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	Ф.М. ДОСТОЕВСКИЙ
БРАТЬЯ КАРАМАЗОВЫ (2,5)  
– Ведь вот и тут без предисловия невозможно, – то есть без литературного предисловия, тьфу! – засмеялся Иван, – а какой уж я сочинитель! Видишь, действие у меня происходит в шестнадцатом столетии, а тогда, – тебе, впрочем, это должно быть известно еще из классов, – тогда как раз было в обычае сводить в поэтических произведениях на землю горние силы. Я уж про Данта не говорю. Во Франции судейские клерки, а тоже и по монастырям монахи давали целые представления, в которых выводили на сцену Мадонну, ангелов, святых, Христа и самого Бога. Тогда все это было очень простодушно. В "Notre Dame de Paris" y Виктора Гюго в честь рождения французского дофина, в Париже, при Людовике XI, в зале ратуши дается назидательное и даровое представление народу под названием: "Le bon jugement de la très sainte et gracieuse Vierge Marie", где и является она сама лично и произносит свой bon jugement. У нас в Москве, в допетровскую старину, такие же почти драматические представления, из Ветхого завета особенно, тоже совершались по временам; но, кроме драматических представлений, по всему миру ходило тогда много повестей и «стихов», в которых действовали по надобности святые, ангелы и вся сила небесная. У нас по монастырям занимались тоже переводами, списыванием и даже сочинением таких поэм, да еще когда – в татарщину. Есть, например, одна монастырская поэмка (конечно, с греческого): «Хождение Богородицы по мукам», с картинами и со смелостью не ниже дантовских. Богоматерь посещает ад, и руководит ее «по мукам» архангел Михаил. Она видит грешников и мучения их. Там есть, между прочим, один презанимательный разряд грешников в горящем озере: которые из них погружаются в это озеро так, что уж и выплыть более не могут, то «тех уже забывает Бог» – выражение чрезвычайной глубины и силы.  И вот, пораженная и плачущая Богоматерь падает пред престолом Божиим и просит всем во аде помилования, всем, которых она видела там, без различия. Разговор ее с Богом колоссально интересен. Она умоляет, она не отходит, и когда Бог указывает ей на прогвожденные руки и ноги ее сына и спрашивает: как Я прощу его мучителей, – то она велит всем святым, всем мученикам, всем ангелам и архангелам пасть вместе с нею и молить о помиловании всех без разбора. Кончается тем, что она вымаливает у Бога остановку мук на всякий год, от великой пятницы до троицына дня, а грешники из ада тут же благодарят Господа и вопиют к нему: «Прав ты, Господи, что так судил». Ну вот и моя поэмка была бы в том же роде, если б явилась в то время. У меня на сцене является Он; правда, Он ничего и не говорит в поэме, а только появляется и проходит. Пятнадцать веков уже минуло тому, как Он дал обетование прийти во царствии Своем, пятнадцать веков, как пророк Его написал: «Се гряду скоро». «О дне же сем и часе не знает даже и Сын, токмо лишь Отец мой небесный», как изрек Он и сам еще на земле. Но человечество ждет Его с прежнею верой и с прежним умилением. О, с большею даже верой, ибо пятнадцать веков уже минуло с тех пор как прекратились залоги с небес человеку:

                              Верь тому, что сердце скажет,

                              Нет залогов от небес.

      И только одна лишь вера в сказанное сердцем! Правда, было тогда и много чудес. Были святые, производившие чудесные исцеления; к иным праведникам, по жизнеописаниям их, сходила сама Царица Небесная. Но дьявол не дремлет, и в человечестве началось уже сомнение в правдивости этих чудес. Как раз явилась тогда на севере, в Германии, страшная новая ересь. Огромная звезда, «подобная светильнику» (то есть церкви) «пала на источники вод, и стали они горьки». Эти ереси стали богохульно отрицать чудеса. Но тем пламеннее верят оставшиеся верными. Слезы человечества восходят к Нему по-прежнему, ждут Его, любят Его, надеются на Него, жаждут пострадать и умереть за Него, как и прежде... И вот столько веков молило человечество с верой и пламенем: «Бо Господи явися нам», столько веков взывало к нему, что Он, в неизмеримом сострадании Своем, возжелал снизойти к молящим. Снисходил, посещал Он и до этого иных праведников, мучеников и святых отшельников еще на земле, как и записано в их «житиях». У нас Тютчев, глубоко веровавший в правду слов своих, возвестил, что

                              Удрученный ношей крестной

                              Всю тебя, земля родная,

                              В рабском виде Царь Небесный

                              Исходил благословляя.

Что непременно и было так, это я тебе скажу. И вот Он возжелал появиться хоть на мгновенье к народу – к мучающемуся, страдающему, смрадно-грешному, но младенчески любящему Его народу. Действие у меня в Испании, в Севилье, в самое страшное время инквизиции, когда во славу Божию в стране ежедневно горели костры и

                              В великолепных автодафе

                              Сжигали злых еретиков.

О, это, конечно, было не то сошествие, в котором явится Он, по обещанию своему, в конце времен во всей славе небесной и которое будет внезапно, «как молния, блистающая от востока до запада». Нет, Он возжелал хоть на мгновенье посетить детей Своих и именно там, где как раз затрещали костры еретиков. По безмерному милосердию Своему Он проходит еще раз между людей в том самом образе человеческом, в котором ходил три года между людьми пятнадцать веков назад. Он снисходит на «стогны жаркие» южного города, как раз в котором всего лишь накануне в «великолепном автодафе», в присутствии короля, двора, рыцарей, кардиналов и прелестнейших придворных дам, при многочисленном населении всей Севильи, была сожжена кардиналом великим инквизитором разом чуть не целая сотня еретиков ad majorem gloriam Dei. Он появился тихо, незаметно, и вот все – странно это – узнают Его. Это могло бы быть одним из лучших мест поэмы, то есть почему именно узнают Его. Народ непобедимою силой стремится к Нему, окружает его, нарастает кругом него, следует за ним. Он молча проходит среди их с тихою улыбкой бесконечного сострадания. Солнце любви горит в Его сердце, лучи Света, Просвещения и Силы текут из очей Его и, изливаясь на людей, сотрясают их сердца ответною любовью. Он простирает к ним руки, благословляет их, и от прикосновения к Нему, даже лишь к одеждам Его, исходит целящая сила. Вот из толпы восклицает старик, слепой с детских лет: «Господи, исцели меня, да и я Тебя узрю», и вот как бы чешуя сходит с глаз его, и слепой Его видит. Народ плачет и целует землю, по которой идет Он. Дети бросают пред ним цветы, поют и вопиют ему: «Осанна!» «Это Он, это сам Он, – повторяют все, – это должен быть Он, это никто как Он». Он останавливается на паперти Севильского собора в ту самую минуту, когда во храм вносят с плачем детский открытый белый гробик: в нем семилетняя девочка, единственная дочь одного знатного гражданина. Мертвый ребенок лежит весь в цветах. «Он воскресит твое дитя», – кричат из толпы плачущей матери. Вышедший навстречу гроба соборный патер смотрит в недоумении и хмурит брови. Но вот раздается вопль матери умершего ребенка. Она повергается к ногам Его: «Если это Ты, то воскреси дитя мое!» – восклицает она, простирая к нему руки. Процессия останавливается, гробик опускают на паперть к ногам его. Он глядит с состраданием, и уста Его тихо и еще раз произносят: «Талифа куми» – «и восста девица». Девочка подымается в гробе, садится и смотрит, улыбаясь, удивленными раскрытыми глазками кругом. В руках ее букет белых роз, с которым она лежала в гробу. В народе смятение, крики, рыдания, и вот, в эту самую минуту вдруг проходит мимо собора по площади сам кардинал великий инквизитор. Это девяностолетний почти старик, высокий и прямой, с иссохшим лицом, со впалыми глазами, но из которых еще светится, как огненная искорка, блеск. О, он не в великолепных кардинальских одеждах своих, в каких красовался вчера пред народом, когда сжигали врагов римской веры, – нет, в эту минуту он лишь в старой, грубой монашеской своей рясе. За ним в известном расстоянии следуют мрачные помощники и рабы его и «священная» стража. Он останавливается пред толпой и наблюдает издали. Он все видел, он видел, как поставили гроб у ног Его, видел, как воскресла девица, и лицо его омрачилось. Он хмурит седые густые брови свои, и взгляд его сверкает зловещим огнем. Он простирает перст свой и велит стражам взять Его. И вот, такова его сила и до того уже приучен, покорен и трепетно послушен ему народ, что толпа немедленно раздвигается пред стражами, и те, среди гробового молчания, вдруг наступившего, налагают на Него руки и уводят его. Толпа моментально, вся как один человек, склоняется головами до земли пред старцем инквизитором, тот молча благословляет народ и проходит мимо. 
	F.DOSTOYEVSKY  
THE BROTHERS KARAMAZOV (2,5)
Translated by Constance Garnett

Even this must have a preface—that is, a literary preface,” laughed Ivan, “and I am a poor hand at making one. You see, my action takes place in the sixteenth century, and at that time, as you probably learnt at school, it was customary in poetry to bring down heavenly powers on earth. Not to speak of Dante, in France, clerks, as well as the monks in the monasteries, used to give regular performances in which the Madonna, the saints, the angels, Christ, and God Himself were brought on the stage. In those days it was done in all simplicity. In Victor Hugo’s ‘Notre Dame de Paris’ an edifying and gratuitous spectacle was provided for the people in the Hotel de Ville of Paris in the reign of Louis XI. in honour of the birth of the dauphin. It was called Le bon jugement de la très sainte et gracieuse Vierge Marie, and she appears herself on the stage and pronounces her bon jugement. Similar plays, chiefly from the Old Testament, were occasionally performed in Moscow too, up to the times of Peter the Great. But besides plays there were all sorts of legends and ballads scattered about the world, in which the saints and angels and all the powers of Heaven took part when required. In our monasteries the monks busied themselves in translating, copying, and even composing such poems—and even under the Tatars. There is, for instance, one such poem (of course, from the Greek), ‘The Wanderings of Our Lady through Hell,’ with descriptions as bold as Dante’s. Our Lady visits Hell, and the Archangel Michael leads her through the torments. She sees the sinners and their punishment. There she sees among others one noteworthy set of sinners in a burning lake; some of them sink to the bottom of the lake so that they can’t swim out, and ‘these God forgets’—an expression of extraordinary depth and force. And so Our Lady, shocked and weeping, falls before the throne of God and begs for mercy for all in Hell—for all she has seen there, and indiscriminately. Her conversation with God is immensely interesting. She beseeches Him, she will not desist, and when God points to the hands and feet of her Son, nailed to the Cross, and asks, ‘How can I forgive His tormentors?’ she bids all the saints, all the martyrs, all the angels and archangels to fall down with her and pray for mercy on all without distinction. It ends by her winning from God a respite of suffering every year from Good Friday till Trinity day, and the sinners at once raise a cry of thankfulness from Hell, chanting, ‘Thou art just, O Lord, in this judgment.’ Well, my poem would have been of that kind if it had appeared at that time. He comes on the scene in my poem, but He says nothing, only appears and passes on. Fifteen centuries have passed since He promised to come in His glory, fifteen centuries since His prophet wrote, ‘Behold, I come quickly’; ‘Of that day and that hour knoweth no man, neither the Son, but the Father,’ as He Himself predicted on earth. But humanity awaits him with the same faith and with the same love. Oh, with greater faith, for it is fifteen centuries since man has ceased to see signs from Heaven.

No signs from Heaven come to-day

To add to what the heart doth say.

There was nothing left but faith in what the heart doth say. It is true there were many miracles in those days. There were saints who performed miraculous cures; some holy people, according to their biographies, were visited by the Queen of Heaven herself. But the devil did not slumber, and doubts were already arising among men of the truth of these miracles. And just then there appeared in the north of Germany a terrible new heresy. ‘A huge star like to a torch’ (that is, to a church) ‘fell on the sources of the waters and they became bitter.’ These heretics began blasphemously denying miracles. But those who remained faithful were all the more ardent in their faith. The tears of humanity rose up to Him as before, awaiting His coming, loved Him, hoped for Him, yearned to suffer and die for Him as before. And so many ages mankind had prayed with faith and fervour, ‘O Lord our God, hasten Thy coming,’ so many ages called upon Him, that in His infinite mercy He deigned to come down to His servants. Before that day He had come down, He had visited some holy men, martyrs and hermits, as is written in their ‘Lives.’ Among us, Tyutchev, with absolute faith in the truth of his words, bore witness that

Bearing the Cross, in slavish dress

Weary and worn, the Heavenly King

Our mother, Russia, came to bless,

And through our land went wandering.

And that certainly was so, I assure you.

“And behold, He deigned to appear for a moment to the people, to the tortured, suffering people, sunk in iniquity, but loving Him like children. My story is laid in Spain, in Seville, in the most terrible time of the Inquisition, when fires were lighted every day to the glory of God, and ‘in the splendid auto da fé the wicked heretics were burnt.’ Oh, of course, this was not the coming in which He will appear according to His promise at the end of time in all His heavenly glory, and which will be sudden ‘as lightning flashing from east to west.’ No, He visited His children only for a moment, and there where the flames were crackling round the heretics. In His infinite mercy He came once more among men in that human shape in which He walked among men for three years fifteen centuries ago. He came down to the ‘ho pavement’ of the southern town in which on the day before almost a hundred heretics had, ad majorem gloriam Dei, been burnt by the cardinal, the Grand Inquisitor, in a magnificent auto da fé, in the presence of the king, the court, the knights, the cardinals, the most charming ladies of the court, and the whole population of Seville.

“He came softly, unobserved, and yet, strange to say, every one recognised Him. That might be one of the best passages in the poem. I mean, why they recognised Him. The people are irresistibly drawn to Him, they surround Him, they flock about Him, follow Him. He moves silently in their midst with a gentle smile of infinite compassion. The sun of love burns in His heart, light and power shine from His eyes, and their radiance, shed on the people, stirs their hearts with responsive love. He holds out His hands to them, blesses them, and a healing virtue comes from contact with Him, even with His garments. An old man in the crowd, blind from childhood, cries out, ‘O Lord, heal me and I shall see Thee!” and, as it were, scales fall from his eyes and the blind man sees Him. The crowd weeps and kisses the earth under His feet. Children throw flowers before Him, sing, and cry hosannah. ‘It is He—it is He!’ all repeat. ‘It must be He, it can be no one but Him!’ He stops at the steps of the Seville cathedral at the moment when the weeping mourners are bringing in a little open white coffin. In it lies a child of seven, the only daughter of a prominent citizen. The dead child lies hidden in flowers. ‘He will raise your child,’ the crowd shouts to the weeping mother. The priest, coming to meet the coffin, looks perplexed, and frowns, but the mother of the dead child throws herself at His feet with a wail. ‘If it is Thou, raise my child!’ she cries, holding out her hands to Him. The procession halts, the coffin is laid on the steps at His feet. He looks with compassion, and His lips once more softly pronounce, ‘Maiden, arise!’ and the maiden arises. The little girl sits up in the coffin and looks round, smiling with wide-open wondering eyes, holding a bunch of white roses they had put in her hand.

“There are cries, sobs, confusion among the people, and at that moment the cardinal himself, the Grand Inquisitor, passes by the cathedral. He is an old man, almost ninety, tall and erect, with a withered face and sunken eyes, in which there is still a gleam of light. He is not dressed in his gorgeous cardinal’s robes, as he was the day before, when he was burning the enemies of the Roman Church—at that moment he was wearing his coarse, old, monk’s cassock. At a distance behind him come his gloomy assistants and slaves and the ‘holy guard.’ He stops at the sight of the crowd and watches it from a distance. He sees everything; he sees them set the coffin down at His feet, sees the child rise up, and his face darkens. He knits his thick grey brows and his eyes gleam with a sinister fire. He holds out his finger and bids the guards take Him. And such is his power, so completely are the people cowed into submission and trembling obedience to him, that the crowd immediately make way for the guards, and in the midst of deathlike silence they lay hands on Him and lead Him away. The crowd instantly bows down to the earth, like one man, before the old inquisitor. He blesses the people in silence and passes on. 
	F.DOSTOYEVSKY  
THE BROTHERS KARAMAZOV (2,5)
Translated by Helena Blavatsky
"Quite impossible, as you see, to start without an introduction," laughed Ivan. "Well, then, I mean to place the event described in the poem in the sixteenth century, an age – as you must have been told at school – when it was the great fashion among poets to make the denizens and powers of higher worlds descend on earth and mix freely with mortals... In France all the notaries' clerks, and the monks in the cloisters as well, used to give grand performances, dramatic plays in which long scenes were enacted by the Madonna, the angels, the saints, Christ, and even by God Himself. In those days, everything was very artless and primitive. An instance of it may be found in Victor Hugo's drama, Notre Dame de Paris, where, at the Municipal Hall, a play called Le Bon Jugement de la Tres-sainte et Graceuse Vierge Marie, is enacted in honour of Louis XI, in which the Virgin appears personally to pronounce her 'good judgment.' In Moscow, during the prepetrean period, performances of nearly the same character, chosen especially from the Old Testament, were also in great favour. Apart from such plays, the world was overflooded with mystical writings, 'verses' – the heroes of which were always selected from the ranks of angels, saints and other heavenly citizens answering to the devotional purposes of the age. The recluses of our monasteries, like the Roman Catholic monks, passed their time in translating, copying, and even producing original compositions upon such subjects, and that, remember, during the Tarter period!... In this connection, I am reminded of a poem compiled in a convent – a translation from the Greek, of course – called, 'The Travels of the Mother of God among the Damned,' with fitting illustrations and a boldness of conception inferior nowise to that of Dante. The 'Mother of God' visits hell, in company with the archangel Michael as her cicerone to guide her through the legions of the 'damned.' She sees them all, and is witness to their multifarious tortures. Among the many other exceedingly remarkably varieties of torments—every category of sinners having its own – there  is one especially worthy of notice, namely a class of the 'damned' sentenced to gradually sink in a burning lake of brimstone and fire. Those whose sins cause them to sink so low that they no longer can rise to the surface are for ever forgotten by  God, i.e., they fade out from the omniscient memory, says the poem – an expression, by the way, of an extraordinary profundity of thought, when closely analysed. The Virgin is terribly shocked, and falling down upon her knees in tears before the throne of God, begs that all she has seen in hell – all, all without exception, should have their sentences remitted to them. Her dialogue with God is colossally interesting. She supplicates, she will not leave Him. And when God, pointing to the pierced hands and feet of her Son, cries, 'How can I forgive His executioners?' She then commands that all the saints, martyrs, angels and archangels, should prostrate themselves with her before the Immutable and Changeless One and implore Him to change His wrath into mercy and – forgive them all. The poem closes upon her obtaining from God a compromise, a kind of yearly respite of tortures between Good Friday and Trinity, a chorus of the 'damned' singing loud praises to God from their 'bottomless pit,' thanking and telling Him:

Thou art right, O Lord, very right,

Thou hast condemned us justly.

"My poem is of the same character.

"In it, it is Christ who appears on the scene. True, He says nothing, but only appears and passes out of sight. Fifteen centuries have elapsed since He left the world with the distinct promise to return 'with power and great glory'; fifteen long centuries since His prophet cried, 'Prepare ye the way of the Lord!' since He Himself had foretold, while yet on earth, 'Of that day and hour knoweth no man, no, not the angels of heaven but my Father only.' But Christendom expects Him still. ...

"It waits for Him with the same old faith and the same emotion; aye, with a far greater faith, for fifteen centuries have rolled away since the last sign from heaven was sent to man,

And blind faith remained alone

To lull the trusting heart,

As heav'n would send a sign no more.

"True, again, we have all heard of miracles being wrought ever since the 'age of miracles' passed away to return no more. We had, and still have, our saints credited with performing the most miraculous cures; and, if we can believe their biographers, there have been those among them who have been personally visited by the Queen of Heaven. But Satan sleepeth not, and the first germs of doubt, and ever-increasing unbelief in such wonders, already had begun to sprout in Christendom as early as the sixteenth century. It was just at that time that a new and terrible heresy first made its appearance in the north of Germany. A great star 'shining as it were a lamp... fell upon the fountains waters'... and 'they were made bitter.' This 'heresy' blasphemously denied 'miracles.' But those who had remained faithful believed all the more ardently, the tears of mankind ascended to Him as heretofore, and the Christian world was expecting Him as confidently as ever; they loved Him and hoped in Him, thirsted and hungered to suffer and die for Him just as many of them had done before.... So many centuries had weak, trusting humanity implored Him, crying with ardent faith and fervour: 'How long, O Lord, holy and true, dost Thou not come!' So many long centuries hath it vainly appealed to Him, that at last, in His inexhaustible compassion, He consenteth to answer the prayer.... He decideth that once more, if it were but for one short hour, the people – His long-suffering, tortured, fatally sinful, his loving and child-like, trusting people – shall behold Him again. The scene of action is placed by me in Spain, at Seville, during that terrible period of the Inquisition, when, for the greater glory of God, stakes were flaming all over the country.

Burning wicked heretics,

In grand auto-da-fes.

"This particular visit has, of course, nothing to do with the promised Advent, when, according to the programme, 'after the tribulation of those days,' He will appear 'coming in the clouds of heaven.' For, that 'coming of the Son of Man,' as we are informed, will take place as suddenly 'as the lightning cometh out of the east and shineth even unto the west.' No; this once, He desired to come unknown, and appear among His children, just when the bones of the heretics, sentenced to be burnt alive, had commenced crackling at the flaming stakes. Owing to His limitless mercy, He mixes once more with mortals and in the same form in which He was wont to appear fifteen centuries ago. He descends, just at the very moment when before king, courtiers, knights, cardinals, and the fairest dames of court, before the whole population of Seville, upwards of a hundred wicked heretics are being roasted, in a magnificent auto-da-fe ad majorem Dei gloriam, by the order of the powerful Cardinal Grand Inquisitor.

"He comes silently and unannounced; yet all – how strange – yea, all recognize Him, at once! The population rushes towards Him as if propelled by some irresistible force; it surrounds, throngs, and presses around, it follows Him.... Silently, and with a smile of boundless compassion upon His lips, He crosses the dense crowd, and moves softly on. The Sun of Love burns in His heart, and warm rays of Light, Wisdom and Power beam forth from His eyes, and pour down their waves upon the swarming multitudes of the rabble assembled around, making their hearts vibrate with returning love. He extends His hands over their heads, blesses them, and from mere contact with Him, aye, even with His garments, a healing power goes forth. An old man, blind from his birth, cries, 'Lord, heal me, that I may see Thee!' and the scales falling off the closed eyes, the blind man beholds Him... The crowd weeps for joy, and kisses the ground upon which He treads. Children strew flowers along His path and sing to Him, 'Hosanna!' It is He, it is Himself, they say to each other, it must be He, it can be none other but He! He pauses at the portal of the old cathedral, just as a wee white coffin is carried in, with tears and great lamentations. The lid is off, and in the coffin lies the body of a fair-child, seven years old, the only child of an eminent citizen of the city. The little corpse lies buried in flowers. 'He will raise the child to life!' confidently shouts the crowd to the weeping mother. The officiating priest who had come to meet the funeral procession, looks perplexed, and frowns. A loud cry is suddenly heard, and the bereaved mother prostrates herself at His feet. 'If it be Thou, then bring back my child to life!' she cries beseechingly. The procession halts, and the little coffin is gently lowered at his feet. Divine compassion beams forth from His eyes, and as He looks at the child, His lips are heard to whisper once more, 'Talitha Cumi' – and 'straightway the damsel arose.' The child rises in her coffin. Her little hands still hold the nosegay of white roses which after death was placed in them, and, looking round with large astonished eyes she smiles sweetly .... The crowd is violently excited. A terrible commotion rages among them, the populace shouts and loudly weeps, when suddenly, before the cathedral door, appears the Cardinal Grand Inquisitor himself.... He is tall, gaunt-looking old man of nearly four-score years and ten, with a stern, withered face, and deeply sunken eyes, from the cavity of which glitter two fiery sparks. He has laid aside his gorgeous cardinal's robes in which he had appeared before the people at the auto da-fe of the enemies of the Romish Church, and is now clad in his old, rough, monkish cassock. His sullen assistants and slaves of the 'holy guard' are following at a distance. He pauses before the crowd and observes. He has seen all. He has witnessed the placing of the little coffin at His feet, the calling back to life. And now, his dark, grim face has grown still darker; his bushy grey eyebrows nearly meet, and his sunken eye flashes with sinister light. Slowly raising his finger, he commands his minions to arrest Him....

"Such is his power over the well-disciplined, submissive and now trembling people, that the thick crowds immediately give way, and scattering before the guard, amid dead silence and without one breath of protest, allow them to lay their sacrilegious hands upon the stranger and lead Him away.... That same populace, like one man, now bows its head to the ground before the old Inquisitor, who blesses it and slowly moves onward. The guards conduct their prisoner to the ancient building of the Holy Tribunal; pushing Him into a narrow, gloomy, vaulted prison-cell, they lock Him in and retire... 


