
GIOBDANO BRUNO
Even thou, Giovanni, my familiar friend
In whom I trusted? M -^ ! thou art afraidTo look at me? Do 'Hruno,. eye- hurt thee?Nay, do not hide beb nd the tha : .bles
Of HoJy Inquisition; speak thy , .ind.
And tell the Fathers that wuich they would know:

SmoSCh'S ' ^"^ ^''^"'^^ ""^ --'^^

Within thy pala^r^K^r^t^J^ ''"''

While others slept, and I led thee beyond
Ihe crystal spheres of old to boundless space!What moved thee, O Venetian, to betray
Ihy friend?

. . Nay, mutter not, nor cross thyself!Giordano hath not made a covenant
With devils!

. . . Yea, my Father, read the charge.

So that is what my accusation saith?
The Monk of Nola is indeed no more'
He was a curious boy who loved to look,
Without distraction of crude, painted thingsHung on the wall, tarnished by candle-smoke,
Uut of the window where he knelt to pray
For he had learned that God is not confined
In pamt and mortar, that He is revealed.
As the Apostle saith, through what He made.He found no virtue in a Saint's thighbone;
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