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John Huss, the Martyr of
Bohemia.

py THE EDITOR

# Moxr than five bundrol
B | yoars ngo, in 1373, 8 child was
B born in a little town in Bo-
K| hemin, whoso hercio life and
| tragic death were to becomo
Elin the eyes of millions the
8 | chiof glory of his native land.
B! Hs became a great scholar and
8! rofcasor in the University of
8| Praguo, and adopted the doc-
| trines of John Wyckliffe, the
morning star of tho English
8| | Roformation. For this ho was
armaigned  beforo the great
81| Council of Constance, in 1414,
tho Emperor Sigismund givicg
him & letter of safe-conduct,
which was flagrantly violated.
After six months’ weary
oonfinement, Huss was at
length brought beforo the
Council. # I'ear not,” he said
to his frionds: “T have good
hope that the words which 1
have spoken in the shade shall

hougetop.” In the grest hall
of the Kauf haus, where the
tourist to-day gazes with curi-
ous eyo on the fading frescoes
on the wall, the great Council
of Oonstance sat—prelates,
priests, and deacons, in mitres,
alb, stole, chasuble and dal-
matic, and secular princes in
robes of state and weariny the
insignia of offico—all to crush
one manacled but unconquer-
sblo man, The writings of
Hues weoro presented—thero
were twenty-soven in all—the
anthorship of which he frankly
sdmitted, From theso thirty-
ning aurticles were oxtracted
alleged to be horetical, Huse
altempted to reply, but was
met by an outburst of mockery
snd abuse, ¢ One would have
8aid,” writes one who was
pregeut, ¢! that theso men were
ferocious wild beasts rather
than grave and lenrned doc-
tors” * Hues appealed to the
Seripturos, but was howled
down with rage, ¢ They sll,”
says Luther, in his vigorous phraso,
“worked themselves into a fronzy like
wild boars — they bent their brows
aud grashed their tecth againat John
Hugs,”
Two days later he way again ar-
t|| migned. For nearly two hours an
almost total eclipso darkened tho sun
~at if 1w gympathy with tho diro
oclipse of truth and justico on the

oarth, The Emperor sat on his throne
of state. Men in armour gunyded the
prisoner in chaing, ¢ If I_dle,” said
Huss to a friond, God will answer
for mo at the Day of J udgment.”
Again ho was arraigned, and again
he was condomned by the Council.
Still, his saintly life, his great learn-
ing, his horoic courago comma.ndod the
admiration even of his enomies; and
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horted him even with tears to
and a form of recantation was
« How can 11" he
«Jt is better for me to die,
avoiding momentary pain to
he hands of God, and perhaps
1 have appealed to

juto eternal fire.
All-powerful and

Jesus Christ, the one
just Judge; to Him I commit my
ho will judge every man, not

according to falee witness and
erring councils, but according
to truth and man's dessert.”
He was accused of arrogance
in opposing his opinion to that
of »0 many learned doctors.
«Tot but the lowest in the
Oouncil,” he replied, ¢ con-
vince me, and I will humbly
own my error. Till I am con-
vinced,” he added, with grand
loyaliy to conscience, * not the
whole universo shall force me
to recant.”

Husa spent his last hours in
prison in writing to his friends
in Prague, ¢ Love yeone an-
other”—so runs hisvalediction
—%never turn any ono aside
from the divine truth, Fear
not them that kill the body.
but who cannot kill the soul.”
His faithful friends loved him
too well to ocounsel morsl
cowardice. Thoy urged him
to be faithiul to the end.
# Dear master,” gaid the brave
knight, John de Chlum, «1
am an unlettered man, unfit
to counsel one so learned, But
if in your conscience you feel
yourself to be inmocent, do
not commit perjury in the
sight of God, nor leave the
path of truth for fear of
death.” ¢ O noble and most
faithful friend,” exclaimed
Huss with an unwonted gush
of tears, I conjure thee depart
not until thou hast seen the
end of all. Would to God I
wero now led to the stake
rather than be worn away in

After all, Huss was but
human. In his lonely cell he
had his hours of depression,
and, liko his blessed Master,
his soul was at times exceed-
ing sorrowful. ¢ It is hard,”
he wrote,  to rejoice in tribu-
lation. The flesh, O Lord | is
weak., Let Thy Spirit assist
and accompany me, For with-
oub Theoe I cannot brave this
cruel death, . . . Written
in chaing,” is the pathetic
superscription of the lotter,
ton the ove of the day of St. John
tho Baptist, who died in prison for
having condemned the iniquity of the
wicked.”

But for the most part his oourage
was strong, and, like Paul and Silas,
he saug in the prison: ¢ The Lord iy
my light and my salvation ; whom
ghall T fear? The Lord is tho strength
of my life ; of whom ghall I be afraid1”

P —

P




