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			INTRODUCTION
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			Who is a saint?


			Saints aren’t born better or braver than the rest of us. Gregory the Great ran away when the people of Rome elected him bishop. Jean Vianney couldn’t do simple schoolwork. Bernadette was too sick to play like other girls.


			Saints aren’t people who are always good and never afraid. They’re people who believe there must be more to life than just what we can see. This world may be hard and unfair, but saints believe in a God who is bigger than the world, whose law is love, and whose justice is mercy. And this faith gives them courage: to stand up to evil kings, to care for people everyone else forgets or hates, to slay dragons.


			This book doesn’t contain the stories of all the saints, because there have been thousands and thousands of them, and perhaps many more whose stories no one has ever heard. But these are some of the best-known and best-loved saints of all time. And they’re presented in chronological order, so we can see how the world and lives of faith have changed—and how they’ve stayed the same.


			Are these stories true? That depends on what we mean by true stories. For some saints, like Joan of Arc, we know plenty of history. For others, like Valentine and Christopher, we know little besides their names. Their stories come to us through traditional tales. 


			But just because we can’t be sure a story really happened doesn’t mean it isn’t true in another way. These stories have been told for generations, some for thousands of years. In this book, they’ve been dramatized, but always based on tradition or history. They come from many sources, but they are among the best-loved and most enduring stories in the world because of the deep truths they contain. 


			They tell us that when people stand up for justice or mercy or love, they may see miracles, but they may find themselves in mortal danger. Or both.


			But these stories also tell us that when we take a stand, we are not alone. God, full of love, the power at the heart of the universe, is with us. 


			And no matter how flawed or frightened we feel, when we let the courage of faith transform us, the whole world can be transformed too.


			It’s their stubborn hope in something beyond this world that makes saints brave and good. But they don’t just point to things the rest of us can’t see. Led by their faith, they actually bring the better world to be, and invite us all in. 


	

			Polycarp 


			u 69–156 u


			Location Smyrna 


			Emblem book


			Patron of earache sufferers


			Feast day February 23


			h


			When Polycarp was just a boy, he met a man named John, who was a friend of Jesus.


			When Jesus lived on earth, John had followed him and seen the miracles Jesus did: healing the sick, feeding the hungry, and giving blind people the power to see. John was there when Jesus was killed on a cross by the Romans. And he was there when Jesus rose from the dead and walked the earth again, until he returned to heaven.


			Jesus’s friends still followed his teachings: to love God, to treat others the way we want to be treated, and to forgive each other. They believed that Jesus was God, who had created the whole world, and that he loved them and heard them when they prayed.


			Polycarp decided he wanted to follow Jesus too. When he grew up, John made him bishop, a leader of the Christians who followed Jesus in Smyrna, Polycarp’s city. Polycarp spent his whole life serving the people of Smyrna, and was known as a wise and kind man. 


			But the Romans didn’t like Jesus, because they had gods of their own. They even believed that their emperor, who was only a man, was a god. Rome was the richest and most powerful empire in the world, and they had been able to make everyone in the world obey them. Except for the Christians. Because they believed in Jesus, and a world beyond this one, they wouldn’t bow down to the Roman gods. So the Romans were afraid of them. They passed laws against following Jesus. And when Christians broke those laws, the Romans began to kill them.


			When Polycarp was an old man, the rulers of Smyrna began to put on big shows in the city arena, where the people gathered to watch Christians being fed to wild animals.


			One day, because they knew Polycarp was the leader of the Christians, the people in the arena began to call for him. Because Christians didn’t believe in their pagan gods, the citizens of Smyrna thought Christians were atheists, who didn’t believe in any god. “Away with the atheists!” they shouted. “Bring us Polycarp!”


			Polycarp’s friends helped him escape and hid him in a farmhouse outside town.


			One night, while he was in hiding, he had a vision that his pillow had burst into flames. “I’m going to be burned alive,” he told his friends.


			Roman soldiers searched everywhere for him. They captured a pair of boys who lived near the farm, and tortured them until the boys told them where Polycarp was hiding.


			“I have just one request,” Polycarp said when the soldiers arrived to take him. “Let me pray for an hour.”


			While the soldiers waited, Polycarp prayed for everyone he’d ever met, whether they were rich or poor, humble or important. And he prayed for followers of Jesus all over the world.


			“Why are we arresting this old man?” the soldiers began to ask one another. “What harm has he done?”


			But when Polycarp was done praying, they took him back to the arena.


			As soon as he stepped in, a voice spoke from heaven: “Polycarp, be strong.” 


			The proconsul, who was the Roman ruler in Smyrna, didn’t want to execute Polycarp, because he was so old. “Just swear by Caesar,” the proconsul said, “and I can let you go.”


			“You must not know who I am,” Polycarp told him. “I am a Christian.”


			“If you don’t change your mind, you’ll be fed to the beasts,” the proconsul said.


			“I won’t change my mind from good to bad,” Polycarp told him. “I’ve served Jesus for eighty-six years, and he has never harmed me. How can I say a word against my king, who rescued me?”


			“You’ll be burned by fire,” the proconsul tried.


			“Not like the fires of hell,” Polycarp answered.


			“Just agree with the people,” the proconsul begged. “Say, ‘Away with the atheists.’”


			Polycarp looked out at all the people who were calling for his death.


			“Away with the atheists,” he said, pointing at them.


			The proconsul ordered that Polycarp be burned alive. Polycarp praised God for his goodness, and then stepped up to the stake.


			But when the flames rose around Polycarp, something strange happened. Instead of burning him, they billowed away from him like sails. And instead of burning, Polycarp’s body glowed like gold in a furnace.


			Because the fire didn’t burn him, a soldier stabbed him to death.


			But as Polycarp breathed his last, a dove flew out of his wound, and so much of his blood flowed down that it snuffed out all the flames.
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			PerpeTUa and FeLIcity


			u circa 181–203 u


			Location Carthage


			Patrons of mothers, expectant women, butchers


			Feast day March 7


			h


			Perpetua was a rich young wife in Carthage, who had just given birth to a son.


			Felicity was Perpetua’s slave, and was about to have a baby of her own.


			Perpetua’s mother and brothers were Christian, but her father was a pagan. So when Perpetua told her father she wanted to be baptized, he flew into a rage. 


			“Why can’t you just keep your faith secret?” he asked her. “Don’t you know you can be killed for becoming a Christian?”


			“Do you see this jar of water on the table?” Perpetua asked him. “Can you call it anything but a jar of water? Can you call it a hurricane? Or an elephant?”


			“No,” her father said.


			“I’m a Christian,” Perpetua told him. “I can’t call myself anything else.”


			Her father was so angry he didn’t talk with her for days. While he still wasn’t speaking to her, Perpetua was baptized, along with Felicity and several other slaves. And just as Perpetua’s father feared, when the Roman rulers heard about it, Perpetua and her friends were all arrested, along with her teacher, Saturus.


			The prison they were thrown in was hot and dark. The guards pushed and shoved the prisoners, even Felicity, who was about to give birth. Worst of all, they took Perpetua’s baby son away from her. She wasn’t allowed to see him until her mother and brother brought the child to her so she could nurse him.


			Nobody knew what was going to happen next. Would they be set free? Would they be killed? 


			“You should ask God for a vision,” Perpetua’s brother told her. 


			So Perpetua prayed, and that night God gave her a dream. In the dream, she saw a huge bronze ladder. All along it were swords, spears, hooks, and knives. The only possible way to climb it was to always look up, never down. If someone looked away for even a moment, they’d be torn apart. At the bottom of the ladder was a giant serpent, ready to bite anyone who tried to climb.


			Saturus, Perpetua and Felicity’s teacher, was in the dream too. He started to climb up the ladder. “Don’t let the snake bite you,” he called back to Perpetua.


			“It will not hurt me,” Perpetua said. “In the name of Jesus Christ.”


			When the snake heard that name, it bowed its head, afraid. So instead of stepping on the first rung of the ladder, Perpetua stepped on the snake’s head. 


			Then she climbed all the way up the ladder, to a beautiful garden. It was full of thousands of people dressed in white.


			“Welcome, child,” a man said, and handed her a bowl of sweet milk. 


			Perpetua could still taste the sweetness when she woke up.


			But when she told her brother the vision, they both knew what it meant: She wouldn’t be set free. She would be killed for her faith.


			Perpetua’s father came to visit her in jail, weeping. “Have pity on my gray hairs,” he said, kissing her hands. “You’ve always been my favorite. Why don’t you just give up your faith?”


			“We don’t live in our own power,” Perpetua told him, “but in the power of God.”


			When Perpetua and Felicity and their friends were put on trial, her father came, holding her baby.


			“Just give a sacrifice for the emperor,” he said. “And this can all be over. Come home and raise your son.”


			The judge didn’t want to sentence Perpetua to death, either. “Why don’t you just do as your father says?” he asked.


			But Perpetua and Felicity and their friends refused to deny their faith, so all of them were sentenced to death.


			In the prison, it came time for Felicity to deliver her child. While the jailers made fun of her, in that hot, dark cell, she went into labor and gave birth to a beautiful daughter. Because Felicity couldn’t care for her little girl, she gave her to a free Christian woman, who promised to adopt her.


			The judge decreed that Felicity, Perpetua, and their friends should all be killed just two days later, during a feast in the amphitheater, in front of thousands of people who thought that seeing them die was nothing more than watching a game.


			Waiting in prison, Perpetua had another dream. She dreamed that when she was taken into the amphitheater, she turned into a man. Another man was there to fight her. He tried to trip her, but she kicked him in the face. As she rained blows down on his head, she realized she wasn’t even touching the ground anymore: She was flying. And when she won the fight, she was given a branch as a reward.


			Saturus had a dream in the prison as well. He dreamed that they were transported by four angels to a beautiful garden, where there were rose trees as big as cypresses, with leaves that sang. In the garden were other people who had been killed for their faith, and a building with walls made of light, where they met a man with a white head, surrounded by four elders.


			The day of the feast, Perpetua went into the amphitheater with her friends, singing.


			“You judge us,” they told the people who had come to watch them die. “But God judges you.”


			First, the men were led into the ring with wild beasts. Perpetua and Felicity watched as their friends were torn apart by leopards, bears, and a wild boar.


			The crowd loved it.


			But when Perpetua and Felicity were brought out, the crowd fell silent. They were shocked to see the young mothers stripped and in danger of being trampled by a wild cow. So before the cow could kill them, Perpetua and Felicity were taken out of the ring.


			Perpetua was in an ecstasy, a trance of faith so deep that she didn’t realize anything had happened to her.


			“When are we to be thrown to the beasts?” she asked.


			Her friends and her brother, who had been watching, showed her wounds to her to prove that she had already been sent into the ring. 


			Before they dragged Perpetua and Felicity back out, she said her last words to her brother: “Stand fast in faith,” she told him. “And love one another.” 


			Then Felicity and Perpetua were sent back into the ring.


			In the ring, a soldier had been ordered to kill them by the sword. But the soldier was young. He didn’t know what he was doing, so when he stabbed Perpetua she cried out in pain, but she wasn’t killed. 


			Finally, Perpetua placed the blade on her neck herself. The young soldier sliced her throat, and she died.


			But her story wasn’t over, because she had written it down while she was in prison. After her death, it spread around the Roman Empire like wildfire. Some churches even read it during their services.


			And many of the people who saw how Perpetua and Felicity died became Christians—even the jailer who had held them once in prison.
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			CeciLIa


			u Second–third centuries u


			Location Rome


			Emblem organ, singing, harp, roses, violin


			Patron of musicians, poets, hymns


			Feast day November 22


			h


			“I’ve made a vow,” Cecilia told her rich Roman father. “I’ll never get married.” 


			But her father wouldn’t listen. He forced her to marry a young man named Valerian.


			While the musicians played at her wedding, Cecilia sang her own song in her heart to God, asking him to protect her.


			“I have a secret to tell you,” she told Valerian, when the wedding was over. “I have an angel who watches over me. If you hurt me, he will be angry with you. But if you respect my vow, he’ll love you as he loves me.”


			“How can I see this angel?” Valerian asked.


			“You need to travel to the third milestone of the road that leads out of Rome,” Cecilia told him. “And be baptized.”


			So Valerian did as Cecilia asked, and when he returned to her room, he could see an angel with flaming wings, standing at Cecilia’s side. The angel was holding two crowns, one made of lilies and one made of roses. He placed one on Cecilia’s head, and one on Valerian’s.


			Just then, Valerian’s brother Tiburtius came in, and the angel vanished.


			“Where did these flowers come from?” Tiburtius asked. “They’re not in season.”


			When Cecilia and Valerian told him about the angel, Tiburtius believed in God as well.


			In the city of Rome, where they all lived, the Romans were still trying to stamp out the Christians. The Christians still refused to worship Roman gods. And whenever the Romans caught Christians worshipping Jesus, they were killed. Christians were executed in the city every day. And the Romans didn’t even bother to bury them. They were so angry at the Christians that they just left their bodies in the streets.


			So every night, the brothers Valerian and Tiburtius would roam through the dark streets of the city. They found the bodies of any Christians who had been killed that day, and they gave them proper burials. 


			When the prefect who ruled the city heard about this, he called the brothers in. “You’re Romans,” he said. “I want to see you make a sacrifice to our Roman gods.”


			But Valerian and Tiburtius refused. So the prefect had them killed.


			That night, Cecilia went out in the dark streets all alone. She found their bodies and buried them. 


			Then she kept praying and preaching, and the people who heard her kept becoming Christians.


			The prefect who had executed Valerian and Tibertius ordered Cecilia to give up her faith. He sent soldiers to punish her for talking about Jesus. But her faith was so strong that after the prefect’s soldiers heard her speak, they became Christians themselves.


			Then Cecilia invited four hundred people to come to her house to be baptized by Pope Urban, the leader of all the Christians in Rome. When the prefect heard this, he called Cecilia in.


			“Don’t you understand how much power I have?” he said. “At my command, my men will kill you in an instant.”


			“You might be able to take away life,” Cecilia told him. “But you can’t make the dead live again. You’re not a ruler of life, but of death.”


			“Stop this madness,” the prefect told her. “Just worship our gods.”


			“I don’t know where you lost your sight,” Cecilia said. “You say these are gods, but we just see rocks.”


			Furious, the prefect condemned her to death. 


			Because Cecilia was a rich woman, she had a beautiful room in her house for bathing. It was heated by fires built around its walls, so that the pools inside the bathhouse never got cold. 


			The prefect ordered his soldiers to build a fire around Cecilia’s bathhouse so big that it was seven times as hot as it should have been. When the baths were white-hot, he forced Cecilia to go inside. 


			Cecilia’s friends wept and the prefect grinned as the door shut behind her, because everyone was sure no one could survive the heat of that fire.


			But the next day, when they opened up the door, Cecilia was alive.


			“Behead her!” the prefect ordered a nearby soldier.


			The soldier struck Cecilia’s neck with a sword three times. But although she was wounded by the blows, she didn’t die.


			For the next three days, she lay on the floor of her own bathhouse, while people from all over the city came to see her. She talked about Jesus, and prayed, and gave away everything she owned to the poor. 


			On the third day, she died. And just as Cecilia and Valerian and Tiburtius had done for so many others, Pope Urban came to collect her body and lay her to rest with a proper burial.
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			LAwREnce


			u 225–258  u


			Location Rome


			Emblem gridiron


			Patron of comedians, chefs, firefighters


			Feast day August 10


			h


			When Lawrence was archdeacon of Rome, the emperor made a proclamation: Any Christians who gathered to worship Jesus would be put to death. 


			But Pope Sixtus, Lawrence’s friend, ignored the emperor. He held a church service in a cemetery, where people sang and prayed. So the Roman guards came and took Sixtus to be executed outside the city.


			Lawrence followed, weeping, as they led Sixtus away. “Where are you going without me?” he asked.


			“Don’t worry,” Sixtus told him. “In three days, you’ll follow me.”


			Then he gave Lawrence an order, because Lawrence was in charge of the whole treasury of the church: “Give the riches of the church to the poor.”


			One of the Roman centurions overheard the word “riches.” He hurried back to his prefect to report that Lawrence knew where to find an enormous treasure. 


			In those days, Roman law held that if anyone was executed by Rome, the Roman treasury could confiscate all their property. The prefect decided that since Sixtus was the leader of the church, the Roman treasury could take all the church’s money, now that Sixtus had been executed. 


			He ordered Lawrence to appear before him. “I know the Christians are always giving their money to the church,” the prefect said. “I want you to bring it all to me.”


			“Our church is far richer than your emperor,” Lawrence told him. “I’ll bring you treasures worth more than the whole treasury of Rome, if you’ll just give me three days to collect it.”


			“Go ahead,” the prefect said.


			Lawrence spent the next three days selling everything the church owned. He gave away all the money in the church treasury to the poor. 


			Then he gathered a group of poor people, blind people, and injured people and went with them to the prefect.


			“These are the treasures of the church,” Lawrence told him.


			So the prefect ordered that Lawrence be roasted alive on an iron grid above a bed of hot coals.


			But even while Lawrence sweat and bled over the coals, he kept his sense of humor. “This side is roasted,” he called to his tormentors. “Turn me over.”


			Then he prayed for his city of Rome, and that faith in Jesus would spread around the world, and died.
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			SebasTIan


			u 257–288 u


			Location Rome


			Emblem arrow


			Patron of soldiers, athletes, archers, police officers


			Feast day January 20


			h


			When Sebastian was still a teenager, he joined the Roman army. 


			He didn’t really want to be a soldier. He was a Christian, and the emperor, Diocletian, had ordered his army to find all the Christians and kill them.  So Sebastian joined the army to try to help the Christians the emperor wanted to kill. 


			Sebastian turned out to be a good soldier, so he was quickly promoted to the Praetorian Guard, the elite troop that guarded the emperor himself. It was Sebastian’s job to protect the man who was killing his friends. And even stranger, the emperor grew to like him.


			But whenever he could steal away, Sebastian spent all his free time with Christians who were waiting to be executed in the Roman prisons. When they were killed, he buried them, even though the emperor had declared it a crime to give a Christian proper burial.


			A Roman jailer, Nicostratus, noticed Sebastian’s faith. The jailer’s wife, Zoe, hadn’t been able to speak for years, so he asked Sebastian to pray. As soon as Sebastian did, she could speak again. So Nicostratus brought all his other prisoners to hear Sebastian talk about Jesus, and all of them were baptized, including Zoe and Nicostratus.


			Sebastian had also been talking with Tiburtius, the son of Chromatius, the local prefect. When they heard the stories Sebastian told about Jesus, both Tiburtius and Chromatius became Christians, and Chromatius freed all his prisoners and all his slaves, quit his job as prefect, and moved to the country to follow God.


			That got Diocletian’s attention.


			“Who has been turning my jailer and my prefects into Christians?” he asked.


			When he found out it was Sebastian, a member of his own trusted guard, he was furious. 


			Diocletian ordered that Sebastian be taken to a training field that archers used for target practice.


			Sebastian was tied to a stake. His fellow soldiers shot him full of arrows until he looked like a spiny sea urchin. Then they left him for dead.


			But a Christian woman named Irene, the wife of one of Diocletian’s servants, went to collect Sebastian’s body. To her amazement, she discovered that the arrows hadn’t killed him, so she hid him in her house and nursed him back to health. 


			As soon as Sebastian was healed, he put on his uniform and took his place again in the Praetorian Guard.


			Diocletian was shocked to see the soldier he thought he’d killed, talking and walking around. He thought Sebastian had returned from the grave to terrify him.


			As the emperor cowered in fear, Sebastian rebuked him for his crimes against the Christians in Rome. “What you do to us is evil,” he said. “What have any of us ever done to deserve such treatment? What makes you so afraid?”


			At this, Diocletian’s fear turned to wrath. He ordered Sebastian killed, again. But this time, he wasn’t taking any chances. He had Sebastian beaten to death with clubs, and then he ordered his body thrown into the sewers for good measure.


			That night, a Christian woman named Lucina had a vision of Sebastian. He told her where his body lay, and she searched through the dark sewers until she found him. Then she buried him in the catacombs below Rome, just as Sebastian had buried so many other Christians before.
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			VaLEnTIne


			u died 269 u


			Location Rome


			Emblem heart, birds, roses


			Patron of love, marriages, greetings


			Feast day February 14


			h


			Valentine was a bishop at Terni, in Italy, who did all the work a good bishop should do. He helped anyone who was suffering, and performed marriages for Christian couples. He spoke about the love of God and invited people to follow Jesus.


			But all of these things were crimes, because the emperor had declared it illegal to be a Christian.


			So Valentine was arrested, and imprisoned in the home of Judge Asterius.


			The judge liked talking with Valentine. He was intrigued by the stories Valentine told him about Jesus. And he wanted to know if they were true or not. So he decided to put Jesus to the test.


			“If Jesus is God,” the judge asked Valentine, “can he make my blind daughter see?”


			“Bring the girl to me,” Valentine told him.


			When the judge’s daughter was led into the room, Valentine placed his hands on her eyes and prayed. As he finished, she blinked, then looked around  the room.


			“What are all these things I see?” she asked.


			“I’ll do anything you tell me to,” the judge vowed to Valentine.


			Valentine told him to break all the idols in his house. Then, after the judge had fasted for three days, Valentine baptized him, along with forty-four of the judge’s family members and servants. And the judge set all the Christian prisoners in his power free, including Valentine.


			But Valentine didn’t stay free for long. Because soon, the Roman authorities caught him talking about Jesus again.


			This time he was shipped off to stand before Emperor Claudius in Rome, the capital of the empire.


			Just like the judge, the emperor liked talking with Valentine—until Valentine started to talk about Jesus. Then the emperor was furious.


			“Renounce your faith,” the emperor fumed. “Or I’ll have you beaten with clubs.”


			Valentine refused, so the emperor had him beaten. But that didn’t kill Valentine, so the emperor ordered him beheaded. Valentine was buried on the Via Flaminia, north of Rome.


			But his name lives on today in memory of the kindly notes Valentine used to send to his friends, like the last message he gave to the daughter of his jailer in Rome, which he signed “your Valentine.”
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			ChRIsTOpher


			u died 251 u


			Location Canaan


			Emblem giant, tree, carrying Jesus


			Patron of travelers, bachelors, America; against nightmares, danger, and death


			Feast day July 25


			h


			Christopher was a fearsome giant of a man from the desert lands of Canaan. And because he was the biggest and strongest man anyone had ever seen, he decided that he should only serve the world’s greatest king.


			So Christopher searched the world until he found a great king. But when Christopher joined the great king’s army, he realized something: This king wasn’t always great. Whenever he heard the name of the devil, the king cowered in fear. 


			If the king was afraid of the devil, Christopher reasoned, then the devil must be greater than this king. So Christopher went off to serve the devil.


			The devil led Christopher out into the desert, promising Christopher that he would give him everything he ever wanted. But as the two of them traveled across the burning sand, they came to a wooden cross, and the devil was terrified.


			If the devil was afraid of the cross, Christopher reasoned, then the cross must be greater than the devil.


			But Christopher had no idea what the cross meant. So he left the devil in the desert and went off in search of someone who could tell him. Nobody seemed to know, until he found an old hermit, a man who lived off in a cave by himself, because he didn’t want to live with anyone else.


			“The cross is a sign of Jesus,” the hermit told him.


			“Who is Jesus?” Christopher asked.


			“Jesus is a great king,” the hermit told him. “He’s so strong that when people nailed him to a cross and killed him, he rose from the dead. He’s greater than any king who ever lived, or who ever will live.”


			“How can I serve Jesus?” Christopher asked.


			The hermit told him he should fast, not eating food for days and days.


			“That’s too hard,” Christopher said.


			“Then you should pray,” said the hermit.


			“I don’t know how to do that,” Christopher told him.


			The hermit thought for a minute.


			“Do you know the river near here?” he asked. “The one that’s very deep, with a current so fast that many people who try to cross it are swept away and lost?”


			“I know that river,” Christopher said.


			“Go live by it,” the hermit said, “and carry anyone who needs help across. Maybe Jesus will visit you there.”


			So Christopher made his home by the river, and carried anyone who asked to the other side.


			One night, a small child appeared, alone on the riverbank.


			“Will you carry me across?” he asked Christopher.


			Christopher put the child on his shoulders and stepped out into the river, as he had so many times before. But this time, something was different. With every step Christopher took in the water, the child grew heavier.


			By the time Christopher got to the middle of the rushing river, he was in terrible pain. He didn’t know if he could get to the opposite bank, or return to the one he came from. He was even afraid he might drown himself.


			But step after step, Christopher never gave up. Using every bit of his great strength, he carried the child on his back safely through the dangerous waters, and set him down on the far bank.


			“Child,” he said, “you put me in great danger. I felt as if I was carrying the weight of the world.”


			“Not just the world,” the child said, “but the one who made it. I am Jesus, the king you serve.”


			The child looked at the staff that Christopher held in his hand.


			“Drive your staff into the riverbank,” he said.


			Without a question, Christopher obeyed him. As soon as he did, the child disappeared.


			The next morning, Christopher’s staff had sprouted like a palm tree, full of flowers, dates, and leaves.


			Christopher went into the city to tell the people there about Jesus. When they heard his story, and saw that his staff had sprouted leaves and fruit, many of the people decided to follow Jesus.


			The king in the city was angry, and afraid. He didn’t like the idea of his people following some other king, especially not one like Jesus, who could appear and disappear, and grow flowers from a piece of dead wood. So he ordered his men to arrest Christopher. 


			But when the men he sent heard Christopher talk about Jesus, they decided to follow Jesus instead. So the king ordered those men killed. Then he had Christopher tied to a stake, and summoned forty of his best archers. At the king’s command, all the archers loosed their bows at Christopher. But every single arrow clattered to the ground before any hit him.


			Except one arrow. It flew wild and struck the king’s eye, blinding him.


			The king staggered up from his throne, clutching at the arrow.


			“Tomorrow I will die,” Christopher told the king. “When I do, take some of my blood, mix it with clay, and it will heal your eye.”


			The next day, the king had Christopher beheaded.


			But the king was desperate to see again. So even though he’d condemned Christopher to death, he did as Christopher had said. And when he smeared the mud made from Christopher’s blood on his ruined eye, his sight was restored.


			So even the king believed in Jesus, who was greater than any other king in the world, even from the time when he was just a little child.
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			NichoLAs


			u 270–343 u


			Location Myra


			Emblem gold balls, oranges, purse, anchor, ship 


			Patron of children, sailors, merchants, brides,  givers of anonymous gifts, Russia, Greece


			Feast day December 6


			h


			While Nicholas was archbishop of Myra, a town on the coast of Lycia, he heard of a rich man who had lost everything he ever had, except for his three daughters.


			Because he had no money, the man worried about his daughters all the time. He wanted to see them happily married, with homes of their own. But he couldn’t afford to pay their dowries—a small fortune that a woman’s family was supposed to give to the family of the man who married her.


			Women couldn’t work for their own money at the time. And because he couldn’t afford to take care of his daughters, the man decided they would be better off as slaves. 


			When Nicholas heard this, he decided to help the man, with money that he had inherited when his wealthy parents died. But he didn’t want to wound the man’s pride. So instead of making a big deal of helping the man, Nicholas waited until it was night. Then he snuck up to the house where the man and his daughters lived, and threw a bag of gold through the window.


			In the morning, when the family found the bag of gold, they rejoiced. “It’s enough for you to be married!” the man told his first daughter.


			But after she had been married off, and had her own home, he sank into sorrow over his other two daughters. He didn’t want to send them into slavery, but without any money, he didn’t know how else to take care of them.


			When Nicholas heard this, he crept out into the dark streets of the city again with another bag of gold, and threw it into the man’s house through the same window.


			This time, when the man found it, he fell facedown, weeping. It was just enough money for his second daughter to be married. God, he prayed, please show me who has been so kind to us. Please show us whom to thank.


			Now he wasn’t afraid anymore of what would happen to his third daughter. He knew whoever had helped rescue the first two wouldn’t forget her.


			So he began to keep watch, hoping to catch the person who had helped his family so much, whenever they came back.


			This time, when Nicholas returned to the man’s house at night with his last bag of gold, he didn’t throw it through the window. Instead, to make sure he wouldn’t be caught, he climbed up on the roof, and dropped the bag of gold down the chimney, where it landed in one of the socks that the family had hung by the fire to dry. 


			As soon as the man saw the bag of gold swinging there by the chimney, he ran out into the street, leaving the money behind.


			He was just in time to catch Nicholas, who was about to disappear into the night.


			“How can we ever thank you for all your gifts?” he asked Nicholas.


			“They weren’t from me,” Nicholas told him. “All good things come from God, from the sky above, to the air we breathe, to the love in our hearts. He’s who you should thank.”


			Then he disappeared again, into the night.
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			Barbara


			u 273–306 u


			Location Egypt


			Emblem tower, palm, lightning


			Patron of architects, mathematicians, miners, firemen, prisoners, builders; protection against sudden death at work 


			Feast day December 4


			h


			When Barbara’s mother died, her father, a rich Egyptian, locked her up in a high tower. Barbara was a very beautiful young woman, and he wanted to protect her from all the men who might want to marry her. 


			From her tower, Barbara looked out every day on the world and began to wonder who had made it all. 


			Her teachers had taught her the stories of the pagan gods. They said one god ruled the sun, and another ruled the moon. But Barbara wanted to know who had made the sun and the moon. So she began to pray to a god above all gods, even though she didn’t know his name. And she promised to dedicate her life to him.


			When she was old enough to marry, her father began to bring men to the tower for her to meet, but Barbara refused them all.


			“Maybe some freedom will change your mind,” her father said. 


			So he unlocked the door of her tower, and set her free to go explore the world.


			For the first time since she was a girl, Barbara went out into the streets of her city. She sampled the sweet and spicy food in the stalls, wandered through the city’s secret gardens, and talked to everyone she met—including some Christians. They told her they knew the name of the God who had made everything, and that he had a son, Jesus. So Barbara was baptized as a Christian.


			When she returned home, she discovered her father was building a new bathhouse. His plans only called for two windows, but Barbara persuaded the builders to make three, in honor of the Trinity: God, the Father of Jesus; Jesus; and the Holy Spirit, whom Jesus sent to earth to guide and comfort people after Jesus returned to heaven. 


			Once the bathhouse was finished, Barbara and her friends began to meet there to pray and sing. Many people who were sick joined them, and when Barbara and her friends prayed for them, they were healed.


			At first, Barbara’s father was willing to indulge Barbara, because he thought she would get over her strange new ideas. But then Barbara told him she wouldn’t worship pagan gods anymore. Furious, her father picked up a sword to strike her.


			Help me, Barbara prayed. Suddenly, she rose off the ground and found herself flying through the air. She flew over the city, into the sky above the fields and flocks outside town, and landed on a mountain, where she hid in a cleft between two rocks.


			Her father chased her to the mountain, but he couldn’t find her hiding place.
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