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T was the season of the green
bough. On into the night,
8L emanations from the Warm,
odorous earth kept the chill from the
, and the sky, steeped in the full
spring suns, retained, almost until dawn,
light enough to show the pale under-
sides of the olive branches where they
stirred with the midnight currents. It
was not until the hours fell into the
very pit of the night that the morn-
ing coolness began to strike shivers
along the bodies of those whose business
kept them sleeping on the open slopes
outside the city walls.
It WUu.ld have been ahnut that tm:u:




. past he had swung from point to point of
consciousness on successive waves of
pain; now he was carried almost to the
verge of recovery, and now be felt the
| dragging clutch of the Pit from which
| hardly he had escaped. By degrees as
he was borne toward life his passages in
and out of insensibility began to approach
| more nearly the normal phases of waking
.| and sleeping; the pangs of his body sep-
~ arated from the obsessions of spiritual
- distress, and recurrent memory began to
ply.

It began with the agony in the garden
and the falling away of all human support
 from that inexplicable wrestling of great
- souls with foreknowledge, which must
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always seem to the generality, unneces-
sary if not a little absurd. More pitiably
than all that had rolled between, he felt
the empty reach of his affections toward
the uncomprehending sleep of his com-
panions. . . . Could ye not watch
coe little hour! He remembered the
futility of trial, the scoffing and the be-
trayals, through the crisis of which his
quick spirit had lived so long before, that
at last it broke upon him harmlessly.
Pain by pain, his body picked out for
him other memccies of the way, the cross,
the tearing nails. . . . more than
all else the impotence of purely human
impulses under the larger wvisicn which
kept him even in the midst of anguish,

profoundly aware of how little they knew




the thing they did. It came back upon
him as the stiffness of his wounds, the
burden of understanding that loses even
the poor human relief of bitterness and
blame. As he fell away again into the
trough of bodily pain it was to measure
the full horror of that drep, which, when
the racked consciousness that had sus-
tained him in the knowledge of Father-
liness, had failed like a splitten sail and
left him beating blindly in the void.
“*My God, my God, why hast thou for-
saken me?” He came strangely up to
life in the anguish of that ery. . . .
Suddenly he put up his hand and touched
the cold stones of his sepulchre. He was
dead then, and was alive. Lying very
still for pure weakness, his spmt retumed
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half unw:ltt.mgly by the old tra.ck a.nd

and travelled toward God . . . fum-
blingly, as a drowsy child at the breast, ke
sucked comfort, the ineffable, divine sup-
port. It flowed. Slowly the slacked
spirit filled. . . . Power came upon
him. God was not dead . . . nor
forsaking. . . . He hung upon that
and waited for a word. Outside in the
dawn dusk a bird, awakened by the sway-
ing of his bough in the first waft of the
morning, bubbled over with the joyous
urge of the spring. The sound of it
filtered through the rock crevices in a
thin, clear trickle of song. He laid off
the grave cloth and began to feel for the
round stone which he knew should close
the mouth of the grave. Wounded as he
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was, it was still no more than many suffer
in battle, with the cheerful promise of
recovery; calling on those reserves of
power for which he had always been re-
markable, he applied his sheulder to the
stone . . . it yielded to the pressure
and slid along the groove.

He made out the soft bulk of the olive
trees, all awake and astir to catch the
first streak of the morning, and the fink
tink of water falling from a pipe into a
stone basin. Following it he came to the
fountain from which the garden was
watered, and drank and bathed his
wounds. He was startled for a moment
by the swaying of a garment against him,
and then he perceived it to be the gar-
dener’s cloak left hanging in the tree, the
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