liv e for , besid e hi s 
little fair-haire d Franz , prett y Mayke n an d 
baby Carl ? I t wa s o f thes e h e though t a s h e 
sat motionless , — his hea d restin g o n on e 
hand, whil e th e othe r stil l hel d th e psalm -
book o f Clemen t Marot . Bu t Car l ha d ac -
quired a  habit . Wit h hi m though t nearl y al -
ways change d t o prayer , an d thi s constan t 
communion wit h hi s Fathe r i n Heave n kep t 
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him, a s i t were , i n a  quie t place , abov e th e 
storms o f hi s perilou s an d uncertai n life . H e 
was silently , bu t ver y earnestly , layin g hi s 
fears fo r thos e h e love d a t th e fee t o f Hi m 
who care d fo r hi m an d them , whe n Lis a 
hastily re-entered th e apartment . 

To hi s inquiry , sh e answered , "Nothin g 
serious, love . Our littl e Fran z i s wakeful an d 
rather feverish . I  shoul d lik e t o giv e hi m a 
soothing draught . Yo u nee d no t stir ; I  hav e 
all I  wan t her e i n th e pantry. " Sh e moved , 
lamp i n hand, t o the further en d o f the room . 

A casua l observe r woul d neve r hav e per -
ceived th e doo r o f thi s littl e closet , s o care -
fully wa s i t concealed , an d perhap s design -
edly, being in no way distinguishe d fro m th e 
quaint panelling s whic h forme d th e wall s o f 
the room . A  panel ha d to b e pushe d asid e i n 
order t o fin d th e wa y int o th e dar k clos e re -
cess whic h Lis a calle d he r pantr y — a ver y 
inconvenient one , she had ofte n declare d an d 
wondered wh y peopl e built house s i n suc h a 
senseless manner . 

On thi s occasio n sh e ha d jus t begu n he r 
search for wha t sh e needed, whe n a  thunder -
ing knock a t the street-doo r brough t her back 
into th e sitting-room , pal e an d trembling . 
There wa s littl e nee d fo r words . Bot h fel t 
sure the expecte d tria l had com e a t last . Car l 
stood befor e he r pal e also , bu t wit h a  flash-
ing ey e an d a n expressio n o f firm  determina -
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tion in his quie t grav e countenance an d com -
pressed lip . 

"It is,  Lieske n — " 
"Fly, Carl ! oh , fly  whil e yo u can! " 
"It i s too late ! Whither shoul d I  fly?" 
Another loud impatient knock, and a  sound 

of roug h voice s outside . 
But a  thought , sen t a s sh e believe d fro m 

Heaven int o he r heart , inspire d Lis a wit h 
sudden hop e an d courage . Sh e seize d he r 
husband b y th e arm , an d dre w hi m toward s 
the littl e closet , th e doo r o f whic h sh e ha d 
left open . 

"There — in ther e — fear nothin g — I wil l 
speak t o them. " 

It wa s th e onl y pla n tha t offere d eve n a 
possibility o f escape . In a  moment more Carl , 
with th e psalm-boo k stil l tightl y graspe d i n 
his hand , wa s consigne d t o th e dar k solitud e 
of th e closet . Lisa , afte r carefull y replacin g 
the panel , wen t fort h t o mee t th e intruders , 
with a  silen t tremblin g praye r fo r strengt h 
and wisdom . 

And Carl , i n hi s suspens e an d force d in -
activity, praye d also , s o earnestl y tha t hi s 
whole sou l seeme d t o g o up t o Heave n i n a n 
agony o f supplication . Hi s praye r wa s in -
articulate, fo r word s d o no t com e i n suc h 
moments a s these ; ther e ar e height s an d 
depths i n th e trie d sou l beyon d thei r reach . 
It wa s no t alon e o r chiefl y fo r himsel f h e 
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feared. A  horrible apprehension possessed hi s 
mind, tha t th e persecutors , baffle d i n thei r 
search fo r him , might wrea k thei r vengeanc e 
on hi s precious Lisa , o r eve n o n hi s innocen t 
and helples s children . Suc h thing s ha d bee n 
done. Indeed , i t would hav e bee n difficul t t o 
name an y dee d o f violenc e an d atrocit y 
which ha d no t bee n committe d i n tha t hap -
less countr y b y me n wh o boasted , an d ofte n 
really believed, tha t thes e abomination s were 
particularly "acceptabl e t o Almight y God. " 
Fortunately th e close t coul d b e opene d fro m 
within, an d Car l stoo d wit h hi s han d o n th e 
door, ready to come forth an d surrender him -
self, i f necessary . I t wa s well , too , tha t h e 
could hea r th e voice s fro m hi s retreat , first 
in th e passage , an d afterward s stil l mor e 
plainly i n th e sitting-room . 

"The Burgomaste r i s ther e i n person, " h e 
said t o himself , " I kno w hi s angr y tone s — 
and h e ha s brough t 'Red-rod' 1 with him. " 

Then h e hear d Lisa' s voice , a t first  i n lo w 
deprecating accents , bu t graduall y acquirin g 
strength an d confidence . A t length , a s sh e 
stood quit e nea r his place of concealment , h e 
heard he r sa y boldly , "Y e ma y searc h th e 
house fro m garre t t o cellar , I  hav e sai d y e 
shall no t find  him. " 
1"Red-rod," fro m th e colo r o f hi s staf f o f office , wa s th e nam e 

given a t tha t tim e t o th e office r whos e dut y i t wa s t o arres t crim -
inals and bring them t o justice . 
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Tramp, tram p wen t th e heav y footstep s 
from th e room . The n upstairs . Car l coul d 
hear the m overhea d i n th e littl e chambe r 
where hi s childre n slept . H e coul d eve n dis -
tinguish th e crie s o f littl e Fran z wh o ha d 
dropped aslee p an d awok e i n terro r a t th e 
strange intrusion . No w the y cam e dow n 
baffled an d evidentl y ou t o f tempe r the y 
searched th e basemen t story . No , the y d o 
not thin k i t wort h whil e t o re-ente r th e sit -
ting-room thoug h th e tremblin g Lis a offere d 
them wine , wit h th e bes t grac e sh e could . 
The stree t doo r close d heavily . The y wer e 
gone, than k God ! Car l breathe d mor e free -
ly. Ther e wa s a  pause , les t the y shoul d re -
turn. The n Lisa , slowl y an d wit h tremblin g 
fingers, attempte d t o slid e th e pane l back . 
The momentar y strengt h tha t dange r ha d in -
spired forsoo k he r whe n th e strai n wa s over ; 
but Carl' s stron g han d soo n pu t th e barrie r 
aside, an d di e tw o stood fac e t o face . 

"You hav e save d me , Lisa, " wer e th e firs t 
words Car l foun d powe r t o utter . 

"God ha s save d you , dearest, " Lis a an -
swered. Sh e san k o n a  chair , an d looke d fa r 
paler no w tha n whe n sh e confronte d th e 
Burgomaster an d hi s officers . 

"Then le t u s than k Hi m together, " an -
swered Carl . He knelt , an d i n glowing word s 
poured fort h hi s thanksgivin g t o Hi m wh o 
had jus t shielde d Hi s servant s i n thei r hou r 
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of peril . An d ferventl y di d h e pra y tha t H e 
would stil l b e wit h them , t o sav e the m i f H e 
saw fit , o r i f not , t o strengthen the m t o suffe r 
all thing s fo r Hi s sake . The word s wer e few , 
but earnes t an d living , a s spoke n t o On e 
whose presenc e wa s a  fel t reality . 

A brief consultation followed Carl' s prayer . 
One thin g wa s no w certain . I f h e wishe d t o 
see th e morrow' s su n g o down , h e mus t loo k 
for safet y i n flight.  Thi s wa s a  las t an d des -
perate resource , fo r th e countr y wa s s o com -
pletely oversprea d b y th e meshe s o f a  net -
work o f tyrann y tha t th e unhapp y fugitiv e 
seemed onl y likel y t o ru n int o som e fres h 
danger a s terrible a s that from whic h he fled . 
But n o alternativ e remained . Carl , havin g 
made, wit h Lisa' s assistance , som e hast y 
preparations, wen t t o a  secre t spo t wher e h e 
had carefull y conceale d th e saving s of year s 
of industry , suc h precautions being necessar y 
in thos e evi l times . H e too k fro m th e littl e 
store a  few piece s o f gold , tellin g Lis a t o use 
the remainde r fo r th e want s o f th e family . 

"And wher e wil l yo u go? " aske d th e poo r 
wife, a s sh e trie d t o la y u p i n he r memor y 
the direction s h e gave , relatin g t o variou s 
matters connecte d wit h thei r welfar e durin g 
his absence . 

"It i s better yo u shoul d no t know , Liesken , 
but w e shal l stil l hav e th e sam e Heave n 
above us , an d th e sam e Fathe r t o pra y to. " 



18 TH E MARTYR' S WIDO W 

He the n adde d calml y an d sadly , " I a m go -
ing upstair s t o kis s th e childre n onc e more. " 
He wen t up . Mayke n an d th e infan t slept , 
but littl e Fran z wa s wide-awake , an d gaze d 
at hi s fathe r wit h larg e wonderin g eyes . 

"Franz," said Carl , "thy father i s going, but 
thou has t stil l a  Fathe r i n Heaven . Trus t i n 
Him, boy . Lov e Jesu s Chris t th y Saviour , 
and hel p an d comfor t th y mother . No w fare -
well." He embrace d th e weeping boy tender -
ly, kissed the othe r childre n withou t awakin g 
them, an d then , wit h th e bitternes s o f deat h 
in his heart, turned t o go. Something stronge r 
than a  presentimen t tol d hi m tha t h e shoul d 
see thos e loved face s n o more . Bu t th e hard -
est partin g wa s t o come . 

Lisa me t hi m a t th e doo r o f th e sitting -
room. "You forgot this, " she said , putting th e 
little psalte r int o hi s hand , "an d yo u sa y i t 
always comfort s you. " The n sh e added , i n a 
lower tone , a s i f sh e feare d listeners , "bu t 
the Book,  Carl? " 

Carl hesitate d a  moment , an d the n h e an -
swered firmly,  "Kee p it , an d teac h th e chil -
dren t o rea d an d lov e it . Onl y fo r m y sak e 
and theirs , Lisa , b e careful . Neve r us e i t un -
til afte r nightfall , an d b e sur e th e door s ar e 
bolted. The n n o har m ca n com e t o you , fo r 
its hiding-plac e i s secur e — secure a s th e 
grave. No w Go d b e wit h thee , Liesken , m y 
own — " 
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"And wit h thee , Carl. " A  momen t more , 
and Lis a stoo d alone , the sunshin e o f he r lif e 
gone, perhap s fo r ever . Sh e carefull y re -
fastened th e doo r an d arrange d a  fe w mat -
ters whic h their preparation s ha d lef t i n con -
fusion. The n sh e sa t dow n an d wept , unti l 
the daw n o f a  cheerles s Decembe r mornin g 
aroused he r t o th e consciousnes s tha t life , 
with it s struggles , cares , and dutie s must stil l 
goon. 




