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THE RESCUE OF THE MADONNA.

BY PADRE COLOMA.

And in theirifeats they woro groat for doing them, littlo for tolling
them.—de AMariana.

Extraordinary activity was to be seen, on the 8th of April,
1579, in the main body of the troops encamped at the foot of
the walls of Maestricht, on ecither bank of the Meuse. Ger-
mans, Burgundians, Irishmen, Italians, and Spamards were
everwhere astir in their respective quarters, with that well
ordered movemert which always discloses umty of command
and faithful execution. The Yight cavalry of the cuirassiers
was dragging branches and earth from the river bank. From
this some were preparing fagots for leveling up the fosses;
others were occupied on the earthworks to protect the-man-
acuvring of the artillery, and on sacks of wool and hops, which
had grown for the beer of Flanders, to repaw the intrench.
ments. And there were some bringing forward on thewr gun.
carriages the cannon for demolishing the walls. These were
to be placed on strong bastions raised to an equal height with
the city’s defences. Everyone was making ready for the assault,
which after a siege of three months was at last to be gven at
dawn of the following day.

Guiding and directing all was a cavalier who, accompanied
by various others, trotted a'ong on tus bay horse, visiting the
different quarters. He was without arms of any kind, and
wore simply a blue mantle trimmed with marten skins, and a
bonnet of the same on his head, It was Alexander Farnese,
Duke of Parma and Piacenza, the Governor General of the
Low Countries in the name of His Catholic Majesty King
Pbilip IL. the Prudent.

In the background stood out the black walls of Mae.
stricht, a city in mourning, afilicted by the triple scourge of
war, famine, and heresy. The heretic soldiers had sacked the
Catholic chutches and torn down the sacred images, some of
which they had placed on the batteries and along the walls,
where there was most to fear from the arquebuses and cannon
of the Spaniards. One of these, of great size and beauty,
represented the Visgin Mary hold*ng her Divine Son in her
arms. ‘They had suspended it fromy the bastion nearest to the
Catho'ic entrenchments ; and soldiers, robed in the ptiestly
ornam>nts, travesticd around 1t the ceremonies of worship,
canying their daring so far as to march along the very edge of
the tosse, decked out in their sacred finery. ‘Fhis sacrilegious
chal’en ;e awoke throughout the Catholic camp a holy wrath,
wh'ch 15 ever the mother of great deeds. The cowardly
indiff:renceof our days does not understand such wrath, and so
calls 1t intolerance and fanaticism ; but the very spirit of wruth
counsels and justufies it— Pe angry and sin not,

D:um taps had alrcady sounded, telling the Catholic
soldiers the hour of retiring 10 their quarters, With the twi-
light they withdrew to their barracks at a second signal; they
could then no longer pass through the encampment without,
giving the sentinels the Saint and countersign of the day.

During this time, in one of the quarters where the famous
Spanish infantry of the Tereios was encamped, a spectacle was
going on, ordinary enough in that age, but strange nowadays.
1t would have made more than one undisciplined soldier smile
in our day of revolutions and pronounciamentos.

In an open place left frce by the rows of tents, 2 multitude of
soldiers had thronged together, some seated, others on foot,
forming a great circle. In the midst was a man of short stature
and slender mien, mourted upon a drum covered by a hoard.
He wore the Jesuits cassock, and hfung up his crucifix was
preaching to the redoubtable warriors, preparing them to die
1n order o teach them how to conquer.

The cowd. of men, trained and hardened to war, many of
them fierce and not a few petulant and ill-humoured, teal rivals
of the Maccabees, of the highest bravery and staking their all
on their courage, listened with lowered heads to the tremen-
dous truths, whilemorethan one tear furtowed grimy cheeks and
was lost in grizzled mustaches, and more than one itan gaunt-
let beat against the steel coat of mail, underneath which was
hidden a contrite heart. For the characteristic trait of that
period, so exalted by some, so calumniated by others—that
which removes it so far from our own, inasmuch as its glory
has been clouded and its power lessened—was, that faith was

still living in every heart; that reverence for the pnesthood
gave resistless forceto Christiancorrection ; and that easy-going
morality had not yet turned from their trug meaning the names

of good and evil. On this account many who did evil k
that they were evil-doers, and.feared public censure ; and
conviclion and fear left an open door to the shame that beg
humility of spirit when the soul is to be purified, and to
repentance which asks and obtains pardon and insures am%
ment.

Many soldiers and officers strayed away from the circle, 4
slowly directed their steps to vartous tents distinguished fr
the others by the cross which crowned them. They were
make their confession to the missionaries of the Society
Jesus, who had been summoned by the Duke of Parma to{
camp and were now in readiness for that purpose.

A young man of noble presence was just returmng from
guard at one of the two byidges of boats which kept up o
munication between the army on cither side of the niver.
had the showy red and yellow uniform of the infantry of
Tercios, and the absence of the corselet showed his grage
ensign. Young, wanton, and of habits much too free and
ous, he had undergorie various reproofs on the part of
Jesuit missionaries, which had irnitated his mind against th
He stopped, however, in a group of cavahiers who, seated
bundles of forage, were listening to the word of God onls
few steps away from thé preacher. '

The sun, which was never again to nse for re~ny, had alr
set, and the walls of Maestucht were grauually taking
aspect of an immense black profile standing out agawnst
pale red tints of the honzon. The heretics had kindled t
fires on the walls, one on each side of the statue of the )
donna on the bastion. In the ruddy splendor could be
tinguished the sacred image, its back turned to the apos
city, und presenting to the Spaniards the Divine Child 2
:(;:skling the protection of their faith, which he had sealed

alvary.

The’}esuit turned to the walls, and pointed toward the stat
with his finger.

“Who has the heart to rescue it?" he said with simphciy
# Do this, and at its fect we will give thanks for the taking
Maestricht,”

As he heard this the ensign threw his gauntlets to the groun
and exclaimed, with an arrogance born rather of his forn
spite than of insolence :

“May I never set foot in Castile, if this Juan Fernan
doesn’t think 1 easier to scale a bastion than to give lus 3
solutions ! "

His words reached the cars of the Jesunt, He stepped do
from the drumhead, with uplifted crucifix, and came straig
toward the group of soldicrs. His low stature seemed su
denly to have grown lofty ; his lowly aspect had disappear
giving place to an imposing majesty which had somethingd
the superhuman.

“ Do you know me ? " he cried to the arrogant ensign, tat
ing him by the arm. )

“Yes ! " answered the latter, troubled and surprised.

¢ Know you that I am a priest?”

g ‘.Yes ! ” .

“ Then kncel at my feet, and kiss this hand which absolws
and blesses in the name of Christ !

And as he who had been called Juan Fernandez said ths,
his voice was of such power, so masterful his tone, that th
abashed cavalier slowly uncovered his head, bent his knee b
the ground, and kissed the hand which the Jesuit held out to
him.

All around were mute. The soldier rose, and than—sud
denly~Father Juan Fernandez threw himself at the othert
feet. and bowed his head to the dust.

“You have satisfied the minister of God, sir knight ! "' bt
said. “The man—the wretched rustic Juan Fernandez—is
not fit to kiss the dust of your feet. 1f you trample on by,
Senor Alvar de Mirabal, you will only tread on a heap of maty
miseries! "’

The soldier burst out sobbing. The drums gave at that
moment the second signal, and the circle slowly broke up, tb
soldiers entering their tents.

Two hours later deep silence reigned in. the camp, broka
only by the shrill challenge of the sentinels. A man, wrappd
in a Jong black cloak, then issued forth from the tent of Fatba
Juan Fernander. It was the ensign Alvar de Mitabal, who had
made his confession to the Jesuit and sworn at his feet to dit
in the assaults' to rescue the image of Mary which the heretict
profaned, .

(To b6 continued.)



