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CHAPTER 1

FOUR APOSTLES

the city of Rome was far from being in a Lenten
mood. A spirit of exhilaration was abroad that
did not correspond to sackcloth or ashes. Indeed,
one might have thought it already Easter, especially
if one looked at the joyful countenance of Stephen
Cardinal Orsini. The old man was radiant.
“Napoleon! My young nephew Napoleon!” he
kept repeating every few minutes. “A little while
ago the lad was dead, but now he lives!”
Nicholas, the Cardinal Bishop of Tusculum,
smiled. He had been present that morning at the
Monastery of Saint Sixtus when the news had been
brought that Napoleon had been thrown from his
horse and killed. Others had been present, too, for
this was a great day in the Eternal City. Several
communities of nuns, heretofore living without
cloister, had agreed to band together at the Monas-
tery of Saint Sixtus under the Rule drawn up for
them by the holy Spanish preacher Dominic de
Guzman. All had been assembled for Mass and the
1

IT WAS Ash Wednesday in the year 1220, but
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solemn ceremony of inclosure when the messenger
had rushed in.

Recalling all these things now, the Cardinal
Bishop of Tusculum looked closely at his old friend.
“If 1 live for a hundred years, I'll never forget this
morning’s miracle!” he declared. “Your nephew
was really dead, Stephen. Anyone could see that.
But this Spanish friar. . .this Father Dominic. . .
why, he was not at all alarmed. He comforted you
a little, of course—but even I could tell that his
thoughts were far away from the tragedy”

Cardinal Stephen nodded. “Yes, I know. Instead
of being distracted, like the rest of us, he went
ahead and offered the Holy Sacrifice. When all was
over, he came to where Napoleon’s body was
stretched on the floor. Then—oh, Nicholas! What
wonderful words he spoke!”

Cardinal Nicholas was silent for a moment,
remembering how the Spanish friar had knelt
beside the broken body of the young man and
arranged the shattered limbs; how finally he had
arisen, made the Sign of the Cross, then looked
heavenwards and cried out joyfully:

“Young man, I say to you, in the Name of Our
Lord Jesus Christ, arise!”

Nicholas stretched out a reassuring hand to his
old friend. “It has been a wonderful day,” he mur-
mured. “And one to remember forever, Stephen.
For we have seen a saint at prayer and at work.”

In a large house at some blocks’ distance from
where the two Italian Cardinals sat talking, other
men were also discussing the morning’s miracle.



FOUR APOSTLES 3

These men were of a different build and coloring
from the Cardinals, however—tall and musculay,
with the fair hair and blue eyes that bespoke their
Polish birth. The oldest, Ivo Odrowatz, wore the
scarlet robes of a Bishop. He was seated in a large
chair, with writing materials spread out on a table
before him, while at his side stood two young
priests, Hyacinth and Ceslaus, his nephews.

“We must try to see this Father Dominic before
we go back to Poland,” remarked the Bishop. “Oh,
my sons! Pray, pray very hard that God will grant
us the grace to speak with a man who can raise
the dead to life!”

A soft glow stole into Hyacinth’s eyes. “Maybe we
should also pray for another favor,” he suggested.
“What do you think, Uncle Ivo? Could you use
some of Father Dominic’s friars in Cracow?”

“Of course we could use them!” put in Ceslaus
eagerly. “What a wonderful ideal”

The Bishop’s eyes turned from one young face to
the other, and a little smile flickered on his lips.
“Would you joke at such a timeP” he asked. “If I
thought that there was the least chance. ..

“Put it in the letter, Uncle Ivo. Ask Father
Dominic to give us some of his friars, so that north-
ern Europe may be converted. Ask him this now—
at the same time you ask for the pr1v1lege of an
interview.”

There was a respectful insistence in Hyacinth’s
voice, and the Bishop smiled in spite of himself.
Here was a young man born to be a leader.

“Very well,” he said. “T’ll put it in the letter. But
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tell me—do you really think the good friar can
spare us any workers for Poland?P”

Ceslaus nodded eagerly. “Oh, yes, Uncle Ivo. I'm
quite sure he can. Why, just yesterday I heard it
said that in France alone Father Dominic has con-
verted hundreds from heresy. Surely all this
couldn’t have been done without many helpers?”

There was logic in these words, and the Bishop
completed his letter to Father Dominic in a happy
frame of mind. But an hour or so later, when he
retired for the night, it was not to sleep. Tired
though he was, he could not seem to relax. Again
and again he kept seeing the holy friar who had
presided that morning at the solemn inclosure of
the nuns at Saint Sixtus, who had offered Mass and
then raised a dead youth to life. Dominic de Guz-
man! What a remarkable man this was! And how
wonderful if he and his followers could come as
missionaries to Poland, even to Prussia and Lithua-
nia and other pagan lands along the Baltic Sea.

“Our Northland needs preachers so much,” he
thought sadly. “We have priests, it is true—but how
many are truly holy, truly wise? Oh, dear Lord,
please send us many of these white-clad friars,
these well-trained sons of the Spanish saint!”

Alas for the Bishop’s hopes that the newly
founded Friars Preachers could come to Poland!
Ceslaus had spoken of them with more zeal than
knowledge, and when the little group of north-
erners arrived at the Monastery of Santa Sabina for
their interview with Dominic, an explanation was
in order.
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“Your Lordship, I have only a very few sons,” said
Dominic gently. “Some are in Spain, others in
France—a mere handful here in Italy. So you see
it would be quite impossible to send even one friar
to your country just now.”

The Bishop’s face fell. “We do need priests so

much,” he faltered, “especially in the cities. I was
hoping, and my nephews were hoping. . .but of
course we understand, Father Dominic. You have
work to do here in the South. Our wish is that God
may bless your labors a hundredfold.”
- To this Hyacinth and Ceslaus added a fervent
“Amen,” and for a moment all was quiet in the
room. Then Dominic approached the two brothers,
looking long and earnestly into their eyes.

“Perhaps all is not lost,” he said kindly. “Your
Lordship, why not give me some of these young
men who have accompanied you here to Rome? In
just a little while I would return them to you as
true apostles.”

The Bishop stared. Hyacinth, a friar? Ceslaus?
But before he could form a reply, Hyacinth was on
his knees. His hands were clasped, his face shining.
“Do you mean it, Father Dominic? You would
really have me in your Order?”

“Yes, my son. And in due course you would
return to your north country. You would preach
God’s Truth there and convert many.’

“You will have me as your son, too, Father?”
whispered Ceslaus anxiously. “T am older than Hya-
cinth, yet without his learning. Still, I give you my
word that T would do my best to follow instructions;
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that not a day would pass. ..

Dominic looked at the Bishop. “I think this
young man speaks too humbly of himself, Your.
Lordship. Perhaps you would tell me the truth
about himP”

Now Ivo Odrowatz, who had come to Rome for
one purpose only: to be confirmed in his new post
as Bishop of Cracow, was somewhat sturined at the
sudden turn of events. Could it be that these
nephews whom he had trained and encouraged for
years in God’s service were being rather too hasty
in their decision to follow the Spanish friar?

“Ceslaus has degrees in theology and law from
the University of Bologna,” he said slowly. “He’s
been a priest at the Cathedral in Cracow for about
five years. .’

“And this younger brother? What of himp”

The Bishop gazed fondly at Hyacinth. “He, too,
has a good education, Father Dominic. First at the
University of Prague, then at Bologna. Like Ceslaus,
he is now a canon of the Cathedral in Cracow. But
do you really think...P”

Dominic smlled—understandlngly, affectionately.
“Do I really think that men who are already priests
can take to living as simple friars without a strug-
gle? Oh, Your Lordship, have no fear! You have
asked for workers, for apostles in the North. Soon
you will have them. And not only in Hyacinth and
Ceslaus. There are others in your retinue whom
God intends for His service.”

The Bishop stared. “Others, Father Domlmc?

“Yes. I see one now—standing by the window.
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“YOU WILL HAVE ME IN YOUR ORDER,
FATHER DOMINIC?P”
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And a second, by the door. Come here, my sons.
Tell me if it is not true that God has suddenly
touched your hearts with His grace—that now you
are both convinced you must give yourselves to
Him completely.”

All eyes turned to where Dominic pointed, and
the Bishop gasped. Advancing toward the Spanish
friar were two of his lay attendants—Herman, who
hailed from Germany, and a young Czech named
Henry. They were good souls, honest and hard-
working, but never had the Bishop suspected that
they might be interested in the religious life.
Indeed, until this very moment they had seemed
quite content to spend their days as servants in the
episcopal household.

Dominic was smiling. “Well, Herman? Well,
Henry? What do you askP”

With one accord the two fell upon their knees.
Yes, they also wished to be clothed in the habit of
the Friars Preachers. Of course they were not
priests like Ceslaus and Hyacinth. They had little
book learning. But they would do their best to be
of use in other ways if Father Dominic could find
room for them in his religious family.

The friar nodded understandingly. “Room, my
children? There is always room in a good work for
men who are willing to start in the lowest place.”

Suddenly a lay Brother appeared in the doorway.
There was an approving smile on Dominic’s face as
he observed that the newcomer had with him a
number of white woolen habits. Quickly turning to
the four young men before him, he indicated that
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they should prostrate themselves on the ground in
token of their unworthiness to serve God as reli-
gious. Then, as a second lay Brother approached
with a lighted candle and Holy Water, he began to
pray in a clear and fervent voice:

“Stretch forth, O Lord, unto these Thy ser-
vants, the right hand of Thy heavenly
assistance, that they may seek Thee with all
their hearts, and obtain what they fittingly
ask...”

Bishop Ivo watched the little scene with a fast-
beating heart. What an amazing day this was! He
had come to beg for missionaries from Father
Dominic de Guzman. Instead, the holy man had
claimed both nephews and servants for his preach-
ing Order. Yet even as he thought on this, reassur-
ing words echoed in Ivo’s ears:

“Why not give me some of these young men who
have accompanied you here to RomeP In just a little
while I would return them to you as true apostles.”

Apostles! Apostles for Poland! God willing, the
holy friar was right, thought the Bishop. Ceslaus
and Hyacinth, even Herman and Henry, would do
great things in the cause of Christ. . .



