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¢ And they had then a notable prisoner called Barabbas,'—Ma/’
xxvit, v, 16,

¢One named Barabbas which lay bound with them that hacr its
insurrection with him,'—Mar# 2v. v, 7.

* Barabbas, who for a certain sedition made in the city <
was cast into prison,'—Luke 2xiit, v. 19,

*Now Barabbas was a robber.'— ok zviit. v, 40






BARABBAS

A DREAM OF THE WORLD’S TRAGEDY

LCI)NG sultry Syrian day was drawing near its
close.

The heavy heat was almost insupportable, and a
poisonous stench oozed up from the damp earth-floors
of the Jewish prison, charging what little air there
was with a deadly sense of suffocation. Down in the
lowest dungeons complete darkness reigned, save in
one of the cells allotted to the worst criminals; there,
all through the slow hours a thin white line of light
had persistently pierced the thick obscurity. It was
the merest taper-flame reflection of the outside glow-
ing Eastern sky, yet narrow as it was, it had vexed
the eyes of the solitary prisoner on whom it fell, and
he had turned from its hot flash with a savage curse
and groan. Writhing back as far as his chains would
allow, he covered his face with his manacled hands,
pressing his eyelids down, and gnawing his lips in
restless fury till his mouth was bitter with the taste
of his own blood. He was seized with such im-
potent rages often. He mentally fought against that
poignant light-beam cutting li's a sword through
deep darkness,—he regarded it?5 a positive foe and
daily source of nervous irrit~Tha. It marked for him
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the dismal time,—when it shone he knew it was day,
—when it vanished, it was night. Otherwise, whether
minutes or hours passed, he could not tell. His
existence had merged into one protracted phase of
dull suffering, varied with occasional fits of maniac
ferocity which only relieved him for the moment and
left him more stupefied and brutish than before. He
had no particular consciousness of anything except
of that needle-pointed ray, which falling obliquely
upon him, dazzled and hurt his eyes. He could have
endured the glare of the Syrian sun in the free and
open country,—no one better than he could have
turned a bold gaze to its amber flame radiating
through the vast blue dome of ether,—but here and
now, that thin shaft of brightness pouring slantwise
through the narrow slit in the wall which alone
served as an air-passage to the foul den in which he
was caged, seemed an aggression and a mockery.
He made querulous complaint of it, and, huddling
on his bed of dirty straw in the furthest darkness
refreshed himself anew with curses. Against God
and Fate and man, he railed in thick-throated
blasphemies, twisting and turning from side to side
and clutching now and again in sheer ferocity at the
straw on which he lay. He was alone, yet not
altogether lonely, for close beside him where he
crouched like a sullen beast in the corner there was
a crossed grating of thick iron bars, the only air-
aperture to the neighbouring cell, and through this
there presently came a squat grimy hand. After
feeling about for a while, this hand at last found and
cautiously pulled the edge of his garment, and a faint
hoarse voice called him by name:

‘ Barabbat !’

He turned with.( swift savage movement that set
his chains clanking\ "‘mally.

¢ What now?’
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¢ They have forgotten us,” whined the voice. ¢ Since
early morning they have brought no food. I am
perishing with hunger and thirst! Ah, I would I
had never seen thy face, Barabbas, or had aught to
do with, thine evil plotting!’

Barabbas made no answer.

‘Knowest thou not, went on his invisible fellow-
felon, ¢what season this is in the land ?’

‘How should I know!’ retorted Barabbas disdain-
fully. ¢What are seasons to me? Is it a year or
years since we were brought hither? If thou canst
tell, I cannot.’

“'Tis eighteen months since thou didst slay the
Pharisee,’ replied his neighbour with marked malig-
nity of accent,—‘And had it not been for that
wicked deed of thine, we might have missed this
present wretchedness. Verily it is a marvel we have
lived so long, for look you, now it is Passover.’

Barabbas uttered no word, either of surprise or
interest.

‘Rememberest thou the custom of the Feast?’
pursued the speaker,  How that one captive chosen
by the people shall be set at liberty? Would that
it might be one of us, Barabbas! There were ten
of our company,—ten as goodly men as ever were
born in Judza, always excepting thee. For thou
wert mad for love, and a frenzied lover is the worst
of fools !’

Barabbas still kept silence.

¢ If innocence hath any merit,” continued the voice
behind the grating anxiously, ‘then perchance the
choice will fall on me! For am I not an innocent
man? The God of my fathers knoweth that my hands
are not stained with the blood of the virtuous ; I slew
no Pharisee! A little gold was §ll I sought -

* And didst thou not take it?’ rejoined Barabbas
suddenly and with scorn,—‘ Thou hypocrite! Didst



4 BARABBAS

thou not rob the Pharisee of all he had upon him
even to his last jewel? Did not the guard capture
thee in the very act of breaking with thy teeth the
gold band from his arm ere the breath left his body ?
Cease thy prating! Thou art the worst thief in
Jerusalem and thou knowest it!’

There was a sound behind the bars as of something
between a grunt and a snarl, and the squat hand
thrust itself through with vicious suddenness, to be
as suddenly withdrawn. A pause ensued.

‘No food all day!’ moaned the voice again pre-
sently,—‘ And not a drop of water! Surely if they
come not I shall die! I shall die in this darkness,—
this dense pitch blackness’—and the faint accents
grew feebly shrill with fear,— Dost thou hear me,
thou accursed Barabbas? I shall die!’

*And so there will be an end of thee,’ returned
Barabbas indifferently,— And those who hoard gold
in the city can sleep safely henceforth with open
doors!’

Out came the ugly hand again, this time clenched,
giving in its repulsive shape and expression a perfect
idea of the villainous character of its unseen owner.

‘Thou art a devil, Barabbas!’ and the shadowy
outline of a livid face and wild hair appeared for an
instant against the grating,— And I swear to thee I
will live on, if only in the hope of seeing thee
crucified !’

Barabbas held his peace, and dragged himself and
his clanking chains away from his spiteful fellow-
prisoner’s vicinity. Lifting his eyes distrustfully he
peered upwards with a smarting sense of pain,—then
heaved a deep sigh of relief as he saw that the burn-
ing arrowy line of white radiance no longer lit the cell.
It had changed to g beam of soft and dusky crimson.

‘Sunset!’ he muttered. ‘How many times hath
the sun gone down and risen since I beheld her last!
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This is the hour she loves,—she will go with her
maidens to the well behind her father’s house, and
underneath the palm-trees she will rest and rejoice,
while I,—I,—O God of vengeance |—I may never look
upon her face again. Eighteen months of torture!
Eighteen months in this tomb and no hope of
respite !’

With a savage gesture he rose and stood upright;
his head almost touched the dungeon ceiling, and he
stepped warily, the heavy fetters on his bare legs
jangling harshly as he moved. Placing one foot on
a notch in the wall he was able to bring his eyes
easily on a level with the narrow aperture through
which the warm fire-glow of the sunset fell, but there
was little to be seen from such a point of observation.
Only a square strip of dry uncultivated land belong-
ing to the prison, and one solitary palm-tree lifting its
crown of feathery leaves against the sky. He stared
out for a moment, fancying he could discern the far-
off hazy outline of the hills surrounding the city,—
then, too faint with long fasting to retain his footing,
he slipped back and returned to his former corner.
There he sat, glowering darkly at the rose-light
reflected on the floor. It partially illumined his own
features, bringing into strong prominence his scowling
brows and black resentful eyes,—it flashed a bright
life-hue on his naked chest that heaved with the
irregular and difficult breath of one who fights against
long exhaustion and hunger-pain,—and it glittered
with a sinister coppery tint on the massive iron gyves
that bound his wrists together. He looked much
more like a caged wild beast than a human being,
with his matted hair and rough beard,—he was barely
clothed, his only garment being a piece of sackcloth
which was kept about his loins by means of a coarse
black rope, twisted twice and loosely knotted. The
heat in the cell was intense, yet he shivered now and
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then as he crouched in the stifling gloofn, his knees
drawn nearly up to his chin, and his shackled hands
resting on his knees, while he stared with an owl-like
pertinacity at the crimson sunbeam which with every
second grew paler and dimmer. At first it had been
an ardent red,—as red as the blood of a slain Pharisee,
thought Barabbas with a dark smile,—but now it had
waned to a delicate wavering pink like the fleeting
blush of a fair woman,—and a great shudder seized him
as this latter fancy crossed his sick and sullen mind.
With a smothered cry he clenched his hands hard as
though assailed by some unendurable physical pang.

¢ Judith !—Judith!’ he whispered, and yet again—
¢ Judith !’ :

And, trembling violently, he turned and hid his
face, pressing his forehead close against the damp
and slimy wall. And thus he remained, motionless,—
his massive figure looking like a weird Titanesque
shape carved in stone,

The last red flicker from the sunken sun soon
faded, and dense darkness fell Not a sound or
movement betrayed the existence of any human
creature in that noxious gloom. Now and again
the pattering feet of mice scurrying swiftly about the
floor made a feeble yet mysterious clamour,—other-
wise, all was intensely still. Outside, the heavens
were putting on all their majesty ; the planets swam
into the purple ether, appearing to open and shine
like water-lilies on a lake,—in the east a bar of
silvery cloud showed where the moon would shortly
rise, and through the window slit of the dungeon one
small star could be just discerned, faintly glittering.
But not even an argent ray flung slantwise from the
moon when at last she ascended the skies could
illumine the dense thicket of shadows that gathered
in that dreary cell, or touch with a compassionate
brightness the huddled form of the wretched captive
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within, Invisible and solitary, he wrestled with his
own physical and mental misery, unconscious that
the wall against which he leaned was warm and wet
with tears,—the painful tears, worse than the shedding
of blood, of a strong man’s bitter agony.
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OURS passed,—and presently the heavy
silence was broken by a distant uproar,—a
hollow sound like the sudden inrush of a sea, which
began afar off, and gathered strength as it came.
Rolling onward and steadily increasing in volume, it
appeared to split itself into a thousand angry echoes
close by the dungeon walls, and a confused tumult of
noisy tongues arose, mingling with the hurried and
disorderly tramping of many feet and the clash of
weapons. Voices argued hoarsely,—there were shrill
whistlings,—and now and then the flare of tossing
torches cast a fitful fire-gleam into the den where
Barabbas lay. Once a loud laugh rang out above
the more indistinct hubbub followed by a shout—

‘Prophesy! Prophesy! Who is he that smote
thee?’

And the laughter became general, merging itself
swiftly into a frantic chorus of yells and groans and
hisses. Then came a brief pause, in which some of
the wilder noises ceased, and an angry disputation
seemed to be going on between two or three in-
dividuals in authority, till presently the ocean-like
roar and swell of sound re-commenced, passed slowly
on, and began to die away like gradually diminishing
peals of thunder. But while it remained yet within
distinct hearing, there was a slow dragging of chains
inside the dungeon and a feeble beating of manacled
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hands at the interior grating, and the voice that had
called before now called again :

‘Barabbas!’

No answer was returned.

‘Barabbas! Hearest thou the passing multitude?’

Still silence.

‘Barabbas! Dog! Assassin!’ and the speaker
dealt an angry blow with his two fists at the dividing
bars, —¢ Art thou deaf to good news? I tell thee
there is some strife in the city,—some new sedition,—
it may be that our friends have conquered where we
have failed! Down with the law! Down with the
tyrant and oppressor! Down with the Pharisees!
Down with everything!’ And he laughed, his
laughter being little more than a hoarse whisper,—
‘Barabbas! We shall be free! Free!—think of it,
thou villain! A thousand curses on thee! Art
thou dead or sleeping that thou wilt not answer me?’

But he exhausted his voice in vain, and vainly beat
his fists against the grating. Barabbas was mute,
The moonlight, grown stronger, pierced the gloom of
his cell with a silvery radiance which blurred objects
rather than illumined them, so that the outline of his
figure could scarcely be discerned by his fellow-
captive who strove to see him through the bars of
the lower dungeon. Meanwhile the noise of the
crowd in the streets outside had retreated into the
distance, and only a faint murmur arose from time to
time like the far-off surge of waves on a rocky shore.

‘Barabbas! Barabbas!’ and the vexed weak voice
grew suddenly loud with an access of spite and fury
—¢An’ thou wilt not respond to good tidings thou
shalt listen to evil! Hear me!—hear thy friend
Hanan who knows the wicked ways of women better
than thou! Why didst thou kill the Pharisee, thou
fool? ’Twas wasted pains,—for his boast was a true
one and thy Judith is a’—



10 BARABBAS

The opprobrious term he meant to use was never
uttered, for with a sudden spring, fierce and swift as
that of an enraged lion leaping from its lair, the
hitherto inert Barabbas was upon him, clutching at
the two hands he had thrust through the grating to
support himself, and squeezing and bending them
against the bars with a terrific ferocity that threatened
to snap the wrists asunder.

¢ Accursed Hanan! Dog! Breathe but her name
again and I will saw thy robber hands off on this
blunt iron and leave thee but the bleeding stumps
wherewith to steal!’

Face to face in the faintly moonlit gloom, and
all but invisible to one another, they writhed and
wrestied a little space with strange impotence and
equally strange fury, the chains on their fettered
arms clashing against the bars between, till with a
savage scream of pain, Hanan tore his maimed fingers
and lacerated wrists from the pitiless grasp that
crushed them, and fell helplessly downward into the
darkness of his own den, while Barabbas flung him- "
self away and back on his bed of straw, breathing
hard and heavily, and shuddering through every fibre
of his frame,

¢If it were true, he whispered between his set
teeth,—* if it were true,—if she were false,—if the fair
flesh and blood were but a.mask for vileness,—God!
—she would be worse than I,—a greater sinner than
I have ever been!’

He buried his head in the hollow of his arm and
lay quite still, striving to think out the problem of
his own wild nature, his own blind and unbridled
passions. It was a riddle too dark and difficult to
solve easily, and gradually his mind wandered, and
his thoughts began to lose themselves in a dizzy
unconsciousness that was almost pleasure after so
much pain. His clenched hands relaxed, his breathing
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became easier, and presently, heaving a deep sigh of
exhaustion, he stretched himself out on the straw
like a tired hound and slept.

The night marched on majestically. The moon
and her sister planets paced through their glorious
circles of harmonious light and law; and from all
parts of the earth, prayers in every form and every
creed went up to heaven for pity, pardon and bless-
ing on sinful humanity that had neither pity, pardon
nor blessing for itself,—till, with a magic suddenness
the dense purple skies changed to a pearly grey,—
the moon sank pallidly out of sight,—the stars were
extinguished one by one like lamps when a feast is
ended, and morning began to suggest its approach in
the freshening air. But Barabbas still slept. In his
sleep he had unconsciously turned his face upward to
what glimmering light there was, and a placid smile
smoothed the fierce ruggedness of his features,
Slumbering thus, it was possible to imagine what
this unkempt and savage-looking creature might have
been in boyhood; there was something of grace in
his attitude despite his fettered limbs,—there were
lines of tenderness about his mouth, the curve of
which could be just seen through his rough beard ;
and there was a certain grave beauty about the
broad brow and closed eyelids. Awake, he fully
appeared to be what he was, a rebellious and im-
penitent criminal, — but in that perfect tranquillity
of deep repose, he might have passed for a brave man
wronged.

With the first faint light of the dawn, a sudden
unwonted stir and noise began in the outer courts of
the prison. Barabbas, overpowered by slumber as he
was, heard it in a semi-conscious way, without realis-
ing what it might mean. But presently, as it grew
louder, he opened his eyes reluctantly and raising
himself on one arm, listened. Soon, he caught, in the

3
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distance the sound of clashing weapons and the steady
tramp of men, and while he yet wondered, vaguely
and sleepily, at the unusual commotion, the clashing
and jangling and marching drew nearer and nearer,
till it came to an abrupt halt outside his very cell.
The key turned in the lock,—the huge bolts were thrust
back,—the door flew open, and such a blaze of light
flared in that he put up his hands to shield his eyes
as if from a blow. Blinking like a scared owl, he
roused himself and struggled into a sitting posture,
staring stupidly at what he saw,—a group of glitter-
ing soldiery headed by an officer who, holding a
smoking torch aloft, peered into the drear blackness
of the dungeon with a searching air of command.

‘Come forth, Barabbas!’

Barabbas gazed and gazed, dreamily and without
apparent comprehension.

Just then a shrill voice yelled,

‘I, also! I, Hanan, am innocent! Bring me also
before the Tribunal! Give me justice! Barabbas slew
the Pharisee, not I! The mercy of the Feast for
Hanan! Surely ye will not take Barabbas hence and
leave me here?’

No heed was paid to these clamourings, and the
officer merely repeated his command:

¢ Come forth, Barabbas!’

Growing more broadly awake, Barabbas stumbled
up on his feet and made an effort to obey, but his
heavy chains prevented his advance. Perceiving this,
the officer gave order to his men, and in a few minutes
the impeding fetters were struck off, and the prisoner
was immediately surrounded by the guard.

‘Barabbas! Barabbas!’ shrieked Hanan within.

Barabbas paused, looking vaguely at the soldiers
who pressed him in their midst. Then he turned his
eyes upon their commander.

‘If I go to my death,” he said faintly,—*I pray thee
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give yonder man food. He hath starved and thirsted
all day and night,—and he was once my friend.

The officer surveyed him somewhat curiously,

¢Is that thy last request, Barabbas?’ he inquired.
‘It is Passover, and we will grant thee anything in
reason !’

He laughed, and his men joined in the laughter,
But Barabbas only stared straight ahead, his eyes
looking like those of a hunted animal brought to bay.

‘Do thus much for charity, he muttered feebly ; ‘I
have also starved and thirsted, but Hanan is weaker
than I.

Again the officer glanced at him, but this time
deigned no answer. Wheeling abruptly round, he
uttered the word of command, placed himself at the
head of his men, and the whole troop, with Barabbas
in their centre closely guarded, strode onward and
upward out of the dark dungeon precincts to the
higher floors of the building. And as they tramped
through the stone passages, they extinguished the
torches they carried, for the night was past and the
morning had come,
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ARCHING into the courtyard of the prison,

the party halted there, while the heavy gates

were being unfastened to allow an exit. Outside was

the street,—the city,—freedom !—and Barabbas, still

staring ahead, uttered a hoarse cry and put his

manacled hands to his throat as though he were
choking.

‘What ails thee?’ demanded one of the men
nearest him, giving him a dig in the ribs with the hilt
of his weapon,—‘ Stand up, fool! Never tell me that
a breath of air can knock thee down like a felled
bullock !’

For Barabbas reeled, and would have fallen prone
on the ground insensible, had not the soldiers caught
at his swaying figure and dragged him up, roughly
enough, and with much coarse swearing. But his
face had the pallor of death, and through his ragged
beard his lips could be seen, livid and drawn apart
over his clenched teeth like the lips of a corpse,—his
breathing was scarcely perceptible.

The commander of the troop advanced and
examined him.

¢ The man is starved "—he said briefly,— Give him
wine.

This erder was promptly obeyed, and wine was
held to the mouth of the swooning captive, but his
teeth were fast set and he remained unconscious.



A DREAM OF THE WORLD'S TRAGEDY 15§

Drop by drop however, the liquid was ungently
forced down his throat, and after a couple of minutes,
his chest heaved with the long laboured sighs of
returning vitality, and his eyes flashed widely open.
¢Air,—air !’ he gasped, ‘The free air,—the light '——

He thrust out his chained hands gropingly, and
then, with a sudden rush of strength induced by the
warmth of the wine, he began to laugh wildly.

‘Freedom!’ he exclaimed, ‘ Freedom! To live or
die, what matter! Free! Free!’

‘ Hold thy peace, thou dog!’ said the commanding
officer sharply,— Who told thee thou wert free?
Look at thy fettered wrists and be wise! Watch him
closely, men! March!’

The prison-gates fell back on their groaning hinges
and the measured tramp, tramp of the little troop
awakened echoes of metallic music as they defiled
across the stony street and passed down a steep
flight of steps leading to a subterranean passage
which directly communicated with the Tribunal of
Justice, or Hall of Judgment. This passage was a
long vaulted way, winding in and out through devious
twists and turnings, and was faintly lit up by oil
lamps placed in sconces at regular distances, the
flickering luminance thus given only making the
native darkness of the place more palpable. Gloom
and imprisonment were as strongly suggested here
as in the dungeons left behind,—and Barabbas, his
heart sickening anew with vague dread, shrank and
shivered, stumbling giddily once or twice as he strove
to keep pace with the steady march of his escort.
Hope died within him ; the flashing idea of liberty
that had stirred him to such a sudden rapture of
anticipation, now fled like a dream. He was being
taken to his death ; of that he felt sure. What mercy
could he expect at the hands of the judge by whom
he knew he must be tried and condemned? For was
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not Pontius Pilate governor of Judea? and had not
he, Barabbas, slain, in a moment of unthinking fury,
one of Pilate’s friends? That accursed Pharisee!
His sleek manner,—his self-righteous smile,— his
white hand with the glittering blazon of a priceless
jewel on the forefinger, and all the trifling details of
costume and deportment that went to make up the
insolent and aggressive personality of the man,—
these things Barabbas remembered with a thrill of
loathing. He could almost see him as he saw him
then, before with one fierce stab he had struck him to
the earth, dead, and bleeding horribly in the brilliant
moonlight, his wide open eyes glaring to the last in
dumb and dreadful hate upon his murderer. And
a life must always be given for a life; Barabbas
admitted the stern justice of this law. It was only
what he knew to be the ordained manner of death
for such criminals as he, that caused his nerves to
wince with fear and agony. If| like the Pharisee, he
could be struck out of existence in a moment, why,
that were naught,—but to be stretched on beams of
wood there to blister for long hours in the pitiless sun,
—to feel every sinew strained to cracking, and every
drop of blood turning first to fire and then to ice,—
this was enough to make the strongest man shudder ;
and Barabbas, weakened by long fasting and want of
air, trembled so violently at times that he could
scarcely drag his limbs along. His head swam and
his eyes smarted ; there were dull noises in his ears
caused partly by the surging blood in his brain, and
partly by the echo of a sound which with every
onward step grew more distinct,—a clamour of angry
voices and shouting, in the midst of which he fancied
he heard his own name,

‘Barabbas! Barabbas!’

Startled, he looked inquiringly into the faces of
the soldiers that surrounded him, but their impassive
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bronze-like features betrayed no intelligence. Vainly
he strove to listen more attentively,—the clanking
weapons of his guard and the measured thud of their
feet on the stone pavement, prevented him from
catching the real purport of those distant outcries.
Yet surely,—surely there was another shout—

‘Barabbas! Barabbas!’

A sickening horror suddenly seized him,—a swift
and awful comprehension of his true position. The
mob, relentless in all ages, were evidently clamouring
for his death, and were even now preparing to make
sport of his torments. Nothing more glorious to a
brutal populace than the physical agony of a helpless
fellow-creature,—nothing more laughter-moving than
to watch the despair, the pain, and the writhing last
struggle of a miserable human wretch condemned
to perish by a needlessly slow and barbarous torture.
Thinking of this, great drops of sweat bathed his
brow, and as he staggered feebly on, he prayed
dumbly for some sudden end,—prayed that his hot
and throbbing blood might rush in merciful full force
to a vital centre of his brain that so he might fall
into oblivion swiftly like a stone falling into the sea.
Anything—anything, rather than face the jeers and
the mockery of a pitiless multitude trooping forth as
to a feast to see him die!

Closer and closer came the hubbub and roar, inter-
spersed with long pauses of comparative stillness, and
it was during one of these pauses that his enforced
journey came to an end. Turning sharply round the
last corner of the underground passage, the soldiers
tramped out into the daylight, and ascended several
wide marble steps, afterwards crossing an open
circular court, empty and cool in the silver-grey hues
of early dawn. Finally passing under a columnar
arch, they entered a vast Hall, which was apparently
divided into two square spaces,—one almost clear,
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save for a few prominent figures that stood forth in
statuesque outlines against a background of dark
purple hangings fringed with gold,—the other densely
crowded with people who were only kept from rush-
ing into the judicial precincts by a line of Roman
soldiery headed by their centurion.

On the appearance of Barabbas with his armed
escort, heads were turned round and hurried whispers
were exchanged among the crowd, but not one look
of actual interest or compassion was bestowed upon
him. The people’s mind was centred on a far
weightier matter. Such a trial was pending as had
never yet been heard within the walls of a human
tribunal, and such a Captive was being questioned as
never before gave answer to mortal man! With a
sudden sense of relief, Barabbas, stupefied though he
was, began dimly to realise that perhaps after all his
terrors had been groundless; there was no sign here,
at least, not at present, of his death being wanted to
make an extra holiday for the mob, and, infected by
the prevailing spirit of intense curiosity and attention,
he craned his neck forward eagerly in order to obtain
a view of what was going on. As he did so, the
people directly in front of him shrank away in evident
aversion, but he paid little heed to this mutely ex-
pressed repugnance, as their unanimous recoil made
a convenient opening through which he could plainly
see the judgment dais and all its imposing surround-
ings. There were seated several members of the
Sanhedrim, several of whom he knew by sight, among
them the high-priest Caiaphas, and his colleague
Annas,—a few scribes occupied lower benches and
were busily engaged in writing,—and among these
dignified and exalted personages, he perceived, to his
astonishment, a little lean, wrinkled, crouching money-
changer, a man well known and cursed throughout
all Jerusalem for his high rates of usury and cruelty
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to the poor. How came so mean a villain there?
thought Barabbas wonderingly ; but he could not stop
to puzzle out the problem, for the chief person his
eyes involuntarily sought for and rested upon was
the Roman judge,—that very judge of whose stern
sad face he had dreamed in the darkness of his
dungeon,—Pilate, the calm, severe, yet at times
compassionate arbiter of life and death according to
the codes of justice administered in Judaa. Surely
to-day he suffered, or was weary !—for did ever legal
‘tyrant’ before look so sick at heart? In the grey
morning light his features seemed to have an almost
death-like rigidity and pallor—his hand played ab-
sently with the jewelled signet depending from his
breast,—and beneath the falling folds of his robe of
office, one sandalled foot beat impatiently upon the
floor. Barabbas stared at him in dull fascination
and fear,—he did not look a cruel so much as a
melancholy man,—and yet there was something in
his classic profile, and in the firm lines of his thin
closely compressed lips that augured little softness of
character. What was likely to be his verdict on
an assassin who had slain one of his friends? And
while Barabbas vaguely pondered this, an irrepressible
cry rose up all at once from the multitude around
him, like the noise of breaking waters roaring in
thunderous repetitions through the vaulted Hall—

‘Crucify him! Crucify him !’

The wild shout was furious and startling, and with
its thrilling clamour, the lethargic torpor that had
held Barabbas more or less spell-bound was suddenly
dispersed. With a swift shock he came to himself
like one roughly shaken from sleep.

¢ Crucify him !’

Crucify—whom ? Whose life was thus passionately
demanded? Not his? No, not his, most surely, for
the people scarcely heeded him. Their looks were
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all turned another way. Then if he were not the
offender, who was ?

Pushing himself yet more to the front, he followed
the angry glances of the mob and saw, standing
patiently below the judgment-seat one Figure,—saw,
and seeing, held his breath for very wonderment.
For that Figure seemed to absorb into itself all the
stateliness, all the whiteness, all the majesty of the
lofty and spacious Tribunal, together with all the
light that fell glimmeringly through the shining
windows,—light that now began to form itself into
the promise rays of the rising sun. Such radiance,
such power, such glorious union of perfect beauty and
strength in one human Form, Barabbas had never
seen or imagined before, and he gazed and gazed till
his soul almost lost itself in the mere sense of sight.
Like one in a trance he heard himself whisper,

¢ Who is yonder Man?’

No one answered. It may be no one heard. And
he repeated the query softly over and over again in
his own mind, keeping his eyes fixed on that tall and
god-like Being, whose sublime aspect seemed to imply
an absolute mastery over men and things, but who
nevertheless waited there silently in apparent sub-
mission to the law, with a slight dreamy smile on the
beautiful curved lips, and a patient expression in the
down-dropt eyelids, as of one who mutely expected
the public declaration of what he had himself privately
decreed. Still as a statue of sunlit marble He stood,
erect and calm, His white garments flowing backward
from His shoulders in even picturesque folds, thus
displaying His bare rounded arms, crossed now on
His breast in a restful attitude of resignation, yet in
their very inertness suggesting such mighty muscular
force as would have befitted a Hercules. Power,
grandeur, authority and invincible supremacy were
all silently expressed in His marvellous and incom-
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parable Presence,—and while Barabbas still stared,
fascinated, awed, and troubled in mind, though he
knew not why, the shouts of the populace broke forth
again with hoarser reiteration and more impatient
ferocity,—

‘Away with hkim! Away with him! Let him be
cructfied I’

And far back from the edge of the crowd, a
woman’s voice, sweet and shrill and piercing, soared
up and rang out with a cruel music over all the
deeper uproar,—

$Cructfy kim!  Crucify him!’
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HE clear vibration of the woman’s cry acted
like a strange charm to stimulate afresh the
already feverish excitement of the people. A frenzied
hubbub ensued,—shrieks, yells, groans and hisses filled
the air, till the noise became absolutely deafening,
and Pilate, with an angry and imperious gesture, sud-
denly rose and faced the mob. Advancing to the
front of the dats, he lifted up his hand authoritatively
to command silence. Gradually the din decreased,
dying off in little growling thuds of sound down to a
few inaudible mutterings, though before actual still-
ness was restored, the sweet soprano voice rang forth
again melodiously, broken by a bubbling ripple of
laughter,—

¢ Crucify him!’

Barabbas started. That silvery laugh struck to his
heart coldly and made him shiver,—surely he had
heard an echo of such scornful mirth before? It
sounded bitterly familiar. Pilate’s keen eyes flashed
a vain search for the unseen speaker,—then, turning
towards the people with an air of pacific dignity, he
demanded,—

¢ Why, what evil hath he done 2’

This simple question was evidently ill-timed, and
had a disastrous effect. The sole answer to it was a
bellowing roar of derision,—a thunderous clamour of
wild rage that seemed to shake the very walls of the
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Tribunal. Men, women, and little children alike joined
in the chorus of ¢ Crucify him! Crucify him !’ and the
savage refrain was even caught up by the high-priests,
elders and scribes, who in their various distinctive
costumes and with their several attendants, were
grouped behind Pilate on the judgment dais. Pilate
heard them, and turned sharply round, a dark frown
knitting his brows. Caiaphas, the chief priest, met
his eyes with a bland smile, and repeated under his
breath ¢ Crucify him!’ as though it were a pleasing
suggestion.

‘Of a truth it were well he should die the death,
murmured Annas, his portly colleague, casting a
furtive glance at Pilate from under his pale eyelashes;
—* The worthy governor seemeth to hesitate, yet verily
this traitor is no friend of Casar’s.’

Pilate vouchsafed no answer save a look of supreme
and utter scorn. Shrugging his shoulders, he re-seated
himself and gazed long and earnestly at the Accused.
‘ What evil hath he done?’ It might have been more
justly asked what evil could He do? Was there any
mark of vileness, any line of treachery on the open
beauty of that fair and lustrous Countenance? No!
Nobleness and truth were eloquently declared in every
feature; moreover there was something in the silent
Presence of the Prisoner that made Pilate tremble,—
something unspoken yet felt—a vast and vague
Mystery that seemed to surround and invest Him
with a power all the more terrific because so deeply
hidden. And while the troubled procurator studied
His calm and dignified bearing, and wondered
doubtfully what course it were best to pursue,
Barabbas from his coign of vantage stared eagerly
in the same direction, growing more and more
conscious of an unusual and altogether wonderful
fascination in the aspect of this Man the people
sought to slay. And presently his vivid curiosity
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gave him courag. to address one of the soldiers
near him. .

¢ Prithee tell me,’ said he, ¢ what captive King stands
yonder ?’ )

The soldier gave a short contemptuous laugh.

‘King! Ay, ay! He calls himself King of the
Jews,—a sorry jest, for which his life will pay forfeit.
He is naught but a carpenter’s son, known as Jesus of
Nazareth. He hath stirred up rebellion, and per-
suadeth the mob to disobey law. Moreover he con-
sorteth with the lowest rascals,—thieves and publicans
and sinners. He hath a certain skill in conjuring;
the people say he can disappear suddenly when most
sought for. But he made no attempt to disappear
last night, for we trapped him easily, close by Geth-
semane. One of his own followers betrayed him.
Some there be who deem him mad,—some say he hath
a devil. Devil or no, he is caught at last and must
surely die.’

Barabbas heard in incredulous amazement. That
royal-looking Personage a carpenter’sson?—acommon
working-man, and one of the despised Nazarenes?
No, no !—it was not possible! Then, by degrees he
began to remember that before he, Barabbas, had
been cast into prison for robbery and murder, there
had been strange rumours afloat in the country of
Judza, concerning one Jesus, a miracle-worker, who
went about healing the sick and the infirm, giving
sight to the blind, and preaching a new religion to
the poor. It was even asserted that He had on one
occasion raised a man named Lazarus from the dead
after three days’ burial in the ground, but this astound-
ing report was promptly suppressed and contradicted
by certain scribes in Jerusalem who made themselves
generally responsible for the current news. The
country people were known to be ignorant and super-
stitious, and any one possessing what was called ‘the
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gift of healing’ in provinces where all manner of
loathsome physical evils abounded, could obtain
undue and almost supernatural influence over the
miserable and down-trodden inhabitants. Yet surely
if this Man were He of whom rumour had spoken,
then there seemed no reason to doubt the truth of
the miraculous powers attributed to Him. He was
Himself an embodied Miracle. And what were His
powers actually? Much had been said concerning
this same Jesus of Nazareth, of which Barabbas had
no distinct recollection. His eighteen months of
imprisonment had obliterated many things from his
memory, and what he had chiefly brooded upon in
his dreary dungeon had been his own utter misery,
and the torturing recollection of one fair woman’s face.
Now, strange to say, he could find no room for any
thought at all, save the impending fate of Him on
whom his eyes were fixed. And as he looked, it
seemed to him that all suddenly the judgment-hall
expanded hugely and swam round in a circle of bright
flame through which he saw that angelic white Figure
shine forth with a thousand radiations of lightning-
like glory! A faint cry of terror broke from his
lips,—

‘No, no!’ he stammered—*No, I tell you! You
cannot, you dare not crucify Him! Yonder is a
Spirit! .. . no man ever looked so ... He is a
god?

As he uttered the word, one of the Roman soldiers
hearing, turned and struck him fiercely on the mouth
with his steel gauntlet.

‘Fool, be silent! Wilt thou too be one of his
disciples?’

Wincing with pain, Barabbas strove to wipe the
trickling blood from his lips with his fettered hands,
and as he did so, caught a straight full look from
the so-called Jesus of Nazareth. The pity and the
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tenderness of that look pierced him to the soul; no
living being had ever given him a glance so instantly
comprehensive and sympathetic. With a quick reck-
less movement, he thrust himself more to the front of
the crowd to gain a closer view of One who could so
gently regard him. A passionate impulse of gratitude
moved him to rush across the whole width of the Hall,
and fling himself in all his rough brute strength in
front of this new-found Friend to serve as a human
buckler of defence in case of need. But bristling
weapons guarded him, and he was too closely sur-
rounded for escape. Just at that moment, one of the
scribes, a tall lean man in sober-coloured raiment, rose
from his place in the semi-circle of priests and elders
grouped on the judicial platform, and, unfolding a
parchment scroll began to read in a monotonous
voice the various heads of the indictment against the
Accused. These had been hastily summed up by the
Sanhedrim, during the brief trial which had taken
place in the house of Caiaphas the high-priest on the
previous evening. A great stillness now reigned in
lieu of the previous uproar; a deep hush of suspense
and attention, in which the assembled mob seemed to
wait and pant with expectation, as a crouching beast.
waits and pants for its anticipated prey. Pilate
listened frowningly, one hand covering his eyes.
During the occasional pauses in the scribe’s reading,
the noise of traffic in the outside stony streets made
itself distinctly audible, and once the sound of a little
child’s voice singing, came floating merrily upwards
like the echo of a joy-bell. The skies were changing
rapidly from pearl-grey hues to rose and daffodil ; the
sun was high above the horizon, but its light had not
yet found a way through the lofty windows of the
judgment-hall. It beamed on the crowd beyond the
barrier with iridescent flashes of colour,—now flashing
on a red kerchief tying up a woman’s hair, or on the
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glittering steel corselet of a Roman soldier, while
the Tribunal itself was left in cold and unillumined
whiteness, relieved only by the velvet hangings
pertaining to it, which in their sombre purple tint
suggested the falling folds of a funeral pall.

The reading of the indictment finished, Pilate still
remained silent for some minutes. Then, lifting his
hand from his eyes, he surveyed, somewhat satirically,
his companions.in authority.

‘Ye have brought me this man as one that per-
verteth the people,’ he said slowly,—* What accusation
bring ye against him?’

Caiaphas, and Annas, who was then vice-president
of the Sanhedrim, exchanged wondering and half
indignant glances. Finally Caiaphas with an expres-
sion of offended dignity looked round appealingly
upon his compeers.

¢ Surely ye have all heard the indictment,” he said,
—*And the worthy governor’s question seemeth but
vain in this matter. What need we of further
witnesses? If yonder man were not a malefactor
would we have brought him hither? He hath blas-
phemed ; for last night we did solemnly adjure him
in the name of the living God, to declare unto us
whether he were the Christ, the Son of the Blessed,
and he answered boldly and said “7J am! And
hereafter ye shall see the Son of Man sitting on the
right hand of Power and coming in the clouds of
keaven!” What think ye? Is he not worthy of
death?’

An emphatic murmur of assent went round the
semi-circle of the priests and elders. But Pilate gave
a gesture of contempt and flung himself restlessly
back on the judgment-seat.

‘Ye talk in parables, and do perplex the ends of
justice. If he himself saith he is the Son of Man,
how do ye make him out to be the Son of God ?’

3
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Caiaphas flushed an angry red, and was about to
make some retort, but on a moment’s reflection,
suppressed his feelings and proceeded, smiling
cynically—

‘Of a truth thou art in merciful mood, Pilate, and
thine Emperor will not blame thee for too much
severity of rule! In our law, the sinner that blas-
phemeth shall surely die. Yet if blasphemy be not
a crime in thy judgment, what of treason? Witnesses
there are who swear that this man hath said it is not
lawful to give tribute unto Casar ; moreover he is an
evil boaster, for he hath arrogantly declared that he
will destroy the Holy Temple. Yea verily, even
unto the Holy of Holies itself, he saith he will
destroy, so that not one stone shall remain upon
another, and in three days, without the help of hands,
he will build up a new and greater tabernacle! Such
mad ranting doth excite the minds of the populace
to rebellion,—moreover he deceiveth the eyes of the
vulgar and uninstructed by feigning to perform great
miracles when all is but trickery and dissimulation.
Finally, he hath entered Jerusalem in state as a
King ;’—here he turned to his colleague in office—
‘Thou, Annas, canst speak of this, for thou wert
present when the multitude passed by.’

Annas, thus appealed to, moved a little forward,
pressing his hands together, and casting down his
pale-coloured treacherous eyes with a deferential air
of apologetic honesty.

¢ Truly it would seem that a pestilence in this man’s
shape doth walk abroad to desolate and disaffect the
province,’ said he,—* For I myself beheld the people,
when this traitor entered the city by the road of
Bethphage and Bethany, rush forth to meet him with
acclamations, strewing palm-branches, olive-boughs
and even their very garments in his path, as though
he were a universal conqueror of men. And shouts
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of triumph rent the air, for the multitude received
him both as prophet and king, crying, “ Hosanna !
Blessed is he that cometh in the name of the Lord!
Hesanna in the highest!” Whereat 1 marvelled
greatly, and being troubled in mind, returned unto
Caiaphas to tell him straightway those things which
1 had seen and heard concerning the strange frenzy
of the mob, which of a surcty is dangerous to the
maintenance of law and order. ’Tis an unseemly
passion of the vulgar to thus salute with royal honour
one of the accursed Nazarenes.’

‘Is he in truth a Nazarene?’ inquired one of the
elders suddenly, with a dubious air,—‘I have heard
it said that he was born in Bethlehem of Judza, and
that Herod, the late king, was told of certain marvels
at his birth’

¢ An idle rumour, interrupted Annas hastily. ‘We
took him before the tetrarch yesternight, where, had
he chosen, he could have made his own defence. For
Herod asked him many questions which he could
not or would not answer, till the noble tetrarch’s
patience failing, he sent him on to Pilate to be
sentenced. He is known to be of Nazareth; for his
parents have their home and calling in the village so
named.’

Pilate listened, but said nothing. He was ill at
ease. The statements of Caiaphas and Annas
seemed to him a mere babble of words without
meaning. He was entirely opposed to the members
of the Sanhedrim ;—he knew they were men who
chiefly sought their own interest and advancement,
and he also knew that the real cause of their having
denounced the so-called ‘prophet of Nazareth, was
fear,—fear of having their theories shaken, their laws
questioned, and their authority over the people
denied. He saw in the dignified Prisoner before
him, one who, whatever He was, or wherever He
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came from, evidently thought for Himself. Nothing
more terrorising to sacerdotal tyranny than liberty of
thought !—nothing more dangerous than freedom of
conscience, and indifference to opinion! Pilate him-
self was afraid, but not with the same dread as that
which affected the Jewish priests,—his misgivings
were vague and undefined, and all the more difficult
to overcome. He was strangely reluctant to even
look at the ¢ Nazarene, whose tall and radiant form
appeared to shine with an inward and supernatural
light amid the cold austerity of the judicial surround-
ings; and he kept his eyes down, fixed on the floor,
the while he hesitatingly pondered his position. But
time pressed,—the Sanhedrim council were becoming
impatient,—he was at last compelled to act and to
speak,—and slowly turning round in his chair he
fully confronted the Accused, who at the same instant
lifted His noble head and met the anxious, scrutinising
regard of His judge with an open look of fearless
patience and infinite tenderness. Meeting that look,
Pilate trembled,—but anon, forcing himself to assume
an air of frigid composure, he spoke aloud in grave
authoritative accents:

¢ Answerest thou nothing? Hearest thou not how
many things are witnessed against thee 2’

Then and only then, the hitherto immovable white-
robed Figure stirred, — and advancing with slow
and regal grace, approached Pilate more nearly, still
looking at him. One bright ray of the risen sun fell
slantingly through a side-window and glistened star-
like on the bronze-gold of the rich hair that clustered
in thick waves upon His brow, and as He kept His
shining eyes upon His judge, He smiled serenely
even as one who pardons a sin before hearing its
confession, But no word passed His lips. Pilate
recoiled,—an icy cold chilled the blood in his veins,—
involuntarily he rose, and fell back step by step,
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grasping at the carved gold projections of his judicial
throne to steady his faltering limbs, for there was
something in the quiet onward gliding of that snowy-
garmented Shape that filled his soul with dread, and
suggested to his mind old myths and legends of the
past, when Deity appearing suddenly to men, had
consumed them in a breath with the lightning of
great glory. And that one terrific moment while
he stood thus face to face with the Divine Accused
seemed to him an eternity. It was a never-to-be-
forgotten space of time in which all his life, past and
present, appeared reflected as a landscape is reflected in
a drop of dew,—moreover, the premonition of a future,
dark and desolate, loomed indistinctly upon his mind,
like a shadowonthe horizon. All unconsciouslyto him-
self his countenance paled to a ghastly haggardness,
and scarcely knowing what he did, he raised his hands
appealingly as though to avert some great and crushing
blow. The learned Jews who were grouped around
him, stared at his terror-stricken attitude in wonder-
ment, and exchanged glances of vexation and dismay,
while one of the elders, a dark-eyed crafty-visaged
man, leaned forward hastily and touched him on the
shoulder, saying in a low tone—

‘What ails thee, Pilate? Surely thou art smitten
with palsy, or some delusion numbs thy senses!
Hasten, we beseech thee, to pronounce sentence, for
the hours wear on gpace,—and at this season of the
Passover, ‘twere well and seemly that thou should’st
give the multitude their will. What is this malefactor
unto thee? Let him be crucified, for he is guilty of
treason, since he calls himself a King. Full well
thou knowest we have no King but Caesar, yet yonder
fellow boldly saith he is King of the Jews. Question
him, whether or no he hath not thus boasted falsely
of power!’

Pilate gazed round at his adviser bewilderedly,—he
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felt as though he were entangled in the mazes of an
evil dream where demons whispered dark hints of
unworded crimes. Sick and cold to the very heart,
he yet realised that he must make an effort to
interrogate the Prisoner as he was bidden, and,
moistening his parched lips, he at last succeeded
in enunciating the necessary query, albeit his
accents were so faint and husky as to be scarcely
audible.

“Art thou the King of the Jews?’

An intense silence followed. Then a full, penetrat-
ing Voice, sweeter than sweetest music, stirred the
air,—

“ Sayest thou this thing of thyself or did others tell il
thee of me ?’

Pilate’s face flushed, and his hand grasped the
back of his chair convulsively. He gave a gesture
of impatience, and answered abruptly, yet tremu-
lously,—

‘Am I a Jew? Thine own nation and the chicf
priests have delivered thee unto me; what hast thou
done 2’

A light as of some inward fire irradiated the deep
lustrous eyes of the ‘ Nazarene;’ a dreamy, meditative
smile parted His lips. Looking so, and smiling thus,
His glorious aspect made the silence eloquent, and
Pilate’s authoritative demand ¢ What hast thou done ?’
seemed answered without speech. And the voiceless
response might have been rendered into words like
these,— .

‘What have I done? I have made Life sweet, and
robbed Death of bitterness; there is honour for men
and tenderness for women; there is hope for all,
Heaven for all, God for all!—and the lesson of
Love, — Love divine and human as personified
in Me, sanctifies the Earth for ever through My
Name!’
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But these great facts remained unuttered, for, as
yet they were beyond dull mortal comprehension,
and, with the faint dreamy smile still giving a
poetic languor of deep thought to every line of His
countenance, the Accused answered slowly, every
word He spoke vibrating melodiously through the
stillness,—

* My kingdom is not of this world. If my kingdom
were of this world then would my sevvants fight that 1
should not be delivered to the Jews. But—now is my
kingdom not from hence !’

And, drawing His majestic figure up to its full
height, He raised His head and looked up towards the
loftiest window of the Hall, now glittering diamond-
like in the saffron-tinted rays of the swiftly ascending
sun. His attitude was so unspeakably grand and
suggestive of power, that Pilate again recoiled, with
that sickening sense of helpless terror clutching at his
heart anew, He stole a furtive and anxious glance at
the chief priests and clders, who were leaning forward
on their benches listening attentively,—they all
appeared unmoved and coldly indifferent. Caiaphas
smiled satirically and exchanged a side-whisper with
Annas, but otherwise no one volunteered to speak.
Sorely against his will, Pilate continued his examina-
tion. Feigning an unconcern he was far from feeling,
he asked his next question half carelessly, half
kindly,—

CArt thou a King, then?’

With a sublime gesture, the Accused flashed one
burning glance upon all who waited breathlessly for
His reply,—then looked straightly and steadily, full
into Pilate’s eyes.

¢ Thou sayest !’

And, as He uttered the words, the sun, climbing to
the topmost arch of the opposite window, beamed
through it in a round blaze of glory, and flooded the
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judgment - hall with ripples of gold and crimson,
circling the Divine brows with a glittering rainbow
radiance as though the very heavens had set their
crown and signet upon the splendour of a Truth
revealed |
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HERE was a moment’s pause.

Pilate sat dumb and irresolute,—but among
the assembled members of the Sanhedrim there ran
various broken murmurs of indignation and im-
patience. ¢ IWhat need we of further witness ?° ‘He
is convicted out of his own mouth!’ ¢He hath
spoken treason!’ ‘Let him die the death!’ The
sunlight showering its prolific gold on the white
garments of the Prisoner flashed into prismatic
glimmerings now and again as though it had en-
countered some other light with which it joyously
played and harmonised. And Pilate’s sight grew
misty and strained,—his temples throbbed and ached.
He was tired, confused, pained and perplexed ; the
extraordinary beauty of the Figure confronting him
was too singularly unique to be otherwise than
powerfully impressive, and he knew as thoroughly
as ever mortal judge knew anything, that to condemn
this Man to a hideous and unmerited death would be
to commit a crime the consequences of which he
could .not quite foresee, but which he instinctively
dreaded. He was perfectly aware of the active part
the high-priests Caiaphas and Annas had played
in the work of hunting down the ‘Nazarene’ and
bringing Him before the Tribunal, and he also
realised the manner in which they had laid their
plans. A certain wild and lawless young man named
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Iscariot, the only son of his father, had banded him-
self with the disciples of this Jesus of Nazareth, and
the elder Iscariot, a wealthy usurer, was a close
friend and confidant of Caiaphas. It was therefore
not difficult to perceive how the father, prompted by
the high-priest, and himself displeased at his son’s
sudden fanaticism for a stranger, had brought all the
weight of religious and parental authority to bear in
persuading the young man to give up his so-called
*Master’ to justice. There were other far more
deeply hidden motives than these of which Pilate
was ignorant, but what little he knew, or thought
he knew, was sufficient to make him distrust the
unsupported witness of the priests and elders alone.
Pondering the matter within himself a while, he
presently turned to the council and demanded,

‘ Where is Iscariot?’

Anxious looks were exchanged, but no reply was
offered.

‘Ye tell me it was he who brought the guard to
where this Nazarene lay hidden, proceeded Pilate
slowly,—‘ An’ he hath taken so chief a part in the
capture, he should be here. I would fain know what
he hath to say concerning the doings of the man
whom first he chose to follow and then forsake, Let
him be brought before me.’

Annas leaned forward with an air of apologetic
servility.

‘The young man hath fled from the city out of
fear,’ said he; ‘ He hath been seized with some fool’s
panic, for lo, he came to us at late midnight, madly
bemoaning his sins and bringing back the silver
which we had given him as guerdon for his service
and obedience to the law. Some evil fever surely
worked within his blood, for while we yet gently
reasoned with him in hepe to calm his frenzy, all
suddenly he dashed the money down before us in
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the Temple and departed in haste, we know not
whither.

‘Strange!’ muttered Pilate abstractedly. The
absence of Iscariot from the present scene of trial
vexed him sorely. He had a strong desire to ask
the man who had betrayed his Master the cause of
his sudden disaffection, and now that this was im-
possible, he felt more jaded and worn-out than before,
His head swam,—and in the confused trouble of his
mind, a great darkness seemed to grow up out of
the air and envelop him swiftly and resistlessly. And
in that darkness he fancied he saw a ring of fire
which swung round and round like a rolling wheel,
becoming narrower with every rotation, and binding
him in closely as with a burning zone. The horrible
sensation increased, stifling his breath and blinding
his eyes till he felt he must leap from his chair and
cry aloud in order to save himself from suffocation,
—when,—all at once, his nameless inward suffering
ceased,—a cool breath seemed to be wafted across his
brow, and looking up, he saw that the deep and
loving gaze of the Accused was fastened upon him
with an infinity of tenderness and pity that opened
to him, as it were, a new and exquisite and wondrous
sense of life and limitless desire. For that one
moment all his perplexities were swept away, and
his course seemed clear. Turning to the chief priests
and elders he said in firm emphatic tones,—

I find no fault in this man !’

His words were received with a general movement
of indignation, and Caiaphas losing all his wonted
dignity, rose up in wrath, exclaiming loudly,

‘No fault! No fault? Art thou mad, Pilate?
He stirveth up the people, teaching throughout all
Jewry, beginning from Galilee to this place’

‘And look you, interposed Annas, craning his
thin neck and ill - favoured visage forward,—‘He
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consorteth with none but outcasts, publicans and
sinners, and against all the virtuous he pronounceth
openly the damnation of hell. Here sitteth the
Rabbi Micha who hath heard him make outcry in
the public streets, and hath taken note of certain
sayings wherewith he seeketh to mislead the people.
For he is one that perverteth truth while feigning
most boldly to proclaim it. Speak, Micha,—for it
seemeth that the worthy governor needeth more
witness than ours against this rogue and blas-
phemer.’

Micha, an elderly Jew, with a keen, dark, withered
face and hard cold eyes, rose at once and drew a set
of tablets from his breast.

‘These words,” said he in a dry even tone, ‘are
veritably set down here as I received them with mine
own ears while standing in the Temple itself. For
this misguided and fanatical young man hesitated
not to preach his unscrupulous theories in the
established place of holy doctrine. Judge ye for
yourselves whether such language be not violent,—
and bringing his memoranda close to his eyes, he
read slowly,

¢ Woe unto you, scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites !
Jor ye shut up the kingdom of heaven against men, and
ye neither go in yourselves, nor suffer them that are
entering to go in.

* Woe unto you, scribes and Pharisees, liypocrites !
Jor ye devour widows' louses, for pretence making
long prayer, therefore ye shall receive the greater
damnation.

“ Woe unto you, scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites !
Jor ye compass sea and land to make one proselyte, and
when he is made, ye make him twofold more the child
of kell than yourselves !

“ Woe unto you, scribes and Pharisees, kypocrites !
Jor ye are like unto whited sepulchres, which indeed
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appear beautiful outward, but are within full of dead
men's bones and all uncleanness.

“ Ye serpents, ye genmeration of vipers, how can ye
escape the damnation of hell !’

Here pausing, Micha looked up.

¢ Of a truth, he remarked in the same monotone,—
‘for one whom the country folk strive to screen by
the spreading of false rumours concerning his gentle
and harmless character, such words as these are
mere raving devilry, and full of bitterness, spite and
malice prepense, set forth as wilful onslaughts upon
those who do maintain virtue, law and order. Little
gentleness will ye find in them, but much misguided
vanity and spleen.

A slight dawning smile lifted the rigid corners of
Pilate’s stern mouth. In his heart he secretly admired
the magnificent physical and moral courage of a man
who could boldly enter the Temple itself and thus
plainly and publicly denounce hypocrisy in the very
place where it was most practised.

‘I tell thee, good Micha, and thou, Caiaphas, and
Annas also,” he said decisively, ‘I find no fault in
him at all, touching those things whereof ye accuse
him. No, nor yet Herod,—for ye went to him
last night, and lo, nothing worthy of death is found
in him’

‘Stay, noble Pilate!—listen to me/’ interrupted
a querulous, cracked voice, and the little ape-like
figure of the old usurer whom Barabbas had, to his
surprise, perceived occupying a prominent place on
one of the judgment-benches, rose up in tremulous
excitement—* Listen I pray thee!—for art not thou
set here to administer justice to the wronged and
oppressed in Judea? Look you, most excellent sir!
this malefactor, this accursed devil, this vile traitor
and deceiver —here the wrinkled old wretch gasped
and sputtered for breath in the sheer extremity of
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rage,—* this pretended prophet came insolently into
the Temple two days agone and saw me there at my
accustomed place,—thou knowest, noble Pilate, I am
an honest poor man —and lo, like a furious madman
he seized me,—ay, and he hath g clutch like iron }—
and taking up a whip of knotted cords scourged me,
great Pilate !—scourged me, me/’ and his voice rose
to a shrill yell of fury—° out of the holy place! And
his mouth was full of blasphemy and cursing, for he
said, “ My house is called the house of prayer, but ye
have made it a den of thieves!” Mark that, worthy
Pilate! he did claim the very Temple as his own, even
as he hath claimed to be King of the Jews, and hath
sought to reign over all Judxa. Crucify him, noble
governor !—crucify him in the name of God! And
scourge him !~scourge him till the proud and sinful
blood flows in torrents from his veins l—scourge him,
for he hath scourged one of the children of Levi,—
yea, he hath scourged me, even me!’ Here he
stopped, half choked with malice and fury, while
Pilate regarded him, coldly smili